














TIIE AUTHOR'S APOLOGY.

IF apology ever was necessary to any work,
it must be to the present, since from circum-
stances unnecessary to detail, the first hasty
and unfinished draught was taken from me,
without its having received the benefit of a
single revision. Family events intervening,
some considerable time elapsed before I we-
sumed my task, and when I did I had not a
single page of the manuscript or a memoran-
dum to refer to. Compelled both by honour
and circumstances to complete my task, I took
the bold alternative of trusting entirely to me-
mory, cheered by the prospect of having the
proof sheets pass through my hands. and of
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thus being enabled to make some corrections.
But this unfortunate performancc was pre-
destined to go forth with all its faults upon its
:Head, my going a:broa.d precluding any possi-
bility of my devoting any further attention to

its pages.

Under these circumstances, as well as its
being a _first essay, I hope to win some indulg-
ence from my rcaders, and trast that they will
not suffer the errors of the present, to preju-

dice the future cfforts of the same pen.
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CHAPTER 1.

¢ A matchles, pan ,
With equal virtuc torm’d, and equd grace;
‘The came. dostingwsh’d bat 1n sex alone
Hars the mild lustic of the bloonung morn,
And s the 1adiance of the nscr day ™ Tuow,

« (OOD Heavens I exclaimed Mis. Belinont, stait-
ing from hcr seat at the patlour window, ¢ Llitha
comes  Adela, pale, and leaning on the arm of a
stranger ! Fly, Alice, and admit them.””

Tn a few moments the object of the anxinos excla-
mation entered the room, and throwing hersclf into
the arms of her mother. cried in a voice tremulous
tiom recent ‘error—

¢ Ol mamma, what an escape I have just had !”

“ You tcirify me my love! what has happencd?”
tenderly inquited Mrs. Belmont,
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“1 had not long left Mrs. Annesley’s,” replicd
Adcla, ““ when somethiug startled the horse :—sctting
off at full speed, the secvant who drove was thrown :
I with difficulty kept my seat, till just as we reached
Milford’s cottage, when had not that gentleman,”
poiuting to the stranger who had followed her into
the room, *“ flown to the head of the horse, I should
have been dashed to pieces! when he had once check-
cd the furious animal, he resigned the bridle to otheor
anl lifted me from the carriage.”

“ O sin™ eriecd Mrs, Belmont, now quitting hor
dunghter, and approaching the stranger, *what Jan-

aage can cxpress the griatitude of my heurt for the
presereotion of my child.”

“None is necessary, madam,” he replied, “ my
pleasure if possible is even beyond vour owa, in being
the instrument of that preservation.”

“ But you are injured, ~ir!” ciied Mrs. Belinonr,
pereciving the stranger’s armn hang uscless by his side.
“ Good God! why did yon uat speak immediately 27

Adcla started from the sofa, exclaiming—

“ Your arm is broken " and flew instantly from
tie room to dispatch a niessenger for the surzeon.

“ 0! you are enduring nmch anguish ! cried she
re-cntering, aned advancing with a hurried step to hor
deliverer. T sball never forgive myself for the sul-
fering I have been the means of iuflicting on you.”

The stranger who grew every moment paler, cn-
treated the ladies not to ajarm themselves ; but the
interval till the arrival of the surgeon was to them one
of mental torture, equal perhaps to the physical agony
of the sufferer. At length My, Bentham arrived, and
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they withdrew to wait anxiously the resalt of his
visit,

“ But did you not tell me,” inguired Mrs. Belmont
as soon us they reached the drawing-room, * that Mrs.
Annesley’s servant was thrown out? He ought to be
inquired after.”

“ Certainly, poor fellow I cried Adela with a feel-
ing of sell-reproach. 1 have been so bewildered
and tewrified, that 1 have forgotten cvery thing.  Dut
she added, arresting her mo-

do not ring, mamma,”’

ther’s hund jnst as it reached the bedl; ““in pity to my
sitflering preserver, let there not be the least noise. |
will step softly dewn stairs, and send Alice to make
inquiries.”
Miss Bddmont had been spending a few days at
,Glannin, a small estate at the distance of about four
miles, in the possession of Mrs. Anncesley, the aged
and pespectable widow of a clergyman.  She was the
most intimare friend of Mrs, Belmont, aud hers was
the only family which Adcla visited till within the last
six months, when their cirele was agrecably enlarged
by a Captain Auber and his danghter taking up their
residence in Comway Vale.  Between these families
Adela now divided her bours of leisure, and when the
aceident of the morning occurred, was hastening home
to prepare for a short stay with her new friend Caro-
line Auber, froin whom she had the day befoie re-
ceived a note, expressing an carnest and particular
desire to see ner.
As soon as Mr, Bentham quitted his patient, Mrs.
Belmont had hun summoned to the drawing room, to
make her inguiries as to the extent of the injury the
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strauger had received, and learned with concern that
it was serious. The cffect of a long and fatiguing jour-
ney, contributed to increase the ill effects of the ac-
cident, and there were such indications of fever, that
Mr. Bentham had advised his patient to retire to bed.
 But my counsel is so opposed to his inclination,
that I fear,” continued that gentleman, ¢ it will avai!
bmt little; therefore to your care, ladies, I comnnt
him, recommending the utmost quiet and repose.”

When the surgeon withdrew, Mrs. Belmont and
Adela returned to the parlour, where they fonnd the
unknown rechning on the sofa in cvident pain;
against all entrcaty he rosc as they entered, and Mrs.
Belmont with a countcaance of the deepest concern,
inquired how he felt—

“ Q! infinitely better madam,” he replied in a
voice of assumed cheerfulness, “ my worthy doctor
was for mortifving me in bed, but T always cheat the
sons of Esculapias, whenever I have the misfortune to
be under their hands, by recovering as guickly as I
can, which is always best effected by not giving way.”

“ In general,” replied Mrs. Belmont, 1 think your
plan is a good one, but probably not in the present
instance. If vou cannot be persuaded to retire imme-
diately, I must uncvertheless insist that you do at a
very early hour in the evening; allow me to institute
myself your nurse, and accepte such accommodalion as
my humble home affords.”

¢ Madam,” eried the stranger with a countenance
beaming with pleasure, “if it will not be infringing too
much on vour courtesy, I shall accept your proffered
hospitality with delight ; but if it should be the occa-
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sion of any inconveuicnee, believe me there is not the
slightest necessity for 1t—a distance of two miles
would be no great difficulty to one much more seri~
ously hurt than I am. On your honour,” cricd he
taking Mrs. Belmont’s hand with a smile, “1 shall
not be an incumbrance.”

8o far from it,” cricd she with a corresponding
expression, “ that if 1 could divest myself of the idea
of what you arc suffering, vour stay would give me
the liveliest pleasure.”

“O! my dear madam,” cricd the lively and ele-
gant unknown, “thus encouraged, I shall be on your
hands for a month.  Ah! I have at length found pro-
fessors of the healing art, from whom [ shall not es-
cape as heretofore.”

As he spoke be glanced at Adela—their eyes met,
"and hers were immediately cast down, Though she
had tuken no part in the conversation since their re-
turn to the room, she had not been an abstracted or
inattentive observer. The stranger was young, hand-
some, and clegant ; and viewed through the medium
of grateful interest, cvery charm he possessed was
hcightened in her eyes.  Never had she beheld a being
who approached so near perfection ; no, not even in
the eflorts of the pencil, or the florid descriptions of
the poct. His figure was tall and majestic, his air
graceful and distinguished, his manner, like his voice,
soft, gentle, and insinuating ; his darkly fringed eyes
were full of fire and softness, his finely formed head
was adorned with curilng hair that might have rivalled
the raven’s wing, as his teeth might have done the
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swan's, and the hand, (white as the cambric handker-
chief it held,) attested not less by its form and colour
than by the manner in which it was used, the rank to
“which he belonged.

But while Adela, almost unconsciously to herself,
had been imbibing the charms of his polished manner,
and canvassing the graces of his person, he had not
been less struck with her surpassing loveliness.
Traces of Italian lincage were visible in her delicate
and expressive features, in her large and melting cves
of the darkest hazel ; but the purc tints of her com-
plexion shewed her claim to a British origin also.
Her form was an exquisite combination of all that is
most beautiful in the fairest forms of cither clime ;
her bright auburn hair fell in glossy and natural ring-
lets, on a neck fair as polished ivory, while the elegant,
simplicity of her dress indicated the taste and deli-
cacy of her mind.

The entrance of Alice to inform them that Robert
(Mrs. Annesley’s servant) was uninjured, and that he
waited to know if there was any message he could
take back to his mistress, interrupted the conversa-
tion. After expressing her satisfaction in the youtl’s
safety, Mrs. Belmont turned to Adcla, saying—

¢ Had you not better, my love, send Mrs. Annesley
a note to convince her you are safe. 1 know the
kindly heart of my old friend will be alarmed the
moment she hears of the circumstance.”

“1 will, mamma,” cried Adcla, rising; * and do
you think I may take upon me to promise for Caroline
that we will accept her invitation for next Thursday
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Had the accident not occurred, I had intended to
have driven round to her, for | promised to send back
the reply by Robert,” .

¢ If so,” cried Mrs, Belmont. ¢¢ After he has re-
freshed bimself, Robert may as well carry the invita-
tion to Miss Auber.”

“ Miss Auber!” repeated the stranger. ¢ Are you
acquainted with Miss Auber?”

A fecling she could not define immediately scized
the heart of Adcla; for the first time she sickened at
the name of Caroline, her lately loved and beantiful
friend, in the cager cxpression of delight that ani-
mated the fine face of the unknown, she read the lover,
and in the deepest recess of her soul she murmured—
¢ Enviable Caroline! Happy Miss Auber !”

“ Intimately,” replicd Mrs. Belmont, turning with

" new interest to the stranger. ¢ Miss Auber and her
lather are my most esteemed friends.”

“ 0! add her brother to the number!” cried he,
rising with a countenance beaming with sweetness,
and takirg the hand of Adela, who, with an animation
and delight burning in her eyes of which she was not
conscinus, turned to him exclaiming—

“ Are you indeed the brother of Miss Auber ?”

“ Yes, and never was I prouder of the title than
now,” ciied he, raising her hand to his lips, « since it
gives me a claim to your friendship.”

Alas! he might have rcad in the blush that decp
ened on Adela’s check, that he needed no other auxi-
liaries than his own beautiful person, and captivating
manners, to gain an interest in her breast.

“ My dear, madam,” he continued, turning to Mrs,

1 B
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Belmont, ¢ T am the most fortunate of knight errants
“1u baving met with such an adventure, but at the
same time the most stupid, in not having sooner di
vined that the beings now before me could be no
other than those who have been so often described to
me with enthusiasm in my sister’s letters. [ arrived
last night, and was clamorous for an iutroduction ;
but Caroline told me you were indisposed, and Miss
Belmont absent {rom rome; [ was therefore forced to
acquiesce in the dclay,and the fates, in recompense of
the virtuous patience with which I submitted, decrced

the event of the morning.”

“ You are not likely soon to forget your introduc-
tion,” cried Mrs. Beimont.

“ I question if it were possible under any circum-
stances, & being so inscnsate could be found as to
forget such new friends, having once beheld them:”
again his beaming cycs met Adela’s, who sought in
arranging the paper for her note, to hide the sweet
confusion that agitated her heart.

1 will take advantage of the same opportunity,
and send my father a line to inform him of the acci-
dent,” cried Mr. Auber, scating himself at the table.
¢ [ darc say it will bring them down. I am glad,”
he continued, as he dipped his pen into the inkstand,
¢ that it is not my right arm.”

0! my dear Adela,” cricd her mother, % how
perverse was fate to meke you the occasion of so
much mischief.”

“ it were happy for mankind, my dear madam, if
she neveir made greater ; a broken arm is soon cured,
but there are other wounds more deep, more danger-
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ous,” replicd Mr. Auber. “ Will Miss Belmont,” he
continued, ¢ fold and seal my note for me; you sce |
alrcady assume the privileges of an old friend.”

¢ Not with more pleasure than they are accorded,”
veplied Mrs. Belmont, as Adcla with a trerabling hand
took the notc from Mr. Auber, and ber own name,
with a note of admiration after it, caught her eye.

I have lost my seal, mamma,” cried Adcla, « have
you onc?”’

¢ Use mine,” cried Mr. Auber, ¢ as it is not mate-
rial ; but I um afraid you will find it awkward as it is
is attached to my watch,” he drew out his watch bat
being secured by a guard, and in too much pain to
remove that guard from around his neck, though he
openced his waistcoat to make the attempt, Adela was
obliged to rise and lean near him as she scaled the
uotes.

Alas! a heart yielding as the wax she impressed,
received an impression it was destined never to lose,
and oppressed by feclings new and overpowering, she
gladly cmbraced the opportunity of leaving the room,
i order to give directions to Robert.
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CHAPTER II.

¢ They loved ; but such their guileless passion was,
As in the dawn of time inform’d the beart

Of innocence and undissembled truth.
- - » - -

Th® enchaunting hope, and sympthetic glow
Beamed from the mutual eye.” THOMPLON,

¢ THeN you think, my dear madam, that my father’s
health has improved since his residence in Wales ?”
said Mr. Auber, as Adcla re-eutcred the parlour.

¢ Certainly,” replied that lady. “ He has reccived
much benefit from the baths ; and I trust he will not
think of leaving us till he is quite re-established.”

¢« Why I rather think you will be plagued with him
some time,” continued Mr. Auber, smiling, ¢ for he
has not only put himself out to nurse, but his fortune
also, and in either case the restoration is seldom so
specdy as it is desired. This little place he possesses
here was almost forgotten ; but, like a true friend, in
spite of neglect it receives and succoars him in the
hour of adversity.”

I never thought,” eried Adela, I should rejoice
in the misfortune.. of my friends ; but,” added she, with
warnth, ¢ 1 should never have becn truly happy, bad
Captain Auber been more fortunate.”

“ My sweet Miss Belmont,” replied Mr. Auber with
a smile, expressive as that which illuminated her own
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features. ¢ We are mis-terming the change in my
father’s circumstances. If to exchange the glare of
fushionable life for the calm of retirement; if to re-
sign the efforts of art for the perfection of nature is
desirable, here, surrounded as he is, he may be regard-
ed the most enviable of beings.”

“You have a brother, Mr. Auber; if my memory
is not treacherous, T have heard the Captain speak of
two sons,” said Mrs. Belmont.

“1 have a brother, madam, in the guards, one of
the finest young men the light of heaven ever shone
on. e thought he should not do mischief enough,
so he got into a red coat, Without partiality, I have
often thought, he ran a hazard of meceting the fate of
Narcissus.”

¢ [ trust not,” said Mrs. Belmont. ¢ The greatest
charm of beauty is unconsciousness.”

“ And as she made the remark, she could not help
feeling how conspicuous was that rarest of all charns
in Mr. Auber, who, while praising his brother, had an
casy ingenuousucss in his manncr that shewed his
thoughts were cntirely abstracted from nimself,

“1 feel it,” replicd he, bowing and looking at
Adela. “ But though Frederic is very young, he has
cver cvinced himself superior to the wceakness of
vanity, and as yct invulnerable to the power of love;
but let me not forget to add, he has never visited
North Wales.”

At this moment a carriage stopped at the door, and
Adcla flew to the window, exclaiming—

“This is Miss Auber, I dare say,” and in a few
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minates, accompanied by Captain Auber, she entered
the rooam.

“ My dear Secton!” she exclaimed, hastening to
her brother. ¢ How are you ?’

« Only too happy !”” he replicd, as drawing her to-
wards him he kissed her check.  “ Dearest, sir!” he
continued, turning to his father, “I hope you are
quite equal to the exertion you have made, I told yon
1 was doing very well.”

« Ah!” replied the Captain; “ bnt 1 was deter-
mined to sce, I know how apt you are to make light
of things; and let me tell you, you had better have fol-
lowed the advice of Mr. Bentham, (whom | have just
scen,) and retire to bed.  You will feel the effects of
this to-morrow.”

There was displcasure mingled with anxicty in the
Captain’s tone, and Mrs. Belmont fancied that his
manner to her wanted its usual friendliness ; but as
the conversation became gencral, his irascibility wore
off, and after dinner he again assumed the air of in-
sinuating gentleness and affability for which he was
distinguished. But a counterfcit is never so clearly
seen as in the presence of the reality, and Adcla now
felt the difference there was between Captain Auber and
his son : the former wore a surface of courtesy, which
was sometimes condescension, sometimes gallantry,
sometimes complaisance, according to the rank, cha-
racter, and circumstances of those he conversed with :
but Seeton’s geutleness, emanating from a soul im-
bued by all the softer virtues, was equal and open to
all; his affability, springing from a fund of gocd hu-
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mour and rcal warmth of heart, was genial and glow-
ing as the aspect of smmmer.

“I have brougbt back your note, Adecla,” said
Caroline with a provoking smile, handing it to her
across the table after dinner ; * for the benefit of hav-
ing it translated.”

Adela coloured as she recollected the agitation
under which it was penned, and on opening it was
surprised at the scrawl that met her view, which in
addition to the illegibility of the writing, every now
and then wanted a letter or a word.

““ 1 have not been myself since the accident of the
morning,” cricd Adela, crushing the note in her harnd
and throwing it into the fire-place. < I will try if 1
cau speak more intelligibly, however ; therefore come
from your corner there between mamma and Captain
Auber, and I will tell you Mrs. Annesley’s arrange-
nients,”

“ Pray admit me to the conference,” cried Seeton.

“ 0! most willingly,” replicd Adela, as he scated
himself at her side; but a momentary glance at the
arch expression of Caroline’s face again disconcerted
ber, who, turning with an ironical smile to Mrs
Belmont, cricd—-

¢ low reserved these young people are ! how diffi-

ult and slow in bc(_()mln'f uc'uuéwlt(g!‘l"’ "a her daugh

1"-" l'l“tfe":{]ready awaiting him.

He appeared to Adela more intercsting than e
as he replied with his usuval grace and sweetness
their anxious inquiries.  His colourless cheek, 8
the languor of his large eyes evinced the effect of
and want of sleep; but so far [rom invading the beai
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that good old lady invites every one that will come to
cards and dancing ; for ye ken,” cried Adela, slightly
and playfully imitating the Scotch accent, ¢ she ex-
pects her grandson, a bonny boy fra’ the north, and
she wishes to make merry on the occasion.”

Secton, whom it took by surprise, laughed heartily.

¢ But,” continucd Adela, resuming ner proper tone,
* in soliciting the presence of Miss Auber, she is not
unmindful what her humble cntertainment must ap-
pear to one accustomed to the splendid asscmblics
of the metropolis, and she therefore hopes while you
have the condescension to grace her ball-room, you
will have the charity to overlook its deficiencies.”

‘¢ What could be refused to such a pleader ?” cried
the admiring Sccton, taking Adela’s hand.  “ A< your
good Mrs. Annesley invites every body, I may of
course regard mysclf as a guest, and may I hope the
honour of this fair hand, though under the circum-
stances of my left arm 1 shall be but a lame partner.”

Adela had just bowed in assent, when the Captain
exclaimed—

“ Are you mad Secton? Do you want to throw
yourself into a fever?”

“ Do not alarm yourself, sir,”” replicd his son, * the

~ w«tharjs net so hot.”
Wwas SOMELIMES Cunduman......; the Cuptain ; ‘ [ know

sometimes complaisance, according to the run.t this
racter, and circumstances of those he conversed with :
but Seeton’s gentleness, emanating from a soul im-
bued by all the softer virtues, was equal and open to
all; his affability, springing from a fund of goed hu-
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 Y'cs, certainly,” cricd Caroline, * Thursday is an
immenve way off, four whele days; time.enough to
mend all the arms in these Alpine regions, especially
with the prospect of a ball at the end of them !”

“ And such a partner!” added Seeton.

As soon as the tea equipage was removed, Captain
Auber rose to take leave, his health not admitting of
iate hours, and his humour this evening little inclining
him for company. Speaking a moment aside to his
son, be represented the easc and the propriety of his
returning home, but Sceton assured bim he had al-
ready in the most decided manner accepted Mrs,
Belmon(’s invitation. Captain Auber bit his lips with
vexation, but with great self-command turned to that
lady, saylng —-

“1I have been endeavouring to persuade this re-
fractoryinvalid toretire, he looks excessively fatigued.”

“ And I hope you have succceded, for 1 was just
gomg to enforce the same command.”

‘“ The current sets so strongly against me, that |
must even yicld to its force,” cried Seeton, rising.
“ Mrs. Belmont I kiss your hand: my fair partner
in perspective adicu.  Caroline, my dear father,

To all and each a fajr Fpa i Gt pe.

Jhar;:ﬂ:é,' where Mrs. Belmont and her danghtar
were already awaiting him. . .
He appeared to Adcla more intercsting than evet
as he replied with his usual grace and sweetness t¢
their anxious inguiries. His colourless cheek, and
the languor of his large eyes cvinced the effect of pain

and want of sleep ; but so far [rom invading the beauty
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her provoking smiles she tripped after Captain Aubcer
to the carriage.

As soon as it was known that Mr. Auber was te
remain at Mrs. Belmont’s, Adcla’s room had becn
fitted up for him. She stole a few moments from his
society to sce that every thing was properly arranged ;
with her own band she disposcd the bangings, and
placed and replaced the ornaments of the room ; so
that, though accustomed to a far different abode, he
could not but admire the tastc and simplicity that
every thing displayed. Saville wished to remain up
all night in the adjoining dressing-room, but Mr.
Auber, persuaded there was no necessity for it, dis-
missed him till eight o’clock the following morning.

Adela that night shared her inother’s bed, but she
had pressed her pillow for some hours ere sleep would
weigh her eye-lids down, and stecp her scnses in
forgetfulness ; and then visions of the being who had
captivated her senses during the day, filled her ima-
gination during the night.
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CHAPTER III.

% In colour, form, expression, and in grace,

She shone all perfect ; while each pleasing art

Aud each soft virtue that the sex adorns

Adorn'd the woman.” GRAINGER.

¢¢ ———On his brow
Sat native comeliness, and manly fire
G’er all diffused its lustre.  Yet with her
H:s generous mind most ewayed, where shone each thought
That delicacy knows : far more refined
Thaun suits the happy.” KraTe.

SaviLLe found his master so indisposed when he
atcended him the next morning, that he endeavoured
to persuade him not to rise, at lcast till Mr. Ben-
tham’s visit was over ; but though from cxcess of pain
he had not closed his eyes all night, he insisted on
joining the ladies at the breakfast table. He found
this morning his toilet not the casy task it had hither-
to been; but that did not prevent his persevering :
and at length he descended to the parlour in bis robe
de chambre, where Mrs. Belmont and her daughter
were already awaiting him. ‘

He appearcd to Adela more intercsting than ever
as he replied with his usuval grace and sweetness to
their anxious inquiries. His colourless cheek, and
the languor of his large eyes evinced the effect of pain
and want of sleep; but so far from invading the beauty

.
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of his countenance, this paleness, this languor, gave
him charms more dangerous, more seductive, since it
increased his native softness, and wocved Adela’s ad-
miration under the mask of grateful pity.

His pale pink morning gown well became the deli-
cacy of his appearance, while every thing else he wore
rivalled the unfallen snow ; and Atdcla, as she viewed
him, wondered if the world of fashion was pcopled
with such beings.

Little was said during breakfast, it was rather the
reign of feeling than expression. Sccton sat back in
the arm-chair, which he smilingly said he was privi-
leged in taking, and in silence contemplated the lovely
Adela as she poured the tea into the white china cups.
Her simple white muslin dress revealed the contour
of a form exquisite as nature ever moulded, while her
countenance, tinted with the faintest blush, wore a
peusive sweetaess, ¢ven more enchanting than the
brilliancy that had illumincd it the preceding cgning.

When Mr. Bentham was anuounced, Mrs. Belmont
and Adela withdrew, the former to supcrintend some
domestic arrangements, the latter, not as hitherto to
her studies, her pencil, or her needle; but to fix by
fond reveries the impression her heart had imbibed.
Born in the bosom of a romantic country, ker charac-
ter had received its impress from the scenes that sur-

Jsrounded her. While vet a child, she had beheld the
setting sun tinge with & rosy huc the white summit
of Snowdon’s mountain, with feelings that grew into
rapture, with emotions pure, sublime, and elevated
Penmacnmawr, with its wild precipices overhanging
the sea, the silver waters of the Conway, the ever-
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varying beauties of her native vale, and the rich scencs
of Llangollen, all scrved to nurture the fanciful ana
imaginative turn of ber mind. Breathing in the
“ poctry of nature,” her ideas, her language, aided
by an elegant education, posscssed a witchery, a charm
that

¢ Would take the prison’d soul
And lap it in Elysium.”

And her mother, who beheld in her the last and love-
licst relic of former happiness, indulged and cherished
her sensibility, because it added charms to her too
beautiful child, without considering that it was ren-
dering her wholly unfit for the rude encounters of
real life.

After Mr. Bentham's departure, Adela wished to
return to the solitary inmate of the parlour, but timi-
dity restrained her, and half an hour elapsed befors
inclination gained the mastery. The door was a-jar,
she pauscd ere she entered—all was still ; perhaps, she
thought, Mr. Auber has gone up stairs; emboldened by
the idca, she pushed open the door and entered.
Seeton was there—he had thrown himself on the sofa
and fallen aslecp ; and riveted by a species of fasci-
nation to the spot, she stood and gazed upon him. His
forebead white as Parian marble from which his black
hair receded in a thousand fanciful curls; the long
jetty lashes that reposed on his pale cheek ; the beau<
tifully formed mouth which still retained its soft ver-
million ; the grace and elcgance of his extended figure,
all formed a picture that had won upon a heart less
susceptible than Adcla’s
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Perceiving that the sun was beginning to intrude
into the room, she gently drew down the blind, and
taking off a white silk hankerchief, which she had
thrown across her shoulders while attending to her
garden after breakfast, she gently placed it over his
head, aud stole from the room as she fancied she
heard the approach of footsteps.

She had not been long seated at the drawing room
window when she perceived Caroline approaching,
and flying down she admitted her with a caution to
make no noise.

¢ Why !”” cried Caroline, spcaking in imitation of
her youthful friend.

Adela pushed open the parlour door, and pointed
to Sceton.

¢ There be lies, like an eastern Soltan I cried his
sister, ¢ I suppose it would be treason to wake him ?”’

“ You would not be so cruel,” replied Adela in a
subdued tone, * he had no rest all night.”

“ | think he runs a fair chance of having very little
for the rest of his life,” said Caroline, looking siguifi-
cantly at Adela.  Be content with the mischief you
have already done, and don’t distarb the pcace of an
innocent family.”

Adela smiled, and led the way to the drawing room.

¢ You have never liad the curiosity to inquire my
rcason for writing to you at Mrs. Annesley’s,” said
*Caroline, going up to the window.

¢ Indecd, I quite forget the circumstance,” artlessly
acknowledged Adela. ¢ What was it ?”

* You do not deserve that I should tell you. I have
a great mind to be offended. Was it Mrs. Annceslev’s
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prancing. poney, or Seeton, that put it out of your

head " '
¢ Nay, you have rallied me enough on that event.

‘Tell me, dear Caroline, why you wished to see me?"

“ Well then,” rejoined her friend, * it was to know
if you would like to accompany me to London.”

“ 0! what would delight me moret” ejaculated
Adecla.

¢ The motive of Seeton’s journey hither,” resumed
Miss Auber, “is to take mec to London, to be present
at the marriage of my cousin Emilia Auber, to Lord
Milson, son of the Earl of Errol. It will be a grand
affair, and I think you cannot have a better opportu-
nity of sceing a little of life. What killing and slaying
there will be among the beaux! and you are what
they usually term one of your innocent beauties, who
make more work in one season, than a French
coquet armed at all points, and full tilt for conguest
docs in all her life.”

“ But do you think,” cried Adela, as doubt threw a
momentary gloomover her countenance, ¢ that mamma
will consent to my taking such a journey ?”

¢ Why you simpleton,”” cried Caroline, ¢ to be sure
she will, and be delighted at the opportunity of shew-
ing to the world the treasure that destiny bas hid in
a cornerof North Wales. Do you suppose she wishes
it to be sung of you some thirty years hence—

¢ A-down in the valley there lived an old maid 2* **

“ If you imagine,” cried Adela, “that any scheme
of matrimonial ambition mingles in the delight with
which I anticipate sharing your journey, you wrong
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me. I would prefer the retirement of Conway Vale
with one to whom chance bad introduced me, and to
whom my heart would beat without reference to any
thing but his individual mcrit, to a ducal coronct, if
the shadow of an artifice contributed to the winning.”

¢ [ wonder where I could procure a pair of stilts,”
said Caroline, tdrning with affected gravity to her bro-
ther, who just then slowly cutered the room. ¢ Adcla
is not Aclf tall enough when she talks thus. My
dear, madam,” perceiving Mrs. Belmont immediately
behind him, “1 am going to ask you a great favour.
You must promise not to refusc me.”

¢ 1 dare say I might very safely, yet 1 should like
to know what is expected of me, betore I make such
an unqualified stipulation,” replied the mild Mrs.
Belmont.

‘I am going a little journey, not to the shores of
the Polar Seas, nor to the coasts of Chili or Peru, but
to London. Can you bear to part with Adela for a
few weeks, and permit her to accompany me "

In a glance Mrs. Belmont read the anxiety with
which all present waited her decision, and though a
thousand indefinable apprehcnsions.thronged to her
heart, she had not the courage to refuse ; so hard is it
to an amiable heart to inflict pain where it has the
power of dispensing pleasure. Her acquiescence was
paid by a profusion of thanks and caresses, and the
arrival of Mrs. Annesley and her grandson Malcolm
Noel found the whole parly in the highest spirits.

Malcolm was a very fine young man, full of intelli-
gence and animation. Unspoiled and unhacknied in the
world, he came with some of the rust of college about
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‘him, but with much also of the rich ore of crudition, and’
the noble pride which he inherited from & long Jiue of
" Highbland ancestors. His form was athletic, his com-
plexion brilliant, and his eyes penstrating. There
was an originality in his ideas, and a frankness in his
manners, that prepossessed every one at Mus:. Bel-
mont’s in hi¢ favour ; and the worghy Mrs. Annesley,
delighted to perccive him win the esteewn. of those she
most valued, seemed to want nothiug to.add to her
felicity.

“ You did not tcll me,” he cried, as he drove his
grandmother buck to Glannam, * of this Beauty of
the British Alps——this maid of the graceful locks. I
should have solicited her hand for Thursday evening,
but for the presence of that gentleman of the long
.robe whose atteutions she received so graciously.”

“ I have little doubt, but that you have been anti-
cipated,” replied Mgs. Annesley, ‘ few would lose the
opportunity of such a partner.”

¢ Thauks to the rules of an assembly, she cannot bs .
entircly monopolized,” observed Malcolm. ¢ Pray
what age is this beautiful daughter of Conway Vale?”

“ Ah! you bring back the memory of the day gf
her birth,” answered the old lady. < It was the day
before your brocher Lochlin ran away with Miss
Griffith: a headstlong boy! what trouble he caused
me ! | was remaining with Mrs. Belmont, poor thing ;
and when the news was brought me I thought I should
bave died; for I knew the Griffiths were a proud un-
pleasant people, and that I should never hear the lust
of it.”

Malcolmn thought much the same, and regretted a
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query that had served as a key to unlock s magazine
of old recollections.

“ It is sixteen years come the close of this June,”
resumed Mrs. Annesley.

% 8o young!” exclaimed Malcolm, *her counte-
nance is certainly youthful, but the perfection of her
form indicates a further advance in womanhood. But
yours is a testimony I cannot doubt. Mrs. Belmont
has been equally beautiful ; there is a surpassing sweet-
ness still about her person, and an indescribable charm
in her voice and manners. Is she a native of this
place?”

“ No,” replied his aged companion, *she is a na-
tive of Italy, but she has been so many years in Eng-
land and Wales, that she has lost much of her foreign
habits. Few discover that she is not a native: but
you are a keen observer, Malcolm.”

‘ And her father?” continued young Noel, prose-
cating his inquiries.

““ Was an Englishman,” she replied, ““a man of
genius, and a man of many sorrows.”

“ Of course !” said Malcolm with a sigh, “such
eger is the tide of talent’s fortune everywhere ;

¢ And as it runs, for ever will run on.’

‘He died, T soppose, leaving his daughter no inhe-

ritance but her beauty ?”
¢ Little else,” was the reply; and their arrival at

Glannam put an end to the conversation.
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CHAPTER IV.

¢ What avails from iron chains
Exempt, il rosy fetters bind us fast.”

Caroning bad brought & note from her father which
induced Mr. Auber to take his seat in the carriage by
her side when she returned home, which she did to
dinner ; and Adela with feelings of regret she had
never before experienced watched it out of sight.
The hope of seeing them the next day, and the anti-
cipation of the day after, acted however as a cordial
to her depressed spirits, and she flew to employment
to fill up the * aching void” their departure had left
in her heart. She took up a book, but she soon found
she was pursuing creations of her own fancy, instead
of attending to the author, and she laid it down again :
she opened her piano, but the pages of the music she
turned over were either too sad or too gay; and after
a few minutes she closed the instrument. At length
she retired to ber own room, the room that Seeton
had occupied, and which he would probably occupy®
no more, and there she sunk into a trance of thought,
which was at last interrupted by the falling of a pic-
ture—she went to raise it, it was a half finished por-
trait she was taking of her mother, the thought struck
ber that she would give it a few touches ; but as she



28 TIE BEAUTY OF THE BRITISH ALPS;

scated herself to the task, a smull piece of ivory that
lay accndentally on the table was drawn towards her,
and in a few moments, as if by inagic, the outline of
Seeton Auber’s countenance appeared upon it ; pleased
with the success, she grew interested in her work,
and bestowed on it the most elaborate pains. The
surmmons to dinner was obeyed with regret, and she
returned to the miniature with impatient pleasure the
moment the cloth was removed.

The original of the picture was at that moment en-
gaged in a conversation of which she was the subject ;
for the restless fears of Captain Auber did not allow
him to leave the matter long untouched after he had
onee succeeded in getting his son home.

1 assure you, sir,” Seeton replicd in answer to
some obscrvations of his father, ¢ nothing can be
more groundless than your apprehensions.”

I tell you sir, 1 think very differently,” cried the
irritated Captaiu. ‘[ tell you sir, that you have not
acted as you should do under the circumstances of
your engagement with the daughter of Lord Egre-
mont."”

¢ No, to be sure,” said Caroline, aside to her bro-

ther, ¢ you should have let Adela have been dashed to
pieccs.”
o Sveton ill suppressed a smile at his sister’s mock
sulemnity, but he saw that his father, who was pacing
up and down the room, was in no humour to bear
trifling, and merely replied with coolness—

“ Wus I the husbaud, instead of the lover of Miss
Egremont, 1 do not see how J could have acted differ-
ently from what | have done.”
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*“ The devil you don’t!” ejaculated the Captain,
stopping suddenly short in the full career of his
marching campaign. *“The devil you don’t! so you
could not help taking up your abode in the house—
you could not help instead of sceking remedies and
reposc, sitting ogling and gallanting—you could not
help—Dbut [ have no patience! Curse the whole
country, and the hour that brought me into it,”

¢ Curses, like young chickens, always come home
to roost,”” again whispered Caroline,

¢ Pray sir, if | may ask the question, what is your
opinion of Miss Belmont ?”’ demanded the Captain.

¢ That she is the most perfect of human beings :
she has beauty without affectation; knowledge with-
out pedantry ; and a soul as faultless as her form. I
shall attempt no disguise of the admiration with which
she has inspired me ; I might as well pretend to be
blind to the beams of the sun: but do you therefore
hold so lightly my sentiments of honour, as to think I
would break an engagement so solemn as that in which
{ stand involved with Miss Egremont? No, sir, was 1
less candid you might have cause to fear. 1 owe too
much to the partiality of Lord Egremont, to violate
my faith to his daughter. My attentions to Miss
Belmont have been nothing more than common-place
gallantry, and just admiration, an admiration that also
extends to her mother.”

The Captain appeared somewhat appeased, and
spoke in a calmer voice as he resumed—

I am willing to place every dependance on yovr
principles of honour, but when in the presence of
strong temptation the best often break through them.
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I know the impetuosity of youth, its folly, its want of
foresight ; and when I reflect on the efforts 1 have
made to raise the superstructure of your fortune, I
may well tremble at any thing that threatens its de-
molition. There is my brother, your uncle, tekes no
trouble, and yet such is the good sense and conduct of
his children, that every thing goes well. Here is a
match Emilia is making with Lord Milsom !’ and he
looked reproachfully at Caroline, who had rejected an
equally advantageous offer.

¢“ For what,” he continued, “have [ withdrawn
myself from the world, and buried myself in this bar-
barous country, but to recruit my fortune for your
sakes. I have but one remaining passion—ambition
in my children—do not blast it.”

He left the room, and Caroline and Seeton sat for
a few moments looking at each other in silence.

¢ ] am glad the thunder-storm is over,” exclaimed
Caroline, breaking the silence first. ¢ You see I did
not escape some flashes of the lightning. Emilia is
doing a mort of mischief, we must none marry less
than nobles now.”

& Perish the policy that fixes happiness on so
perishable a basis !” warmly exclaimed Seeton.
¢ Haw perverted are the sentiments of polished life,
how are the best feelings of our nature bertered for
¢as much trash as can be grasped thus;’ and that
which should be 8 unien of soul, becomes a sordid
compact of interest. 1 hate the world 1"

* Saving, and excepting,” cried Caroline, ““ a certain
viece or parcel cafled Belmont Cottage. But seriously,
Seeton, you should be more guarded in your conduct;
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and not suffer your admiration to lead yop away.
Conscious of .your engagement you may guard your
own heart, but remember you may invade the peace
of Adela’s. Her extreme youth, her inexperience in
life, all render her liable to fall into the snare, espe-
cially as she has the plea of gratitude under which to
sheltér and disguisc the first approaches of love. 1
thought (though perhaps unconsciously to yourself)
you were playing the lover too much this morning,
you appeared perfectly to follow the prescription of
the poet :—

¢ ——1f the lover hopes to be in grace,

Wan be his louks, and meagre be his face;

That colour from the fair compassion draws,

She thinks you sick, and thinks herself the cause.’

“ | hope you do not think me,” eagerly cried her
brother, ¢ that contemptible, that ungemerous cha-
racter, a male coquet ? T would not wound the peace
of Adecla for the world! Intimate as you have so long
been, I suppose she knows of my engagement.”

“ Really I do not know;” replied his sister, < it
may have been casually mentioned, but perhaps she
took no notice of it.”

““ Well 1 have not the vanity te think I have gained
any particular interest in Miss Belmont’s heart,” cried
Seeton. ‘1 have not the affectation to pretend to
say I could not, provided her heart is disengaged, but
trust me, situated as I am | never will be base enough
to make the attempt.”

“ | have just thought,” cried Caroline, “that I am
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in another dilemma. Papa will be outragcous at our
taking Adela to London with us.”

¢ You had certainly better have consulted him be-
fore you made the invitation ; however, as it is, if he
should object, we must bear him down by the force of
argument.”

¢ Which he cannot murmur at yiclding to for
once,” added Caroline, ¢ when we have so often sub-
mitted to the argument of force.”

Mr. Auber now rung for Saville, and determining to
nurse himself in right earncst retired to his room, that
he might be perfectly recruited for the ball on Thurs-
day, which he could not disguise from himscl{ he was
anxious to attend.

Caroline left to herself sunk into a melancholy,
which was at all times obscrved to oppress her in
spite of the habitual sprightliness of her nature. Her
countenance, though beautiful, had an expression of
hauteur which these occasional fits of spleen tended
to increase, they added also to the loftiness of a mien
naturally too prone to wear the arrogance of rank;
but, again resigning her &ir of displeasure, she would
change to a shadowed softness, a melancholy tender-
ness, as if love and sorrow contended for the mastery.
If her father surprised her in these humours she in-
stantly endeavoured to regain her self-command, and
disguise her feelings. He was a parent more feared
than loved, he possessed none of the confidence of
his children, who felt themselves united to him more
by the legal compact of society than the endearing
ties of nature. With Adela, Caroline had more freely
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yielded to her feelings than with any other' person,
but even to her “he had not yet divelged their source.

The world had had an unbenign influetice on the
character of Miss Auber, and though unable wholly o
eorrupt, had vitiated its original excellence,

CHAPTER V..

¢ 0! she was beautiful .

Beyond the reach of faney,

And he, the fated one, who gazud en charms
Resplendent as the full-orh’d god of day,
Should have fled far their fatal influence.”

THURSDAY morning came, and the joyous sun look-
ed forth upon the mountains in his brightest splen-
dour ; the birds whistled

*s Their native wood-notes wild,”

with more than usual sweetness; and Adela’s soft
tones were heard at an early hour joining the
universal concert. Never had her heart fclt-so buoy-
ant ; she secmed to move on air, the personification of
beauty and beatitude. Her morning orisons were the
breathings of enthusiasi, her soul flew * from nature
up to nature’s God with ardent gratitude. Every
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thing on which she gazed in the beautiful temple of
creation scemed to call forth that sentiment with a
fervency she had never felt before; when had the

. sky been so blue, the sun so bright, the waters of the
Conway so clear, the mcads so gay, the groves so
verdant, the warblers of the woods so symphonious ?
She met her mother with a transport of delight, hung
on her neck, kissed her check, her hands, as if a new
source of filial love had opened in her heart, and was
overflowing it.

Mrs. Belmont, in whose breast neither years nor
sorrows had frozen the stream of sensibility, melted
into fondncss over this child of vivid fancy, and en-
trancing beauty, kindled into corresponding gaiety ;
so that Adcla fclt herself stimulated and sustained till
the hour when Captain Auober’s carriage, driving up
to the door, brought all that made the acmé of her
felicity. She saw Secton and his sister alight, and
sunk for a moment on the sofa, to endeavour to give
a pause to feelings that almost denied her the power
of respiration. i

She rose as Mr. Auber advauced to take her hand.
Ah! where at that moment was Secton’s philosophy,
or what would it have availed in the beaming presence
of the beautiful Adela: her eyes were burning and
sparkling with intense feeling, and enimated by a
smile of the softest, pleasure, which gleamed through
the long silken lashes that swept the carnation of her
blushing cheek. Her dress, snowy and transparent,
was the robe of fancy, arranged by the hawd of
modesty ; her looped-up sleeves revealed a fair sien-
der arm that Praxiteles might have taken for a model
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when he sculptured his Venus, which Cos would not
resign to rausam herself from debt. Full-blown roses
were mingled in her bright auburn hair, and pearl
encircled her neck. '
Uncousciously to himself the glow of a too vivid
admiration kindled on the cheek, and beamed in the
dark eyes of Seeton. His only safety was flight, bat
he had not the courage, perhaps not the virtue, for
such a sacrifice ; and he handed her into the carriage,
and seated himsclf opposite to her, with a silent
ecstasy, that was more eloquent than the most florid
language, and more dangerous, both to him who felt
and she who inspired it. That silence is like the
sultry repose of a sumwmer’s day—the feelings expaud
and luxuriate under its influence ; the deep. waters
arc ever the most still, it is the shallow brook that
bubbles in its course.
The ball room was ulready crowded when they en-
tered. The beauty so peculiar to Wales abundantly
met the cye, and good humour and hilarity appeared
tbe presiding spirits of the evening. Dancing had
already commenced, for Caroline could not so far for-
get her town habits as to comc early ; but Malcolm
Noel was disengaged ; he mct then-, conducted them
to Mrs. Aanesley, and while she was expressing her
sense of the honour she reccived in the compeny of
Miss Auber, and her brother, tndeavqured to se-
. cure Adela for a. pdartner. He Whs not surprised to
find her pre-engaged, and with bis ususl presence or
mind, obtained bar promise of the rewersion of her
hand after the twe next dances, and then taking a
place by her side cutered on topics of gereral cop

R
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versation,” Mr. Auber sat on the other side, but in
so mach silence that Adela inquired if he was ill. .

* Not so perfectly at ease as I expected to be,” he
replied, but added, perceiving a shadow steal over the
brightness of her brow, ‘¢ ’tis perhaps the effect of
possessing too much, rather than wanting any thing.”

Adecla had experienced the effect of this exuberance
of pleasure too sensitively not to immediately under-
stand what be implied, and she sweetly and ingenu-
ously confessed her delight that his silence was not
attributable to any other cause.

¢ That unfortunate accident,” she exclaimed, * wili
ever be a subject of my regret, scarcely less deep than
my gratitude, since besides subjecting you to much
pain, it has invaded all the pleasures which you might
otherwise bave enjoyed in this romantic this beautiful
country.”

“ Pardon me,” he replied, “ in purchasing for me
these sweet acknowledgments it has far over-paid
any pain I may have suffered through it.”

But Seeton vainly struggled against the depression
that came like a cloud upon his spirits, perhaps it
was indisposition, for he was really ill ; perbaps it was
some feelings of incipient jealousy which the neigh-
bourhood of Mr. Noel excited. '

Malcolm was in high spirits, and his sense and in-
telligence evidentiymmined the attention of Miss Bel-
mont. In spite Mejudice, which like a serpem
already began.-to insinuate itself in the breast of
Seeton, he could not but admire the justness of iden;
and nervous language in which Malcolm spoke ; -the
evident resunlt of an clevated course of study, and su-
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perior cultivation : so much do the ideas and language
take their character from our pursuits, as the houey
of the Abyssinian bees retains both the hue and frag-
rance of the flower of the Bokabah tree from -which
it is drawn. ' : : ,
Caroline had been round the room on the arm of
young Mr. Anncsley, who was the successor to his
father’s clerical functions ; she now returned to her
seat near her brother, and divined with her usual
quickness the source of the chagrin, visible in his
countenance. It convinced her that Seeton was not
so secure as he fancied himself, and for the sake of
all parties she rcjoiced in the addition of Malcolm
Noel to their circle, it might weaken the influence her
brother was but too likely to obtain in Adela’s beart ;
and it might teach him not to usurp the place of one,
' who worthy and disengaged could offer her the ho-
nourable homage of his heart. When they stood up
to dance, though sorry to observe Seeton’s dejection,
she could not resist the waggery that was the prevail-
ing feature of her character, and she whispered in his
ear a couplet of an old song—

¢ It is good to be merry and wice,
It is well to be honest and true,

It is best to be off with the o/d lave,
Belore we are on with the zew.”

And then giving her hand to Mv, Annesley, she took
her place. But Sceton Auber forgot chagrin, pain,
and every other ill as he gazed on the beautiful being
whose hand he held, who, with a * shape like to the
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angels,” went down the dance as if borne up with
invisible wings.

When compelled to resign her to Malcolm he did
not seek another partner, but seated himself to follow
with fascinated eyes, her lovely figure through the
mazes of the dance. He fancied she had lost a sharc
of the spirits that had animated her in the preceding
part of the evening, that a listlessness mingled in her
graceful movements, that a sombre pensivesess had
succeeded to the ever varying blush that mantled on
her cheek while dancing with him, aud a glow of
internal satisfaction involuntarily suffused itsclf over
his heart.

As they were recturning to their scats, Caroline
whispered Adela, to refuse Sccton if he wished to
dance again, adding she was certain he was not cqual
to it, and would afterwards fcel the ill effects.

She was scarcely seated when Auber, fearful that
the prize would be again ravished from him, begged
her hand for the next dances. He scarcely believed
the evidence of his own senses as he listened to her
refusal which, given under feclings of regret, was
given with a gravity he could not comprehend, and
restrained by the presence of Malcolin, she forcbore
to express her reasons. At that moment Mr. Anncs-
ley advanced, saying his mother wished to speak to
her; and leaning on the arm of that gentleman, and
followed by Malcolm, she left Seeton heart-struck
with surprise and disappointment.

With the quick apprehension of alarmed love he
attributed her air of melancholy while dancing with
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Mr. Noel, not as he had at first fondly imagined, to
regret at changing her partner, but to the reception
of a new impression. The night was advancing—

¢ The mooushine stealing through the gloom
Blended with the tints of eve.”

And to indulge reflection undisturbed, Seeton lcft the
ball room, and wandered into the garden. It was
extensive, and laid out with considerable taste, but
that which particularly attracted his attention was a
small marble cenotaph to the memory of the late Mr.
Anuesley; it was a record of his virtues, and an evi-
dence of those of his son who had raised it. Shadcd
by an aged yew, and surrounded by cypress trees, it
seemed to invite the melancholy Auber, it necorded
so well with the © gloomy habit” of his soul ; leaning
‘therefore on the monument, he stood wrapped in
thought, regardless of the baneful cffects of the
cypresses, surcharged as they were with the dews of
cveniug, or the still more fatal influence of the sudden
change fron a heated room to a moist atmosphere.
The dancing recommenced, Adela returned to her
place, aund Mr, Noel fiuding her determined not to
dance any more, led out Miss Auber, while Mr.
Annesley took the vacant seat by the side of Adela.
He was a young man of the most timid manners, but
tialy fitted by the virtues of his heart, and the purity
of his life to be a teacher of God's word. His person
was genteel and his countenance prepossessing, but
being very pale, and very retiring, he never was a
striking object in any circle, and it was not till he
was well known that his value could be properly ap-
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preciated. Young as he was, Adela beheld hitn with
a species of vencration, partly a tribute to the holy
office he .filled, and partly to the strict manuer in
which he acted up to the sacred doctrines he pro-
fessed.

But this evening his mild accents vainly courted
the attention, of the abstracted mind of Adela, whose
eyes wandcred round the room in vain pursuit of the
absent Seeton Auber. Her colour faded, and by the
time the dance was over, and Caroline again joined
her, she complained of faintness, and expressed a wish
to get into the air.

“ What has become of my brother ?** said Caroline
to Mr. Annesley, whose arm Adela bad accepted to
leave the room.

“ Indeed I do not know, but 1 will seek bim if youn
wish,” answered the young curate.

“ 0! pray do,” cried Adela, hardly knowing what
she said, “ I feel much better now [ am in the air, do
not let us detain you.”

Mr. Annesley bowed and returned to the house,
and the ladies, invited by the beauty of the moonlight,
proceeded down the garden. They were both silent,
for each had their little hoard of thoughts, which
dared not wander beyond the precincts of the fair
bosoms in which they were cherished. The music
and dancing had excited their feelings and imaginu-
tions, and the beauty of the night and surrounding
scenery was calculated to prolong and at the same
time to soothie the excitement.

, At length chance led them to the cenotaph, but ere
they yet approached it, a picrcing shriek burst from
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the lips of Adela, who springing forward sunk inven
sible on the ‘extended form of Seeton, who was
stretched before the monument—

¢¢ Cold as the marble where his length was Jaid,
Pale as the beaw that ou his features play'd,”

The shriek of Adela, and the voice of Carolive, re
called the senses of Mr. Auber, and in a few minutes
Mr. Noel, Mr. Annesley, and many of the visitors
accompanied with servants bearing lights, alarmed by
the shrick which they had heard from the garden,
hastened to the spot. Malcoln raised Adela in his arms
and carricd ber into the house, while Mr. Annesley
assisted by others supported Mr. Auber. A glass of
cold water restored Miss Belmont, though she stiil
trembled excessively from the effects of the dreadful
.fright she had been scized with; but Mr. Auber had
hurt his arm in his fall, and it was found necessary to
send for Mr. Bentham. As soen as that gentleman
arrived he said that it would be highly improper for
Mr. Auber to attempt rcturning home, and Mrs.
Annesley declaring there was a bed at his service he
was immediately removed to it ; and half an hour after,
having recommended him to the friendly care of the
Annesley family, and left Saville in attendance, Caro-
line and Miss Belmont drove home, with sunk and ex-
hausted spirits.  'When they reached the cottage, the
former would wot alight, but sctting Adela down, sent
in her love to Mrs. Belmont, and drove on, not withont
some apprechensions at meeting her Pathcr, aguinst
whose express wish they had gone to this ¢ bumpkiu
ball,”’ as he termed it.
2 F
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Thus ended this eventful day, which had been an-
ticipated with so much delight, and had comnienced
with so much brilliancy. With what different feel-
ings did Adcla disengage the ornaments from her
person at night, to those with which she had assumed
them in the morning! She sunk upon her pillow
with an aching head, but sleepless eyes, while fears
for Seeton, whose pale face was ever beforc her,
chilled her heart with apprehension.

CHAPTER VL

¢¢ —Beneath the moonlight shade
In sighs to pour his soften’d soul
The midoight mourner strayed.” MavLLLr.

It was some days before Mr. Auber could leave the
Annesley’s, and when he did it was not without feel-
ings and expressions of the liveliest gratitude for the
hospitable attentions and unremitted kindness with
which he had been treated.

He had desired the coachman to stop at Mrs. Bel-
mont’s, but as he reached the door, he observed Mr.
Noel at the parlour window, and ordering the man to
drive on, he sunk back in the coach from which he
did not again look sut till he arrived at his father’s,
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The arrival of Adela some hours after to spend the
evening with Caroline restored all his wonted spirits
and his usual graces. The very evident pleasure with
which she met him, the fears which her conversation
betrayed she had suffered on his account, again flat-
tered him with the assurance of the interest he held
in her breast, and which with the sophistry so com-
mon to human nature, while he professed he should
use no efforts to win, he was miserable if he did not
obtain.

They talked of their proposed journey to London,
the period for which was now rapidly advancing, Mr.
Auvber having been in Wales above a fortnight.
Adelu’s heart palpitated with pleasure at the expecta-
tion, though the thought of the parting with her mo-
ther immediately after panged it with regret.

Captain Auber, who bad been reconciled to the pro-
ject of Adela’s visit to London, and in high spirits
from the reccipt of letters, and the maturing of cer-
tain projects, wore this evening an appearance of such
gentle urbanity, that only those who had witnessed it,
could conceive him capable of the violence of anger.
Ncither was he insensible to the charms of Miss Bel-
mont, whose fascinations renewed in him that spiri¢
of gallantry, which he imagined he had left, with all
the other attributes of his fashionable life, in the
meridian of London. She was' a being who could
ot be beheld without interest ; and though Captain
Auber’e féelings had been long seared and obtunded
by the heartless intercourse of the world, he never
spent an hour in her society without feeling the in-
fluence she gained over him.
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Time flew on rapid wings, the last rays of the sun
had sunk unmarked behind the bhills, and the pale
moon had long been abroad, when Adela, in coma
pliance with a promise that she had made her mother;
whom she bhad left indisposed, rose to take leave.
Never did Sceton assist to shawl a lady with more
grace, (though haviug but one arm for thc service,)
with more tenderness, with more pleasure, for the
hope of being her escort enubled him to beat. her early
departure without a murmur.  As soon as he heard
the carriage drive to the door he desired the servant
to bring his hat, gloves, and roquelaure, but his father
countermanded the order, and called for his own,
observing he would Limself have the honour of secing
Miss Belmont sufe howe, and paying his respecets to
her mother.

Secton’s brilliancy was eclipsed in a moment, but
having so reccutly made his peace, he did not wish to
cause a new rupture by shewing any opposition to his
father’s will, he therefore submitted with what grace
he could, and contented himself with atiending them
to the carriage.

Captain Auber felt somc triumph as he seated hiw-
self, for he had other views than the pleasure of at-
tending Adela home, or of seeing her mother, which
soon cvinced itsclf in the following conversation;
though Adela was far from penctrating the motives
that instigated it.

« Well, my sweet Miss Belmont,” began her politic
and. counrtier-like companion, *“ you will soon become
acquainted with other members of my family, aud
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yon must candidly tell me what you think of them,
for I am grecdy-of your opinion.”

‘I could already do that by anticipation,” replicd
Adela, ¢ thosc I have the happiness of knowing ut
present, cuable me to form an estimatc of those | am
yet to sec.”

“ You will see one at lcast whose open and in-
gennous nature will be sure to win your esteem,” re-
sumed the Captain, “and that is my son Frederic.
Do you not smile at the weakness of parental fond-
uess, as you hear me exult, as I am too opt to do in
1y children i

* Yes, sir, I smile, bat it is i joy at your happioess,
in sympathy with your admiration,” replied the fair
listeuer.

“ 1 could expect no other of your ger:le nature.
Yes, my charming Miss Belmont, | am indced a happy
father, for nature has not only becn lavish of her gifts
to my childreu, but fortune appears anxious to shower
her favours on them, which makes me the less regret
the late deterivra’ion of my own circumstances.”

“O! my dear sir,” cricd Adcla with enthusiasm,
“ you might exclaim as did the mother of the Gracchi,
*These are the only jewels I can boast,” and fecl a
glory in such puverty beyond what the wealth of
worlds could confer.”

““ I presume,” cried the Captain, with a supercilious
smile, which Adela could not see, “Cornelia is one of
your Romaen favourites.”

“1 must own,” she answered, “a woman who
could reject a monarch’s love, for that of a private
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citizen, is a character that excites my enthusiastic ad-
miration.”’

“ Ah! my dear young lady, it is a very pretty
theory,” cried the Captain, * and sounds very well
in a poem, or a tragedy ; but tried by the standard of
worldly wisdom, she had done far better in marrying
the monarch. She would have been happier as the
regal mother of princes, than as the parcut of the
seditious rebels she gave birth to.”

¢ 1 cannot subscribe to your opinion,” rejoined
Adela, “a soul like Cornelia’s had fclt more happy,
had been prouder of Tiberius and Caius in their
graves, than of less illustrious children though seated
on the throne of empire.”

% There then we remain at issue, and you will not
sympathize in my joy at the proud prospects of my
sons. It all arises from the difference of habits and
education, had you been reared in the world you
would have thought differently, have formed different
estimates.”

“ Perhaps so,” said Adela with some coldness.

“ I know the value, my sweet Adela,” resumed the
Captain, “of wealth and distinction, and therefore
labour to attain it for my children, Here is Seeton,”
he continued in the easy tone of friendly confidence,
¢ in marrying Miss Egremont, steps into the possession
of a magnificent fortune, and large expectations, it
will ally him to some of the first families in the king-
dom, whose interest will obtain him a seat in parlia-
ment, and lay open the way to the highest honours of
the state.” '
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The Captain paused, but Adela made no reply ; this
was information that penctrated her heart like a
poisoned dagger, she spoke no more thc rest of the
way, and he went on again uninterruptedly—

“ If Frederic fulfils my hopes in forming a union
with Miss Melville, my dearest wishes as it regards
my sons will be fulfilled. She will bring him fortune,
connection, and p;'ofcssional interest.”

Their arrival at Mrs. Belmont’s put a stop to a
conversation, that had become insupportable to
Adela, and it appearcd the only thing that could
arrest the Captain’s loquacity.

On entering the parlour, Adela was surprised at
again seeing Mr. Noel, who had taken his leave before
she departed for the Aubers’, and from whom she had
carefully concealed she was going thither, lest he
should offer to attend ber. Her mother, as was the
casc when engaged in conversation that interested her,
was brilliant with animation.

¢ [ have had the honour,” cried Captain Auber, as
he entered,  of attending Miss Belmont home mnyself,
in order to ascertain with perfect certainty the state
of your health. I am charmed to find you looking so
well.”

¢ There is my physician,” cried she, waving her
white hand towards Malcolm, and then putting it in
the Captain’s.

“ My dear lady you have some fever,” cried he, in a
voice of the kindest concern. ¢ I would counsel you
to attend to this indisposition in time.” '

“ You would certainly have been at the head of the

Al
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faculty, Captain Auber,” cried Mrs. Belmont, laugh-
ing, “had you becen bred a physician. What per-
versity it was to destine you to give wounds instcad
of healing them.”

“ If the power of wounding were to confer rank in
the army, I should now be bowing to a ficld marshal,”
replied the Captain, in a tone of guiety corresponding
with her own.

Soon after this he kissed bands and returned to his
carriage, and never did Adela sce a departure with
more pleasure; though she could not exactly define
to herself in what he had offended her. Her mother
and Mr. Noel resumed their counversation, with eager
interest ; the subject was Italy, and Adela was at no
loss to account for the vivid intercst and pensive
pleasure that by turns glowed in her mother’s coun-
tenance. .

The decline of Mrs. Belmont's beauty was like the
sunsct of her clime. Age seemed réluetant to throw
his shadow on a form *“ so brilliant once, and ounce so
fair ;" but though 'Time, who suffers no infraction, had
in a degree yielded the fair fabric of her beauty to
the despoiler, he had as yet had ne power over her
mind : that burned in all its primeval lustre, aud
emitted a radiance that at onee dazzled and delighted
the young enthusiast who listened to her.

The greatest weakness of her mind, if it ought to
be so termed, was her exclusive attachment to ftaly:
there was a sublime, yet mild enthusiasm in her de-
votion to it, and the sweet melancholy that stole
over her festure when she reverted to her native
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Florence, gave her a charm more touching than even
ber youthful vivacity in all its pristine brilliancy could
have done.

¢ Mr. Belmont,” cried she, casting down hcr eyes
surcharged with the tears of mcmory, “loved Flo-
rence, and had his intentions been realized we should
bhave returned thither; melancholy was our farewcll,
how often have

¢ We wept when we remembered Zion.””?

The pathos of her tones, woke corresponding fecl-
ings in the breasts of her young auditors.  Adcla for-
got, as she gradually entered into the spirit that ani-
mated her mother’s language, the feclings of mortifi-
cation and displeasure with which she had returned
kome. Losing her own identity, she became in turns
the patriot, the cxile, the mistress, the mourner, as
her mother cloquently painted her feelings in all those
characters : while the burning check, and beaming
eyc attested for the youthful Malcolm, the ardent in-
terest that held his sonl spell-bound.

It was late when he departed—so diflicult had he
found it, so unwilling had he been, to break the fasci-
nation that held him. Tt was a glorious night, the
reposing scenery, lit by the placid radiance of a clound-
Tess moon, spoke a sublime but silent language, that
accorded well with the impressions he had brought
from Mrs. lielmont’s.  The giandeur of the moun-
tains, the magnificence of the firmament called forth
the aspirations of a mind deeply imbued with the
purest, and at the same time the most clevated ideas
of religion and virtue. His step was slow and noise-

3
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less, he sccmed to fear to break the magic by a
sound ; when he was recalled from his flights, grand
and sublime as the objects that had cxcited them, by
observing a figure, wrapt in a long dark cloak, turn
an angle of the path before him and suddenly dis-
appear.

The spell was broken, his former ideas like fiighted
birds flew away, and that very common, cvery-day
feeling, curiosity, took their place—and quickening his
pacc he pursued the vision. Ile caught view of it
again among the trees—it made rapid way, but he
gained npon it.  Yet suddenly recollecting that be had
no right to intrude himsclf on the stranger, whoever
he might be, he stopped, and then turned in another
direction, though not without some inquisitive
haukerings to know more of the unknown ; and lus
imagination taking up the subject, pursued him under
various forms. Perhaps he was a misanthrope who
wandered at night because he loved not to mect man-
kind; as such, thought Malcoln, “I have done well
to avoid him. Perhaps he lubours under that starless,
'‘noonless midnight of the mind,—despair, and breathes
.0 the still ear of nature, the buarsting sighs of agony.
Perhaps he is a Spanish refugee, and, like my fuir Flo-
rentine, mourns o’cr the memory of days for cver fled,
and scenes for ever lost.”  The more he thought, the
more his interest derpened. When, as if in reward of
the restraint he had put upon his curiosity, he sud-
denly met the stranger : they both started—DMalcohr
bowed ; the stranger retorned it, and passed on. fn
that short moment the penctrating eye of Malcolm
had read the being who so strongly excited his ima-
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gination.  Lis figure was tall, his air clegant, his {ace
pale as mounumental marble, mclancholy and expres-
sive, and his ecyes sunk and hollow., The young
(‘aledonian looked after him, and traced in his slow
and heavy tread, and the drooping of his head upon
his bosom, a mind oppressed with sorrow, and suuk
in dejection; and with the prompt benevolence of a
heart the world had not yet chilled, be burned to pur-
sue bim and offer him the aids and consolations of
friendship.  Fuall of these thoughts he returned home,
and retired to bed, where visions of Floreuce, Mrs.
Belmont, and the stranger, miugled in his dreams.

BEarly the next morniug, joined by his uncle Mr.
Annesley, who was a very few years older than him-
sc'fy he set out on a visit to some relations in the ad-
Jacent county of Denbighshire ; for as far as relations
went Malcolm was as 1ich as Crassus.  Whole legions
ot cousins both in Scotland and Wales claimed
hindred with him, and the task of visiting all those he
possessed in the latter country, promiscd not to be a
short oue.

Arrived at the habitation of Richard Wingregin, Esq.
he soon found himself sumirounded by that old gentle-
wan, his three blooming daughters, and their brother
Alfred, who by the bye, from some cause or other,
lovked as melancholy as his royal namesake may be
supposced to have done when he was cxiled in
Athelney.

Having done great justice to the viands spread by
the hospitable hand of plenty before them, and lis-
wened with patience to some dozen of old stories from
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Mr. Wingregin, and as many hundred questions from
the fair sisters, a party was made to show Malcolm
the Abbey of Valle Crucis—of all the antiquitics of
Wales, perhaps the finest that remains.

Mr. Noel, with Miss Elizabeth Wingregin on one
side, and Miss Margarct Wingregin on the other,
brought up the rear of the party, of which Mr. Alfred
Wingregin with a young Chester lady led the van.
Mr. Annesley supported the rotundant form of a Mrs.
Griffiths, onc of that family to whom Malcolm had
heard his grandmother allude, while on his other side
tripped the remaining daughter of their host.

There was certainly more mirth than elegance in
this party, cspecially as they ascended the steep
mountain that led to the ruin of Castle Dinas, which
was their first place of destination; but every defi-
ciency of grace was supplied by good nature, and
though with an imagination higbly sensible of the first,
Malcolm had too kindly a heart not to expand to the
latter whenever he encountered it.

Castle Dinas had once been a strong place, and still
presented many vestiges of its ancient powers of re-
sistance ; but the party not feeling inclined to stop,
Malcolm suffered himself to be hurried on, intending
on some future occasion and with more suitable com-
panions to make a visit of observation.

In their course to the ruin of Valle Crucis (distant
about two miles,) Malcolm discovered another bevy
of cousins, who having loaded him with caresscs, and
cutertained them with such a hasty repast as his party
felt inclined to partake, joined in the excursion, to the
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namber of half a dozen, so that the ruin soon rung
with the cchoing of footsteps, and the shrill tones of
nuawmcerous female voices.

They had not penetrated far into the Abbey when
Malcolm started at observing the stranger of the pre-
ceding night standing at some distance sketching.
“ He is an artist and certainly a forcigoer,” thought
voung Nocl. At that moment Mr. Aunesley taorned
round to him exclaiming—

“ What an interesting figure is that yonder ! how fine
a head; but how deep an expression of melancholy
for so young a countenance !

* 1 have been observing bim some time,” replied
Nocl. [ should much like to get acquaiuted with
him.”

, “That is a wish not casy of accomplishment, I
fancy,” rejoined the other, ¢ for you sce he has alrcady
given ap his task and avoids us.”

¢ T am not sarprised at that,” cried Malcolm, ¢ this
giggling assemblage must but ill accord with his feel-
ings. 1 shall separate mysclf from them at the first
convenient opportunity, for probably I shall never
meet an occasion more favourable for forming an ac-
quaintance with him, if indeed we ever mect again
and I feel an indescribable interest in bhim.”

But Malcolm’s cfforts were unavailing, the stranger
bad eluded him, and he returned in the evening to
Mr. Wingregin more vexed at his disappointinent, than
pleased with his excursion, and would gladly have
persuaded Mr. Annesley to return home that night.
But it isuot socasy to cscape out of the hands of coun-
try cousins, having once got into them; and ke was
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forced to submit to be killed with kindness for three
days before he conld make good his retreat into Caer-
varvoushire.

With new iuterest, with new delight from the ab-

scnce of a few days, be hastened to Mrs. Belmont, and
found her in the first newness of her gricf for the loss
of Adela, who had that morning taken her departure
for London, accompanicd by the Aubcers.  All the
fears that the first view of the event had presented to
her mind, now thronged thick aud fast upon it in
stronger and more alarming colours.  Mr. Nocl, who
had vone of the lightuess and levity that so frequently
characterizes youth, was a seasouable relief to her
anxious and cexbausted spivits, aud led on “y the
similarity of mind which ivvited confidenee, she went
from one subject of interest (o another, till she had
Getailed to him the carly interest of her life.  While
Adcla is pursuing her joarney to London, we will take
a sketel from this conversation.

Mrs. Belmont was, as bas already been remarked, a
Florentine.  She had been destined for the seclusion
of u convent, a (ate from which she gladly flew into
the wiis o Horatio Belmont, the beauty of whose
person captivated her fancy, and the ardour and clo-
queuce of whose love won her heart.  He was one o
those who voluntarily cast themselves out of the lap
of fortunc. A scrics of imprudetices had estrunged
Lim from his home, and alicnated the affections of the
paternal bosom. The sloping path that lcads to ruin
is unflortunately trod with a fatal facility, and there
were not wanting those who urged Belmont’s head-
long descent by lending him the arm of apparent
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friendship and companionship, but who quitted him
at the cud of the race, aud proclaimed as crimes what
at the utmost were but follies ; yet with all this Bel-
mont was no inactive agent of his own destruction,
and had his encmiies been fewer, less active and less
artful, he would still have contrived Lo divert the
stream of fortunce from himself.

A voluntary and reckless outcast from his country,
with no dependance but his talent, and the anticipa-
tion of future expectations, he married Isabelle Vicenzi,
as much pleased by the romance of the adventure, as
the beauty of his bride. Their marriage had been
private, it was not thercfore till Mrs. Delmont pro-
miscd to become a mother that they thought of flight ;
but. when they did, a pecaliar concurrence of circum-
stances arose to impede it. - Belmont was a prisoner,
and his wife thrust from her paternal home gave birth
to Ler first-born in a dungeoun.

The interference of an English nobleman, to whom
he was known, procured Belmont his liberty on con-
dition of bis immediate departure from  Florence.
But no cffect of Biitish power and benevolence could
avert the machinations of Italian veugeance, to which,
probably as the most ready and effectual means of
reaching their parents, their child fell a sacrifice.  Ou
their return from the tribunal, which both had been
ob'iged to attend, the remains of their child, the vic-
tim, it was pleaded,of accident, was presented to them ;
but burnt almost to a cinder, it was in vain they sought
a trait by which to ascertatu its identity.

To bow to the inscrutable decrecs of fate, to sub-
mit to the iron rod of power, was all that remained to
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them; to appeal was as vain as to lament, and Bcl-
mont after an estrangement of many years returned
to his native country. Iis father was dead, and had
willed away to a distant branch all that he could so
dispose of; the rest was irretricvably involved: a
new claimant held the place he had once expected to
fill after the dcath of a childless uncle, and too indo-
lent to undertake a systematic investigation of that
which he knew to be complicated, and feared would
be tedious, he gave up his claim.  Besides his oppo-
nent was rich and he was poor ; under those circum-
stances he should engage his coemy at a fearful dis-
advantage : neither had he the stimulant which chil-
dren might have given him, for whose sakes he might
have made cfforts, which no considerations for sclf
could induce, Mrs. Belmont bringing him no children
for many years.

In the cxertion of the talent nature had given him,
Belmont sought a refuge from the ills of poverty and
the corrodings of a disappointed aud repentant spirit
but it never did more than as he himself expressed it,
just cnable him “to keep his bead above water.”
Nature and fortune were ever rivals, and the being
whom the former has adorned and gifted, is generally
the onc whom the latter most neglects and persecutes.
Belmont was an cvidence of the truth of a remark
which the history of genius every where attests, though
candour must confcss that the waywardness of his
temper also contributed to bar his progress to pros-
perity. The same spirit that had rendered him ob-
noxious to the government of Florence, infused itsclf
into his writings at home, and though it did not sub-
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ject him to captivity and incarceration, it was not
without its baneful influcnce ; and thus he still con-
tinucd to deteriorate rather than promote his fortune.

The political tenets he adopted took their com-
plexion from the disappointments he had met in life.
To svch a source may often be traced the spirit that
actnates the popular demagoguc. Self-love is the
axle on which opinion moves : the fortunate man is
perfectiy satisfed with all the institutions of socicty,
and {eels no desire for the repeal of abuses that do not
affect him ; while the unfortunate churlishly refuses
to acknowledge the advantages and bencfits that have
fuiled to extend their influence to his fate.

At length, after many vicissitudes, Belmont thought
he would seek in retirement, that peace which his
restless nature had hitherto denied him in the busy
and varying scenes of the world. He took up his
abode in Conway Vale, where the fond and gentle
sharcr of hLis fluctuating fortune, in a few months after
their establishment, gave birth to Adela.

Nothing was less suited to Belmont’s character and
habits than the solitude into which he had thrown
bimself :, it invaded his health and sapped his spirits.
But he soon wanted the courage, as much as the
means to rcturn to thc world, where he knew his
failing powcers would awaken the glow of triumph in
those who could neither forgive his syuveriority, nor
forget his scverity.  Year followed ycar, and he felt
more strongly in cach that succeeded, that his mortal
course was drawing to close; and though for himeelf
he did not wish to arrest the remorseless creditor,
whose chilling hand was already on him, for the gentle

3 7



58 THE BEAUTY OF THE BRITISH ALPS;

shiarer of his many sorrows, for the lovely offspring
of their mntoal love, he wished there bad been more
sand in the glass. With the approach of death it is
natoral to suppose, we lose much of the strength and
energy of character; and Belmont, like a stately oak
searcd and scathed in many a sterm, waited but the
next to overthrow him. That soon arrived: disap-
pointment in the reception of a work, which he fondly
hoped would have considerably increased the very
humble inheritance of his daughter, was the final
blow. He had totally lost the happy power of lools-
ing forward, for reasoning from analogy he had no-
thing to expect from the future; and the past, the
fatal past prescuted too many golden opportanitics
weakly lost, too many crrors to lament.  He felt all
was over, all was irretrievable ; he committed his child
and her sweet mother to the care of Provideuce, and
felt glad—

¢ To lay him in his mother carth and be at rest.”

The sole remaining tie then left the mourning heart
of Mrs. Belmont was her child, at that period just en-
tering her ninth vear. Long estranged both by
distance and disobedience from her native friends,
she wanted courage, had she even possessed mneans
to seck a reconciliation; but her limited rvesources
were alone sufficient to preclude such an idea. DBel-
mont had been an only child, thereforc his ties of
consanguinity were few and distant, and imbued with
the bitterest enmity against him: so that uninvited
by any prospect of improving her daughter’s fatc;
pay fearful that a change might only scrve to rob her
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of her last remaining blessing—peace ; she determinced
to pass the remainder of her lifc in Conway Vale, and
have the melancholy consolation of knowing she
should sleep again in Belmont’s bosum, when death
should hush into cold uuconsciousness like his the
pulses of her heart.

Adcla’s education, which had once been the com-
nion pleasure of both her parents, after her father’s
death became the sole and darling occupation of Mrs.
Belmont’s life. Thus her native beauty was aided by
all the graces of cultivation : though sccluded from
the world, she possessed all those accomplishments
that cmbellish manners, with this additional advan-
tage, that she had not sacrificed in the acquirement of
them the innocence and purity of her mind. When
she danced, it was for pleasure und exercise, and the
Joyous spirit that sparklied in her eycs, the carnation
that heightened on her cheek, was the pure and clo-
quent blood of a taintless heart, a stranger to the pal-
pitations of vanity ; and ignorant of the science of dis-
play, she sung and played with taste and feceling, and
kucew nothing of that silly ambition, which devoted to
exccution, forgets in rapid and difficult movements,
the superior graces of pathos and expression. Though
mistress of her own and the French languages, her
mother, led by the love of ber country, and cucouraged
by the corresponding taste of Belmont, had chiefly
familiarized her with the writers of Italy; and while
she was a stranger to the current events, and mauta-
tions, civil and political, of existing things, she was
well acquainted with all that was most meworable
and striking in ancient history.
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Her mother, who on her marriage had cmbraced the
Protestant faith (another bar to her recouciliation
with her family, all bigots in the faith she had apos-
tatized) had reared Adela, in those doctrines, and in
her system of morality had endeavoured to inculcate
the strictest obedience to parental authority, and the
most refined delicacy, as the surest safegunards of
female virtue. But in her plan of education Mrs. Bel-
mont had committed one great crror, she had culti-
vated Adela’s feelings and imagination to a dangerous
height. The cflort should rather have been to
strengthen her judgment, than to refinc her fancy ; to
subdue and regulate, rather than to heighten her native
sensibility ; to inculcate that common sensc which
brings the virtues into daily practice, instead of in-
dulging an enthusiasm which wasted itsclf on fanciful
theorics of poctical philosophy—a philosophy which
like the wings of Icarus, fails us at the moment we
have most need of it, and like them it raiscs us to a
temporary clevation only to make our fall greater and
more fatal.
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CHAPTER VII.

¢ Ah! me, I feel
A shivering hoerror run through all my powers !
O! | am vought but tumult, fears, and weahness !
And yet how idle {car when hope 13 gone,
Goune, gone for (ver.” 11OM SON,

Or the party that occupied the post-chaise that was
to carry Adcla to London, every member was busied
with thoughts that they would not for the world have
discovered to their companions: so that had they,
5ccording to the fanciful idea of some one, had a
window in their breast, the curtain would most cer-
tainly have been carefully drawn.

Captain Auber had not becn slow to perceive the
mutual impression that Adcla and Sceton had re
ccived, nor a little alarmed at the probable conse-
quences of such an attachment. Anger had at first
taken possession of his hecart, and induced some vio-
lence towards bis son, and some coldness towards
the Belmonts; but a little reflection led him to sec
the futility of such a procedure, which might tend to
ripen what it was meant to blight. Having recourse
then to a policy, which nothing but excited and strong
cmotion could disarrange, he determined on a dif-
ferent line of conduct.  On the mind of Adela he im-
pressed his son’s engagement, and his own abhorence
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of uncqual matches, and the implacable severity with
which he should visit such aberrations in his children :
while into the mind of Sceton ke insinvated, too act-
fully for him to perceive the design, that Malcolm
Nocl had conceived a passion for Miss Belmont, which
she gave every indication of favouring. This idea had
suggested itsclf to his mind on the evening he had
conducted her home, and found the young Scotchman
there. In his first flush of displeasure he had ulso
thought of preventing Adela’s journey to London, but
besides the difficulty of so doing without making a
rupture with Mrs. Belmont, fromn whom he had re-
ceived much polite atteution during his residence in
Wales 5 he readily foresaw that Seeton would in that
cose probably find himself too ill to travel, he should
be obliged to accompany Caroline himself, and thus
the enemy would be left in full possession of the ficld.
The Captain might truly be said to be cngaged on
the preventive service, for though bis health was not
quite equal to the journey, nor his prescoce absolutely
necessary at the expected wedding, s anxicties re-
specting the introduction of Miss Belmont to his son
Frederic induced him to undertake it, for Secton once
in London, surrounded by Miss Egremont and her
friends, would become less the object of his solicitude
and fears. Arranging therefore his plans, and ba-
lancing the various circumstances that might cither
favour or oppose them, he did not break the silence
which every one seemed determined religiously to
observe for the first twenty miles of the journey.

Mr. Auber looked forward to his approaching meet-
ing with the Egremonts with any thing but pleasare,
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and strove, as he every now and then glanced at the
tear-traced cheek and languid eyes of Adcla, to ascer-
tain whether the greater portion of her melancholy in
leaving Wales, sprung from parting with her mother,
or resigning the attentions of Mr. Nocl.

Of Adela’s meditations it would be difficult to
speak definitely, for at every turn they took as many
different hues and appearances as a kalcidoscope could
have presented.  One moment her heart fluttered
with pieasing expectations and undefined hopes, the
next they faded and left all gloom and incertitude.

Caroline had ber sources of reflection on which,
however, we have no right to intrude, as she had
hitherto kept them to herself. The travellers gra-
duslly becamie more bri liant, yet none were sorry
when the long journey of many days cnded by the
post-chaise stopping at Sir Hubert Auber’s in Russel
Square.

Ju was late in the evening when they arrived, and
the blazing windows of the drawing room announced
an assemblage of the brilliant and the beautiful. The
baronet was no soouncr apprized of their arrival than
he hastened to greet them, as did soon after Emilia
and Lady Auber. The gentlemen suffered themselves
to be conducted to the drawing room, the Captain
trusting to bis age to plead his excusc for appcearing
in his travelling dress, and Seeton to his cmpty sleeve,
which his cousin assured him only gave him the ap-
pearance of a wounded officer.

Caroline and Adela retired to Emilia’s dressing
room, where there was a fire, for it was one of the
cold evenings of our capricious climate ; and tea being
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brought in, they soon forgot fatigue in the comforts
that surrounded them.

“ What thivk you of my cousin?” said Caroline,
as svon as she left them to return to the drawing
room.

“ She is a perfect Auber,
beantiful, and very clegant.”

“ On my honour we are much indebted to you for
that compliment, permit me to curtsey for the whole
family.”

An hour had scarcely clapsed when a secrvant
brought a note to Caroline, which she smiled while
perusing, and theo handed it to Adcela. It ran thus :—

’

replicd Adela, “very

« The humble petition of a very worthy individual to
the ladies of the dressing room,
¢ Shewcth,

“ That your petitioner full of deep devotion to the
sex, brotherly love to one, and respect and friendship
by anticipation to the othcr of the fair recluses, soli-
cits admission for a few moments to be limited or
extended according to their merey or his merits, from
five to twenty minutes.

“ That your petitioner, a voluntary exile from the
drawing-room, is waiting in a solitury ante-chamber
his doom, and therefore trusts his case will be taken
into early consideration.

‘¢ That your petitioner can furnish the most irre-
fragable testimouials of his modest worth and retir-
ing excellence, and therefore he trusts ear will be
given to the prayer of his petition.”
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¢ We must admit him,” said Caroline, perceiving
Adela had finished rcading the paper; and turning to
the servant who waited, continued,  Inform Mr.
Frederic Auber we shall be happy to sce him.”

In a few moments the door again opened and thc
youthful Frederic presented himself, and Caroline
having introduced him to Miss Belmont, flew into his
arms with warmer dcmonstrations of affection and
delight than Adela had cver before scen her evince.

Frederic, dressed in a gay and clegant nniform, was
all his brother had described him.  His light hair and
blue cyes, added to the slenderness of his figure, gave
bim an cxtremely youthful appearance and an in-
genuous openness of countenance, and careless ease
of manner appeared the evidences of his generous, but
thoughtless nature.

"« Every body in town, I supposc?” inquired Miss
Auber after they had quictly taken their seats.

¢ [ never remember the town fuller,” replied her
brother, ¢ or more brilliant.”

“J am glad of that,” rejoined Caroline, *for |
want to make this mountain nymph see and admire
the world.”

“ 1 will not answer how far you may succeced in
that,” replied Frederic while he gazed with uudis.
guised admiration on the beautiful face of Adcla,
““ but that the world will return the compliment to
an cxtent fatal to its peace, [ alrcady fecl. What an
unpropitious destiny was mine, that did not substitute

mc for Secton in this happy errand of fetching you
from Walces.”

3 1
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“ Apropos !"* exclaimed Caroline, “ how is Sophia ?”

“ 0! perlectly well, as fond and as silly as cver.
» expected to sce her spring into Sceton’s arms the
moment he entered the drawing room.”

¢ What, is she below 7

“Yes, and lus lordship too; when I came away, I
left Sccton doing penance between them, answering
inquirics ad infinitiwn about his broken arm, and anti-
brilliant looks. By Jupiter, he looks the very ghost
of himself; I told Miss Egremont, as T passed her, to
mark the ravages absence had made, and she looked
8o fond and so pathetically upon him, that I expected
to scc her like a dying swan pour forth a melting
strain and expire upon his bosom.”

“ This is your old spirit of ridicule,” cried Caro-
line, when Frederic’s ringing laugh bhad subsided..
% Shall I tell you the sceret of it ; the actvating prin-
ciple not only of your own breast, but of every man
in the world? You can’t bear to see any body loved
but yoursclf. Was her tenderness directed to you, it
would be all proper enough.”

“] beg your pardon. I should thank no woman
for a love that made me appear ridiculous.”

“There again,” interrupted his sister. I by my-
sclf, 1! self, self, is the idol of idolatry with all the
male monsters; and those excite their contempt who
most deserve their gratitude. Secton, however, | trust
is an exceptior..”

[ trust he is "’ cried Prederic, with mock gravity :
“]f love can make him happy, Sophia will give him
enough of it, for she’ll not suffer him a moment out
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of her sight now she has recovered him. O! I fancy
I hear her tender maudlin reproaches; but she’ll
improve vastly after they are married, doubtless.”

Adcla, who had been apparently amusing herself
with looking over a portfolio of very minute and beau-
tiful drawings, but in fact listening with a heart-sick-
cning attention to the foregoing conversation, felt the
faintness she had endeavoured to parry overcome her.
She rose from her scat in the hope of dissipating it,
but unable to stand she would have fallen to the
ground if Frederic had not caught her,—all was the
work of a moment. Caroline flew to the bcll, while
Frederic pressed to his bosom the fair form that re-
posed insensibly in his arms. Her hair loosed from its
confining braids fell in profusion over her bosom and
shoulders, while the long dark lashes that fringed her
white lids, and the fine brow that arched above them
formed a striking contrast to the death-like palencss
that pervaded her lovely features.

The servants busicd and distracted by the number of
the guests that at that moment thronged the mansion,
cither did not hear the dressing room bell, or mistak-
ing it, attended clsewhere. Caroline rung again and
again, at intervals essaying what she could to restore
Adela, while Frederic swore to annihilate every ser-
vant in the house.

At length they appcared, and at length a faint
colour streamed into the cheek of Adela, and streaked
her lips ; but her eye opened without one ray of its
accustomed light : it was a true reflector of the dark-
ness that spread itself over her soul. She appeared
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only haif conscious, even when with a faint smile she
replied to the kind inquiries of Caroline, for she did
not withdraw herself from the sustaining arms of
Frederic, and permitted him to support her to the
apartments that had been prepared for her, wheie
pressing her passive hand to his lips he reluctantly
bade her good-night aud resigned her to his sister, in
the roguish light of whose eyes, in spite of her regret
at the indisposition of Adcla, might be read her anti-
cipation of the result of this night’s adventure.

Adela, who still seemed to gasp for breath, threw
open the window which looked on to a spacious gar-
den. Her recollection and self-command gradually
returned as she inhaled the air that breathed from it,
and assuring Miss Auber she felt better and wished
to he alone, she at length succeeded in persuading
Caroline to leave her.

Throwing aside the restraints of her cvening dress,
she assumed a wrapping gown, and with her hair still
flowing about her shoulders' paced up and down the
apartment. Where was the calm that had once
marked her evening devotions ? she did net pray, alas
she could not pray ! for a scnse of guilt and shame for-
bade her raising her eyes in an appeal to hcaven.
She felt with drcadful certainty that her heart was
wholly devoted to one, whom she imagined was as
wholly as irrevocably devoted to another, and to root
the faral prepossession from her soul was duc alike
to her honour and her peace. But Adela’s virtue had
its basis in feeling, not in principle : the latter would
have taught her a vigorous effort of self-discipline, and
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an adoption of those dccisive measures by which the
passion might unitimately (though at the expense of a
painful struggle) have been irradicated.  She chose
rather to embrace the apparently easier alternative of
biding rather than chasing her love; and in the ro-
mantic fervour of her character, she exclaimed—

“0! Seeton, T will fly thce, with the first means
that offers me an opportunity of cscape, I will re-
turn to my wild and native home, and bear thy image
in my breast to its unreproaching solitude. There will
I shun the world, and waste my lifein one long dream
uf thee.  The undivided empire of my heart is thine
—nonge, none shall ever share it 1”’

She put her hand to her bosom for his miniature
which she had suspended round her neck on leaving
home. It was gone! Great Heaven, the distraction
of that moment ! ad it been taken from her? Had
she dropped it? Trembling at the idea of such a dis-
covery, trembling at the idea of losing it, she snatched
the caundle from the toilet and hastened back to
Emilia’s dressing-room ; one sole thought engrossed
her mind, leaving her unconscious of her appearance,
and unmindful whom she might encounter.

She reached the room, she pushed open the door,
and entered ; there was no oue there—she hurried on
with an eye wild with anxicty and inquiry, and be-
ncath the chair she so lately occupied, she saw the
miniature laying just as it had dropped fiom her neck
in conscquence of the breaking of the knot that fas-
tened the ribbon. Snatching it up she hastened to
retrace her steps, but though she had only to cross a
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gallery, she was not destined to reach her room un-
seen. She had scarcely closed the door after her,
when she heard some one exclaim in a voice of the
most perfect astonishment—

¢ Is it possible? Miss Belmont !”

It was Seeton Auber ; he was retiring to his cham-
ber when her sudden appearance, like an apparition,
arrested his attention. She was still decathly pale,
and all the emnotions that had agitated her heart dar-
ing the evening were still visible in her countenance ;
while her white and flowing gown and dishevelled
hair added to her singular and striking appearance.

The truant blood rushed to her cheek the moment
she beheld him, and in her confusion and trepidation
she dropped the miniature from her hand; he flew
forward to snatch it up, but more rapid than light she
anticipated the movement, and catching it up hersclf,
was hastening to her room, when the soft deep tones
of his voice, saying—

¢ Not one word to spare me !”’ induced her to turn.
His hand was cxtended; her voice did not dare to
utter a sound lest it should betray the emotion with
which her heart palpitated, but the manner in which
she placed her hand in his, unknowingly to herself
betrayed the state of her feelings, far more than that
could have done. In silent gratitude he raised it to
his lips at the moment that the Captain entered the
gallery. The light, the step, attracted the attention
of both at the same moment; and they beheld the
Captain standing as if rooted to the spot by unut-
terable surprise. Adcla hastily withdrew her hand



OR, LOVE AT FIRST SIGHT. 71

and retreated into her room ; and Seeton, not daring
to mect his father, passed on to his. It is difficult to
say to which of the three the circumstance occasioned
the most uncasy sensations.

CHAPTER VIIIL

¢ Who could have thought the smile he wore,
When first we met would fade away ;
Or that a chill would e’er come o’er
Those eyes so bright through many a-day." Moose.

THE next morning Miss Belmont breakfasted in her
own room and reccived an early visit from Caroline,
who, persuaded that her indisposition chiefly arose
from a morbid sensibility, forced her to descend to
the back drawing-room where Lady Auber and her
duughter, Sir Hubert and Frederic Auber were as-
sembled.

The latter led her immediately to a seat, and taking
one beside her, expressed in the most ardent manner
his rapture at her renovated looks, for her native
beauty and pure health trinmphed over all the
anxieties and disconcertions of the preceding night.

Sir Hubert Auber, who was a great admirer of
beauty, and had no sons through whom, like his bro-
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ther, he could be induced to behold Adela with alarm,
soon drew a chair ncar her; and Adela, pleased to
escape the pointed attention of Frederic, exerted her-
self to keep up a conversation with the baronet, who
became increasingly pleased with her in proportion as
she seemed pleased with him,

As for Lady Auber and the two cousins, they had
so much to arrange about the approaching wedding,
that they retired in close conference to the further
end of the room, where from the importance of their
looks it might have been imagined they were arrang-
ing the balance of power in Europe, only that from
time to time, the words * silver lama,” “ white satin
pelisse,”” ¢ Brussels lace,”” &c. &c. became audible.

At length Caroline said aloud—

“ What say you all to a ride in the park this lovely
morning ?”’

“ A drive you mean,” said Lady Auber.

¢ No,” replied Caroline, “ Emilia and I prefer rid-
ing, and I know Miss Belmont is an excellent horse-
woman.” ’

“ Pray excuse me,” said Adela.

¢ Impossible!” interrupted Frederic whose coun-
tenance brightened at the proposition. 1t is a hca-
venly morning, and all the world will be there.”

¢ Indeed, I prefer remaining at home,” persisted
Adela, “ my bad spirits would invade your good

humour.”

¢ I will listen to no such nonsense,” said Caroline.
“ You had your way in Wales, and used to walk me
up hill and down dale till I wonder I ever survived it :
now I shall retaliate and have my way in London ;
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so to the Park. you go, and on horseback too.
Allons.” .

“ But my dear Caroline, I have no habit,” urged
Adela.

“O! 1 can furnish you with one,” hastily cried
Emilia Auber. ¢ We are so much of a size that |
fancy mine will fit you cxactly ; which do you prefer,
a grcen ot a blue? But come with me to my room,
and you will see.”

« Fairly caught,” cried Caroline, laughing. “ You
thought the want of a habit an excellent plea, did’nt
you, Adcla,” and she tripped away to dress, while
Frederiec went to look after the horscs.

in the course of an bour there was “ mounting
mid grooms” and chevaliers, for Lord Milsom had
Jjained them, and Sir Hubert was as active as Frederic
would permit him to be in assisting the ladies. The
cavalcade left Russel Square in the following order :—
Lord Milsom between Emilia and Carcline Auber.
Frederic with Miss Belmont, and Sir Hubert and his
lady in an open carriage.

The air which was vefrcslﬁng, added to the exercise,
soon heightened Adcla’s bloom, and the green habit
she worc well became her figure and complexion.
She rode with ease and grace, and Frederic entered
the park with a triumph certainly pardonable in a
youth of nineteen,’as he felt what a well matched
pair they were, ‘and as he caught the looks of admi-
ration that bis fair companion excited; to whose ac-
count he placed many of the salutations he received,
for he readily interpreted “ Ah! Auberhow d’ye do ?”
to “ Ah! Auber who is that with you ?”’

4 K
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In spite of the anxietics that corroded her spirits,
Adcla found herself amused ; the number, the varicty
that surrounded her, the beauty of the weather, and
the corresponding gaiety of every body ; the attentions
of Frederic, and the anecdotes and information which
he related of those who kept continually passing and
repassing, called forth some of her native cheerful-
ness ; when the addition of Captain Auber to their
party, who placed himself at her side, again filled her
with anxiety and disconcertion. The circumstance
of his seeing her in the gallery with Sceton recurred
forcibly to her memory, appecarances were so dread-
fully against her, and yet how to vindicate herself she
knew not. Whether designedly or otherwise, the
Captain appeared to her a spy upon her actions, and
no feeling is more painful thana consciousness of acting
under the observation of another—it cramps all
freedom and openness of conduct, and gives the most
innocent actions the appearance of guilt.

Carolinc turning round, and perceiving her father,
fell back ; suffering her cousin Emilia and Lord Mil-
som to proceed, managed to draw the Captain to her
side and cngage him in conversation. A Jook over
her shoulder to Frederic soon after convinced Adela
that this manceuvre was for his sake; but springing
from whatever motive it might, Adecla felt it as a re-
licf, and she again looked round wpon the scene, and
made the observations it elicited with her usuval flow
of graceful language, aud felicitous idea; while Fre-
deric became every moment more fascinated with a
being whose person, manners, voice, and character,
harmonised so perfectly with all his preconceived
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ideas of femiunine loveliness. Delicacy in its most ex-
tensive sense, he held the surpassing charm of woman ;
and he had never yeg met any so pre-cminently dis-
tinguished by it as Adela.

The prancing horse of a young lady of fine figure
out masculine air attracted Adela’s eye ; Frederic fol-

lowed the direction, and calmly obscrved—
"« That is Miss Meclville, and the gentleman by her
side is Viscount Meclville, her father, and my Colonel.”

Adcla recollecting the conversation she had once
had with the Captain on the subject of his son’s set-
tlement in life, was not a little astonished at Frederic’s
apathy. Just as the idea was passing in her mind, the
Captain turncd round to his son, and with a voice of
ill-suppressed displeasure, exclaimed—

*“ Why do you not fly to the assistance of Miss
Melville ?”?

¢ Because sir, I have a lady under my protection,
and there are plenty of gentleman who will hasten to
her relief should there be auy danger, which I at pre-
sent see no reason to apprchend. She knows her
horse.”

It will at least show attention,” expostulated the
Captain.

But it was all in vam, and Captain Auber had the
mortification to see Oscar Finley, a young Irish officer,
hasten to her relicf, and then canter down the park by
her side. }

*“ What are we stopping for ?*’ cried Frederic, for
Lord Milsom and Emilia regulated the motions of the
party. ‘

“ Miss Auber and his lordship have met some
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friends, I imagine,” said Adela, it is a carriage full
of ladies stops the way.”

 Some one they are highly mttrested in 1 should
suppose by the length of the conference. O!” he
continued, as the carriage began to move, ““it is my
brother and the Egremonts.”

Adela felt the blood run cold in her checks, yet
curious to behold the destined bride of Auber, she
darted a look of intent inquiry into the carriage, and
both wished and dreaded its stopping when it reached
them ; but it rolled slowly by with nothing more than
an exchange of looks and bows. Adela wished to
ask which was Miss Egremont, but she trembled too
much to trust her voice with the inquiry; for though
she had carefully avoided meeting Mr. Auber's cyes,
she felt the influence of his presence too sensibly.
Frederic, as if awarc of her wish, gave her some infor-
mation of the party as they past.

‘“ The lady in the blue satin pelisse,” cried he, ““ is
Mrs. Auber elect; thetady next to her, her maternal
aunt Mrs. Saugrober, who has contributed her share
to the spoiling her niece’s disposition, and to make
amends for which she means to do all she can to im-
prove her fortune. The lady with her back to the
horses, seated at my brother’s side, is Lady Ruthven, a
widow, still beautiful, though no longer young, and I
apprehend cherishes some fatal designs on the liberty

‘of Lord Egremont. | gave Seeton a significant nod
of congratulation on his happy situation, cooped in a
carriage on a sultry day, with Dotage, Folly, and
Finesse.”

Adela suppressed a sigh, wnd was not sorry when
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soon after the party proposed rcturning to Russel
Square ; but in the course of their way new arrange-
ments took place, so that on reaching Sir Hubert’s,
Caroline and Adela only entered the house. Miss
Auber and Lord Milsom quitting their horses to take
a place in Lady Auber’s carriage, which immediately
drove off; and Frederic at his father’s particular re-
quest remounted and attended him to the Earl of
Lrrol’s.

As soon as the ladies reached the drawing-room, a
letter was brought to Caroline, which threw her into
evident agitation, and which she retired to read, so
that Adela found hersclf left in peaceable possession
of the spacious and splendid apartment, which scem-
c¢d to mock by its brilliancy and magunificence the
loucliness and sadness of her heart. She took off.ber
ha and laid it on the table before her, and then threw
hersell on a couch with a sigh and attitude the
most melancholy.  Sheé did uot perceive through the
open @or of the next room, the advancing form of
Sceton, and when she looked up as he approached
and said—

“T fear you will think me an intruder,” her eyes
were swimming in tears. Thrown off his guard by a
circumstance so unexpected, by a sight so touching,
he canght her hand, cxclaiming—

“ My sweet Miss Belmont ! iy lovely friend whence
this emotion ?”’ :

She withdrew her band, and endeavouring to force
a smile, replied—

“ You must remember how recently 1 have let‘t
Walcs, and pardon my weakness.” .
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A mixed expression of curiosity and anxiety 10se in
his countenance as he observed—

“ You have left much to regret.”

“ Every thing !”’ said Adecla with warmth.

“ Ewvery thing ?” repeated Auber as his check
changed at what he deemed the coufirmation of his
fcars ; and then, as if summoning courage to prosc-
cute the inquiry, which still he dreaded to make, he
added—

“ The remembrance of your discomposurc last
night has haunted me all day, am I worthy to know
the reason of it ?”

Adcla hesitated.

“] am unpardonable,” he continued, “ and you
very properly punish my temerity. Forgive me, and
impute my importunity to my anxiety for your hap-
piness—I would fain have hopcd your uncasiness
arose from no source of very great importance.”

“ A mere trifle I assurc you,” replied Adcla, anxious
to convince him she did not wish to withh®d her
confidence, and certain he had not secu it, she added,
‘It arose from the mere appreheusion of having lost
‘ a miniature.”

““ Your anxiety proves how highly you valuc it,”
he rejoined, fixing on her eyes in which the keenncss
of inquiry was softened with the beam of hope; “ It
was your mother’s, I suppose ?”

“ No,” she answered, for she was too cntircly a
stranger to falsehood to scek a refuge in it on the
present occasion, though she felt the dilemma in

_‘r'hich she had involved herself.
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¢ Perhaps your father’s?” continued the anxious
inquirer,

“ No,” she replied again, while the blush that had
been rising on her cheek, now assumed the deepest
die. ) .

I beg your pardon,’” cricd he coldly, as he rose and
walked to the windowt Adela would have given the
world to follow him, to have told him the secret of
her heart, and win him back to her in all the beaming
sweetncss, the kind confidence with which he had first
gained an interest in her bosom. ¢ But it is best
thus,” she mentally exclaimed. Just then the door
opened and a servant informed her, Miss Auber wished
to scc her.

“Tell ber I shall come immediately.” She hesitated
in the hope that Mr. Auber would turn ; he did not,
and with a heart bursting with cmotion she left the
room, With feclings not less highly wrought, the
woment he was assurcd she was gone he traversed
the apartment as be ejaculated, “My father’s inform-
ation was corrcct: that miniature, that object of
her wild solicitude, confirms it. Yet how difficult to
read this devious sex! what meant the soft light in her
melting cyes last night when she placed her hand in
minc? But what matter to me what it meant, am I
not doomed !” and he struck his burning forehead
and paced to and fro with a heavy tread.

Miss Egremont, (who had scarcely been a twelve-
month motherless) was an only child, the common
idol of both parents, and a maternal aunt, the widow
of a Dutch merchant. Her person was that which is
generally designated pretty, her featurcs were smal®
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but inexpressive, her eyes bright and finely formed,
hut had a character of slyness and cunning which was
termed by some, and believed by others to be play-
fuluess and archness. Her figurc was petite, but pro-
portionate; her manners easy from an habitual inter-
course with the polished and refined, but strongly
tinctured with pride and vanity, which she was an
adept in suppressing, or bringing forth according to
the persons she conversed with,  Nature had given
her a sweet voice, and she sung delightfully, which
with dancing formed the amount of her acquirements,
being alike too weak and too indolent to aim at any
thing morc than a superficial knowledge of every other
branch of education. Tlow, it will be asked, could the
refined, the clevated Secton Auber fall into such a
snare ? How, let it rather be asked, could he escape
the systematic machinations of his father’s policy,
aided by such coadjutors as Lord Egremont and his
daughter ? To Captain Auber it was sufficient to
know her to be the sole heiress of immense wealth,
and well born. Her stimulants of action were pride
and passion ; and Lord Egremont, charmed to find her
affections point to an object so unexceptionable, gave
it his eutirc concurrence and support :
¢ Of all the trophies which vain mortals boast,
By wit, by valour, or by wisdom won—

The first, and fairest in a young man’s eye
Is woman's captive heart,”

Her preference flattered Secton, her father’s friend-
ship and readiness to serve him excited his gratitude ;

. his heart was free, and though aware that she inspired
®him with none of the delirium of passion, he thought
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his feclings towards her were sufficiently kind to
make their future life peaceful and happy. Hurried
on by a stream of concurring, propelling circum-
stances, he entered into a solemn engagement, and
was received into the Egremont family with the most
open demonstrations of attachment and confidence.
The whim of the wealthy Mrs. Saugrober, whose dis-
pleasure their interest (one of their houschold gods)
forbade their risking, delayed the marriage till Miss
Egremont should be of age, and she yet wanted one
vear to that habpy period of emancipation.

CHAPTER IX.

¢« Farewell ! our hopes were born in fears,
And nursed 'mid vain regrets ;
Like winter suns it rose in tears,
Like them in tears it sets.” Moonre.

ADELA cndeavoured to calm down her feeling as
she ascended the stairs to Caroline’s room ; and her
efforts were so far successful that she wore the ap-
pearance of composure when she entered.  She found
Miss Auber fluttered and distressed, and the effect of
weeping was visible in her cyes. Adela’s sympathy
was iminediately excited, and she flew to her with the
most anxious interest anrd concern. v

4 L
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“ My dear Adcla, I am very wretched,” she ex-
claimed, as her quivering lip and faultering voice be-
trayed the emotion she struggled to suppress, ¢ and 1
call upon your friendship to give me aid and conso-
lation.”

“ Tell me what T can do to soothe, to solace you,”
replied Adela, while a new gush of tenderness awak-
ened in her heart for the sister of Seeton Auber.

“ You must have long seen that my mind was op-
pressed with & sceret sorrow,” said Caroline. Will
you be the depositary of that secret ?”

“ Yes, and preserve it inviolable as my honour..
Relicve your oppressed heart, give vent to your feel-
ings, and sce how lage a parL' I'd gladly take to
mitigate your sufferings—speak, dearest Caroline.”
she continued ¢ for—- :

¢ The grief that does not speak,
Whispers the o’erfraught heart, aud bids it break.’ ’

a tear started as she spoke, for the pent-up sorrons
of her own breast appeared to threaten that consum-
mation.

¢ Read that letter,” cried Caroline drawing one
from her bosom. ¢ In the meantime I will endeavour
to gather composure for the story that is to follow it.”
And retiring into the next room Adela heard her burst
into tears. She did not follow her, she felt tears were
her best relief, and that an intrusive and ill-timed con-
dolence defeats the end at which it aims. Wiping away
those with which her eves were still wet, she unfolded,
and began the perusal of the following letter r=-
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1 am just returned from a melancholy pilgrimage
in Wales, in the hopes of meeting you, where howevcer
the cvil destiny that presides over my fate pursued me
and denied me that consolation I know not what
thus impels me to cloud the lustre of your brighter
lot, by casting across your path the shadow of an
outcast such as | am. Alone and desolate [ often
wonder what is the active principle within me that
forbids my lving down in the dreamless repose of
death—others may start {from such an idea, they
would probably leave a parent, child, or friend to
mourn them—none such are there to me. 1 have not
even a dog—that only friend in whom the changes
of fortune work mno change. T am ulone in the
world, and never more so than in this populous
wilderness, this pcopled desert, where the ball of
intercat s tossed from one to another till 1 wonder
it does wot burst and shew the world the bubble that
it is.

‘“ 1 have had some employment in portrait-painting,
and still keep my apartments in the Strand, where [
beg vou will address a line as soon as you conveniently
can. | have made no friends, I can make none; you
are the only being to whom my heart has ever re-
spended 5 » line from you will be mannain the wilder-
ness—watcr in the desert. It is not in the grasp of
tanguage to express my feelings—what I might have
been under another and a happier destiny I dare not
breathe, for there is a pollution in the atmosphere of
poverty ‘that taints profession with the suspicion of
deceit.  What T am through your fostering humanity,
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and shall be till the vital spark you preserved is exe
tinct, I may avow.
“ Your grateful
Clarence.”

¢ This is no common being,” she exclaimed, as she
re-perused it with glistening eyes ; and giving, as she
ever did, play to her imagination, she brought his
image to her eyes under circumstances so touching
that the large drops fell fast from them, when the
dressing-room door opened and Secton appeared.  In
the state of mind he was in when Miss Belmout left
the drawing-room he had not distinctly heard what
the servant had said, thcerefore in coming to his sis-
ter’s room in order to avoid Miss Egremont he did
not expect to meet Adela.

¢ Do not let me disturb you,’* cried he, sceing her
hastily fold the lctter; « I thought Caroline was
here.” There was a melancholy in the tones of his
voice that went to Adela’s soul.

¢ She will be here in a moment,” cried she, rising,
“ 1 will go and scek her for you.” :

“ By no means,” said Mr. Auber, restraining her,
¢ I cannot consent to give you that trouble.” ‘

. ©“ This is an instance of misterming,” said Adela,
reverting to an observation he had made the first day
they had ever met.

“ Is it so?” cried he with softness, and he scarcely
restrained himself from taking her hand, as the
memory of that day rose on his mind : Lut there was
a repelling power in the letter she held, which ima-
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givation mstantly suggested Malcolm was the au-
thor of.

He had reason to cougratulate himself that he had
been thas restrained, for a head was suddenly put in
at the door, and immediately after Miss Egremont
tripped, in exclaiming—

“¢¢ Ah! truant, 1 have found you at last.”

“ IMave yvou been seeking me then?” said Sceton,
with a slight appearance of disconcertion, and much
oppressed  with emotion, which, however, did not
long prevent his remembering what was due to Miss
Belmoni, taking whose hand he presented her to his
destined bride, who reccived the introduction with a
slight. and supercilious curtsey, and a pouting air.
Adela’s colour kept varying under the influence of
covgending feelings, and Caroline’s cntrance was a re-
lief to all parties.

The sound of a carriage immediately after an-
nounced an arrival, and in a few minutes Emilia en-
tered the room. Elated with high spirits, her brilliant
countenance formed a contrast to the melancholy
faces of the party she joined, and with some surprise
she exclaimed—

“ Heavens ! what is the matter with you all ? This
is the very cave of melancholy. Pray let us emerge
from its Cimmerian darkncss. Come thou  bright-
haired Vesta,” addressing Miss Egremont, and thou
“ pensive nun,” touching Adcla playfully under the
chin, “ and I can’t think of a name for you, Caroline,
come and look at my purchases.”

“ You forget the cherub Contemplation,” cried
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Caroline, rallying her spirits and pointing to her
musing brother.

“ O! he is never seen in the train of Euphrosyne,”
said Mr. Auber, endcavouring to catch the tone of the
party ; and bowing, he withdrew, while the ladices fol-
lowed Emilia to her room, where her maid was bring-
ing parcels from the carriage.

« To night then, Adela, my love,” whispered Caro-
line, “ as we have been interrupted, join me at an
early hour in my dressing-room. I shall accept no
invitations either for scandal at home. or cards at
abroad, but retire d la bonne heure.”

¢ Do not fear that [ shall forget,” answered Adcla ;
“ your confidence is dearer to me than any pleasurce
I could meet either at home or abroad.”

* Only look at this lace, Caroline,” exclaimed Miss
Egremont beckoning her from Adcla, ¢ did you cver
see a lovelier pattern? And these bracelets are they
not enchauting ?”’

Perfectly so,”” replied Caroline;  come hither Miss
Belmont, and let me try them on the most beautifu!
arm in the world. Adela do you not hear me ?” for
she was at the moment listening to a whisper from
Emilia.

“ 0! Miss Auber is telling her some sccret,” cried
the mortified Miss Egremont. “I am sure you are all
very condescending.”

“Very condescending,” rcpeated Caroline, pretend-
ing to catch only the last words of the sentcuce.
“ Yes she i3, and beings endowed as she is, are not
always so.”



OR, LOVE AT FIRST SJGIIT. 87

Miss Egremont was going to explain, but Adela’s
advancing checked ber, and Caroline clasped the
bracelet on Miss Belmont’s arm.

“ Do you admire them ?”’ asked Emilia.

«“ Q! certainly,” replied Adela, “ it would be im-
poussible to do otherwise.”

“'Then do me the favour to accept them,” she
cried, taking the one that laid on the table and pre-
senting it to Adela; “ and let it remind you of Emilia
Auber, whenever chance or circumstance may sepa-
rate us.” Adela pressed her hauyd, for she did not
give her time to speak, as she hastily added, ¢ 1 think
we shall scarcely bave time to dress for dinner.”

Miss Iigremont Jooked at her watch and said—

“ 1 shall not think about it yet, I'll go down and
sce who is in the drawing-rcom, and learn who is
likely to dine with us.”

* Very few I assure youo,” said Emilia, * only our
own family, so there will be no occasion for you to
be very particular. Every thing I have is at your ser-
vice, and my maid will attend you ; so do not think of
going home to dress.” )

¢ Very well, then I shall be back by and bye,” said
Miss Egremont, and she tripped away.

When Miss Belmont entered the dining-room,
Emilia introduced her to Mrs. Saugrober, Lady Ruth- .
ven, and Lord Egremont; the latter sat next her
during dinner, and paid her very marked attention,
infinitely to the annoyance of two or three of the
party.

“ And pray who is this, Miss Belmont ?"’ whispered
Mus. Saugrober to her neice.

s
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“ An importation from the Welsh mountaius,” re-
plied that young lady in the same under tone,— half
Welsh, half Flemish.”

“ Your father scems very much taken with her,”
continued the old lady.

“ Well, I am sur¢ T do not know what he secs in
her,” rejoined the young one. 1 think it’s becoming
the fashion to admirc her, and every body you know
follows the reigning wmode, however ridiculous it
may be.”

¢ Then it is agreed !” cricd Lord Egremont.

“ What, papa " inquired his daughter.

“ To make a par'y for Covent Garden to night. |
know when I begin to cauvass for votes, I shall have
the suffrage of the ladies in my favour.”

* What induces your lordship to auger thus fa-
vourably of the success of your praject?” inquired
Lady Ruthven.

¢ Because the proceeds of this night are devoted to
the alleviation of distress; and charity always ranks
among the feminine virtues,” replied Lord Egremont.

“ Well, you will discover shortly who has it and
who has it not, if going to Covent Garden is to be the
test,” cried Caroline. ‘

“ There is something ill-omened in that observa-
tion, Miss Auber, and seems to threaten at least one
defaulter,” cried his lordship. ¢« But I will not
anticipate my fate. I will wait till the ladies are in
their own dominion, the drawing-room, and we will
sue for their support while they sip their coffce.”

“ You mean to go I hope,” said Mr. Auber to Miss
Belmont, as she passed him on the retiring of the
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ladies. She replied in the negative, and he had nei-
ther spirits nor opportunity to say more.

¢ 1 think we had better make our escape to my
room,” said Carolinc aside to Adela, ¢ before the
gentlemen join us, and we shall haye a long and un-
interrupted evening.”

But she had scarcely finished the scntence when
Frederic and Lord Tigremont entered the room.

“ Trcason against the state of Venice,” exclaimed
the former, “and depend on it my lord, this is the
chief conspirator,” laying his hand on Caroline’s arm.

“[ hope you are not giving ear to her pernicious
counsels ¥’ said his lordship, advancing to Adela.
“ You will not have the cruelty to deny us yvour com-
pany?”’

¢ [ am engaged my lord,” said Miss Belmont.

“ Papa, I want to speak to you,” cried Miss Egre-
moat from the further end of the apartment, (at that in-
stant Adela took advantage of his lordship’s momen-
tary diversion to make her escape to Caroline) and his
daughter repeating her request, he went up to her.

“ Lord, papa,’f cried she in a whispering, pouting
tone, “ our bex will not hold all you’re inviting, and [
hate such a crowd.”

“ What would you say, my lord,” cried Lady Ruth-
ven, advancing and tapping him with her fan, “if 7
was to refusc going

“ You.could not be so unlike yoursclf,’ replied his
lordship, and he soon found himself a prisoner. Lady
Ruthven making him take a place next her, in that
style of playful coquetry, which in spite of the new
attraction, flattered and pleased him.

4 M
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In the mean time, Frederic was trying all his
powers of persuasion to win Adela and Caroline to
enter into the play-going schewe, and though the lat-
ter rarely refused or opposed a request of his, (who
was her favourite brother,) she had this evening the
strongest motive in the world for a steady adherence
to her original determination.

The loss of Adela to the party considerably damped
Lord Egremont’s ardour about the business, who had
again approached ber, and was murmuring his regrets,
when the rest of the gentlemen entered the drawing
room. Seeton, cvidently flashed with wine, was ad-
vancing to jomn them, as Caroline, with her usual pre-
sence of miud, fearing he would commit himself,
arrested his progress.

¢ Do you know, Mr. Auber,” cricd Lady Ruthven,
‘“we have been thinking of creating a new order of
knighthood.”

‘“ And why a new one, my dear lady ?*” asked Cap-
tain Auber. )

“Oh! I know you are a foe to innovation, my
dear uncle,” said Emilia; “if you are to be enrolled
among the uumber of our knights, I suppose it must
be in some existing order.”

“‘ Let him be e grand cross then by all means,”
said Caroline; and a gencral laugh attested that
every onc felt the inuendo.

“Of the golden spur,” added Frederic, bitterly
feeling at the moment he spoke, how recklessly his
father sacrificed his children to Plutus.

“] pant for the creation,” said Lord Milsom.
“ Let every lady that pleases propose an order, and
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that which has the greatest number of votes in its
favour shall be the one chosen. What says my Emi-
lia ?” - ' ‘
"+ Oh! I should suggest the order of military me-
rit,” replied she, smiling, and looking from his lord-
ship (who was also in the guards,) te Frederic.”

“ And I,” said Lady .Ruthven, “should propose
that, of “ the happy alliance,” and she looked signifi-
cantly at Mr. Auber, and still more so at Lord Egre-
mont.

¢ And which would be Miss Belmont’s choice ?”
asked Secton.

“Her choice is mine whatever it be,”” whispered
Lord Egremont. “I am impatient for your deci-
sion,” he added aloud.

“Indced my lord,” cried the retiring Adela, “I
have not the presumption to propose onc; but if I
may pretend to support a suggestion already ad-
vanced, it would be Miss Auber’s.”

“Thank you, dear Adela,” cried the lively and
elegant Emilia, nodding to her with the most playful
vivacity.

“No, no,” simultaneously exclaimed the gentle-
men, “ name an order, name an order.”

I trust then,” said Adela timidly, “° I shall not come
under the ban denounced against immovators, if I
name the once celebrated order of thc Amaranth.”

“Charming!. charming!” ejaculated the majority
of the company.

“The order of the Amaranth will carry it,”” cried
the exulting Frederic. “Let it be decided by the
Lriel process of a show of hands.”

4]
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“Of ladies as well as gentlemen ?”’ asked Emilia,

“QOh ! certainly,” replied Frederic.

“Then there 1¢ minc in the air,” she exclaimed,
throwing up her white arm, while Caroline stood on
tiptoe raising both hers, '

The only dormant hands were Miss Egremont’s,
Lady Ruthven’s, Mrs. Saugrober’s, and Captain Au-
ber’s ; who cut somewhat a ridiculous figure when
the reversed proclamation presented their four 'dis-
senting palms.

“Only four by my arithmetic!” cried Frederic,
who had appointed himself teller. “We have double
the number in its favour. The order of the Amaranth
has won the day.”

“Well,” cried Lord Milsem, “ What say vou to
deferring the creation till my sweet Emilia accom-
panies me to Derbyshire, and let it be made a fete
day.

“Oh! a most excellent arrangement,” cricd the
delighted bride expectant, “ What a gala we shall
have! it’s a delightful idea, and quitc new.”

“[ think if we are going to Covent Garden,”
croaked Mrs. Saugrober, “we shall be late.”

Lord Egremont now felt very little inclination
to leave Russel Square, but he had so strenu-
ously urged the project, that hc could not fall
back. The ladies tripped away for their shawls
and cloaks, all excepting Caroline and Adela, who
gladly retired to the seclusion of a dressing room.
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CHAI'TER X.

«¢ Come rest in this bosom, my own stricken deer,

T'hough the herd have tied from thee, thy home is still here -
Here still is the smile that no cloud can o’ercast,

And the heart and the hand all thy own to the last.”

“Tur world is all a masquerade,” cried Caroline
when quietly seated with Adela, “ where every one
sapports an assumed character. Even the guileless
and most undesigning are often obliged to wear a
mask, and teach their lips a jargon foreign to the
feeltngs of their heart.”

Adela felt the truth of the remark, for she had
scarcely stepped on to the busy scene of life, before
she had been initiated into the science of disguising
her sentiments, and dissembling her feelings.

¢« How true,” continued Miss Auber, “and how
common as true are the lines—

¢ Oft anxious care in rich brocade is dress’d,
And diamonds glitter on an aching breast !*
How often have I myself realized them ! .

“ It was about the commencement of the winter
before last, that T accompanied Mrs. Chudleigh, an
intimate friend of my deceascd mother to the south
of France, whither the physicians had dismissed her
daughter to die. Poor Emma was very much at-
tached to me, and her hold on my heart grew stronger,
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as the term of our friendslnp seemed approaching to
its close. She suffered much during the voyage, but
after our settlement at Nice, recovered so amazingly
that we entertained great hopes of her ultimate re-
cstablishment. I used to drive her out in a poncey
chaise, unshackled and unrestricted by ceremony or
atteudants ; and sometimes we would leave our little
vehicle to wander in the charming woods and groves
of that delicious place. One morning (having ar-
ranged our plan over night) we rvose very carly,
packed our breakfast, consisting of a variety of bis-
cuits, fruits; and sweetmeats, into a little basket, de-
termined to pass a long morning in the woods ; and
taking with us the last new novel which had just
been sent us in a parcel from England. Eaima was
in high spirits, I never saw her look so well or ap-
pear so happy, and the weather was the sweetest it
is possible to imagine. Leaving our patient little
Pegasus at the entrance of the wood, we began to
search for a spot, whose surpassing beauty might
invite our sojourn, and wherc we might spread our
repast. At length we suited ourselves, and the sweet
invalid insistcd on being permitted to lay out our
breakfast ; and though apprehensive she would fatigue
herself, I did not oppose her. Having arranged
every thing, she threw herself in a reclining posture
on the soft grass saying—

“¢<Now we are perfect Arcadians.’

¢ [ saw she was somewhat exhausted, and began to
regret that we had come wholly unattended, but she
was always jeclous and angry at any precautions that
hinted at her state of health, she was therefore never
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better pleascd than when the attendance of servants
was dispensed with. 1 opened my book, and began
to read a volume, of which the style immediately
pleased, and the story soon interested us. But on
looking up some time after, I perceived Emma had
dropped asleep.  Tired with sitting, I rose and wan-
dered a little way further into the wood. My heart
was frecr and lighter that morning than it has ever
been since; and as soon as I was far enough not to
distorb Emma, I began to sing Rogers’ sweet little
snng of —

¢«Down in my little native vale.”

*“This minutia is tedious to you Adela, yet oh ! in
reverting to that morning which has given a colour
to my future destiny, I give out the details, as the
epicare imbibes the flavour of the cordial he loves
best, drop by drop, and love to let it linger over my
heart, as he does that over his palate.

“The sound of footsteps checked my song, and
made ne turn, when T started at beholding a young
man, pale and apparently fainting, approaching we.

‘¢ Stay Madam,” he cried, seeing 1 was going to
avoid him, ¢Tn pity stay and hear me.’

‘ His energy commanded my attention, his pathos
touched my heart. 1T stopped: he hesitated.

“ <1 scarcely know, Madam,” he again continued,
‘how to take advantage of your condescension—
scarcely know how to tell you the abject wretcheil-
ness of the being before you—-I am famished :” and
the wildness of gesture and expression which ac-
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companied these words would have terrified me, but
that compassion for him banished every thought for
myself.

¢ Stay here a moment,” I cried, “and ] will bring
you food.” 1 flew to where [ had left Emma, and
hastily collected in the basket the provision which
very fortunatcly we had but sparingly invaded; and
returned to him fleet as light. O! let me draw a veil
over a scene that is written on my heart of hearts ;
over which [ have often paused till T have wept tears
of blood. I returned to Emma whom my sudden and
hasty return had awakened, and prepared her to re-
ceive the stranger whom a short time after T conduct-
ed to her. His looks were renovated, the providence
of Heaven seemed to have deerced that all our ar-
rangements should tend to his prescrvation, for.we
had with us a small flask of wine, which we had nei-
ther touched nor thought of, and no action of my
life was so pleasurable to me as the pouring it into a
little silver cup, and presenting it to him. He did not
speak, but his eyes thanked me, and though his lips
have never decisively avowed it,

¢ From that hour’ he ¢ loved me.”

He told us that he had been imprudent and unfortu-
nate, but that he trusted that his aberrations had
never been of a nature to injure any but himsclf; that
in a moment of desperation he had entered the army,
but unable to bear the insolence of thosc whom the
chance of better fortune had placed above him, he had
quarrelled with a superior ‘officer and descrted, and
that his aim was to cscape to England. I asked him



Ofy LOVE AT FIRST SIGHT 7

if he had any friends in Great Britaiu: ¢ Alas ! madam,
where is it the unfortunate can boast any?” was his
reply. *I have not a friend in the world!’ He had
one, Adela, at that moment, nay he had giore than
onc, for the gentic Emma’s heart was immediately
interested in his favour, and she afterwards consider-
ably aided me in alleviating his distresses. For some
weeks we saw my Clarence every day, and he ac-
cepted from me the aids my circunistances enabled
me to afford him, and Emmea was the only person
privy to the adventure, or acquainted with his situa-
tion. Our mutual love was understood, but ncver
spoken of. Our intercourse was singular and intcrest-
ing, and certainly forms the happiest portion of’ my
hife.

* One evening, Emma was suddenly seized with in-

* disposition, and 1 could not, would not lcave her;
the next duy she was worse ; the third she died, In
my grief at her loss, 1 thought nothing could add to
the poignancy of my fcclings, when a letter from
Clarence, penned in evideut haste and confusion, in-
formed me he had been discover.d, and was a pri-
soncer, No language can do justice to the distraction
of my mind; fortunately I had an apparent cause for
venting it, and all my agony was attributed to the
strength of my attachment for Emma.

“Day succeeded day, and no further tidings of
Clarence reached me 3 my father came to Niee o at-
tend us back to England, ayd about six weeks after
the deceasc of poor Emmn, [ found myscif in Calais.
I have no remembrange of 3 journey in which all was

inanity or despair. We bad left Mrs, Chudieigh at
S N
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Bonlogue, aud.ﬁnding a vessel ready o sail, we did
not stop at Calais more than a few hours.

* We were scarcely on board, when a party of mili-
tary in scarch of a fugitive and a deserter, recalled
me to a sense of the passing scene by reminding me
of Clarence, and the first pleasurable feeling I had
experienced for weeks arose from seeing them depart,
,after a strict search, without finding their victim.
Some hours after I was sitting by a mere chance alone
in the cabin, when I was surprised by a hurried en-
trance—the person advanced, sunk on his knees and
catching my hand pressed it to his lips. It was
Clarence—I wonder I did not scream—I1 wonder 1
did not faint—we had not time to exchange a word—
he quitted the cabin, and immediately my father and
some other persons cntered. All had passed so ra-
pidly, it wore so much the air of a dream, that I could’
almost have fanciced 1t such, but {or a few lines which
Clarence contrived to give me (written with a pencil
on a leaf torn from a pocket-book,) the next morning.
The blcssed certainty that he was safe and near me,
filled me with transport: for a time I forgot the
obstacles that rose like the barriers of fate between
us ; and it was not till we landed at Dover that | re-
flected how uncertain was our chance of meeting
again. One hurried interview we obtained, in which I
conjured him never to leave me ignorant of his fate,
nor to refuse me the pleasure of serving him when-
ever it might bedn my power. I rcad the struggles
of contending passions in his countenance. Gratitude
borrowed the burning language of love, for his feelings
could not be suppressed; but he was too honourable
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to make professions that would betray me into an ill-
sorted unsanctioned cngagement. [ loved him the
better for his forbearance, and he lost nothing by this
sacrifice of inclination to honour ; forin the sanctuary
of my heart I paid him the vows of an unuttered, un-
a'terable love. | saw his pride wince under the sense
of obligation ; I saw him struggle against the con-
sciousness of a degrading poverty and my heart bled
for him. How intolcrable did I feel the shackles that
naturc and custom throw round the conduct of wo-
man. As a man [ could have taken him by the hand,
introduced him to my connections, and intercsted my-
sell in advancing his fortune; as it was T had no alter-
native but leaving him to his fate, with such a tempo-
rary aid as his revolting feclings would suffer him to
*taccept. You will perhaps wonder why I did not con-
trive some mode of giving him anonymous relief
which might at once have spared his feelings and my
ewi 1 1 had no time for it. We were on the wing for
London. Various and agitating werc my feelings dur-
ing that journey. What would become of Clarence 1
could not conjecture ; though I was aware of the in-
genuity that characterized his countrymen, he had a
mixture of John Bullish helplessness about him that
awakened my tenderest fears.

“ We have corresponded ever since, and you can
see by his last letter which 1 shewed you this morn-
ing how sad both his feelings and his fortune vet re-
main. My father’s vigilance has cntirely depriyed
me of any opportunity of secing him: a vigilance
which my refusal of an advantageous offer soon after
my return from France has served to quicken. What
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chance is to interpose in our favour Heaven knows !
Though I caunot banish hope, never was there hope
that fed on less than mine. The fruitlessness of his
late visit to Walcs has touched me to the quick—I have
yet to learn why he did not apprise mec of his inten-
tion ; but I had reccived no letter from him till ycs-
terday for a length of time. . All my attempts at ren-
dering him pecuniary assistance, since his arrival in
England, has been uniformly and firmly rejected, and
yet that he must need such aids [ cannot doubt. Now
that 1 have a friend, a confident,” and she took
Adela’s hand as she spoke, “1 can deccive him into
scrving himself, [ have a little project—will you un-
dertake to execute it for me, and eutitle yourself to
my eternal gratitude. ?”’

* Command mc to the utmost,” cried Adela, warmly 3
now first breaking a silence which intensc interest
and sympathy had imposed.

¢ { cannot, Adcla, venture to call on Clarence, many
things forbid such a step; and were therc no other
than the fear of frustrating my little plans of serving
him, that were of itself sufficient. You must go
alone.”

¢ 1 will do any thing, cvery thing yon wish,” shc
replied ; “ only let me perfectly understand what it is
you wish.”

¢ My dear Adela, I shall yet { trust be able to
repay this goodness. | wish you, my love, to call on
Clarence as a stranger; and as the best, indeed the
only pretence by which it is possible to serve him, sit
for your picture : when it is finished, you can, without
exciting suspicion, find yourself highly delighted with
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it, and pay for it according to its merits, not his de-
mand.” :

¢ I undertake this commission with pleasure,” said
Adcla.

* Will you pay your first visit to-morrow mornmg,
my leve ?” anxiously inquired Miss Auber.

¢ Certainly,” rejoined her friend. Caroline rose
and embraced her, exclaiming—

My dearest, swectest Adela, how dear will be
the miniature, which 4vill at once be a resemblance of
you, and the work of his Mds. Do you know you
bear a likeness to my Clarence which struck me the
moment [ beheld you; and you will pardon the ac-
knowledgment—that has been the chief source of my
attachment to you. ¢ It lies,”” she continued study-
i;)g Miss Belmont’s countenance, *in the expression,
not the fcatures. His dark eyes have the same melan-
choly softncss when he is sad, the same scintillating
lustre when his feelings are awakened. You will see
him to-morrow, Adela—you will see a being loved,
and worthy to be loved. Take note of every thing,
spare no minutia, all will be interesting to me—tell
me how he looked—tell me all hc said—note every
tone, and number every word. Love, Adela, makes
more changes than ever Proteus assumed, it has made
strange alterations in me. It has called nany feelings
from the chaos of my heart, which I knew not it pos-
sessed. It has taught me what I never practised be-
fore—cconomy. 1 have avoided cards and every
species of cxtravagance, that my finances may meet
my designs. Love came like a wise and prudent
minister to my insolvent fortune, after the destructive
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ravages of fashionable folly, and restored its strength ;
act thercfore in the present case as liberally as you
please.”

“ And as prudently as 1 ouoght,” added Adela.
“ Remember, my dear Caroline, to be too lavish were
to betray ourselves, and close the avenue through
which you contemplate to aid his fortune, instead of
openiug it.” R

* True, true,” cried Caroling, ““ you will act better
for me than I could do for myself, for your judgment
will come coolly and ca&'y to the task, while miue
would be hurried and blinded by the force of passion;
I leave cvery thing to you.”

“ But in all clse,” cried Adela, “1 must be guided
—remember 1 am a stranger in London.”

“ We must take every precaution to avoid disco-
very,” said Caroline musing. * If you have a carriage
of my uncle’s the servants must know where you stop
—and though nothing might arise from it, 1 would
not risk such a possibility. If you have a hackuoey
coach from this door, your going unattended may
excite observation, and still the dircction may trans-
pire.  What had we best do?~—I have it,” she ex-
claimed suddenly, aftér a few seconds consideration.
“ 1 will walk out with you to-morrow morning t»
Sclby’s my dressmaker, for we must both have dresses
on the occasion of Emilia’s weddmg I will leave
you there, teking the servant with me, and from
thence you can have a coach to the Strand, keep it
waiting, and then drive to me at Lord Egremont’s
Grosvenor Square.”
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¢ Most admirably planned,” said Adela. “ 1 shall
go, mais non pas sans peur.” ‘

¢ What should you fear?” quickly asked Caroline,
with the alarm that the probable frustration of her
darling scheme naturally excited, “ you do not repent
the promise of assistance you have just given ?”

“ 0! no, no,” cricd Adels, “it is nothing but the
common, silly timidity of my nature.”

Just then the sound of the carriages announced the
return of the party from Covent Garden, and soon
after the friends separated and retired to their respec-
tive apartments. ”

CITAPTER XI.

“ Home is a name of more than magic spell,
Whose sacrad power the wanderer best can tell,
He who loug distant from bis sative land
Feels at her name his eager soul expand.
Whether as patriot, hushand, father, friend,

"o that dear puint his thoughts, his wishes tend ;
And still he owns, where’er hns footsteps roam,
Life’s choicest blessings centre all at home.”

Tt will be necessary te turn for a moment to Walcs,
lest we should forget personages destined to take no
unimportant part in the embryo events of this tale.

Mrs. Belmont, after Adela’s departure felt a return
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of all the desolation of her widowhood. All that had
been most sorrowful in her past life, came with a
clearness of recollection over her wind and thought,

which with

¢4 Its lightuing flagh can rage
In one wild madd’ning minute through an age,"

made e fleet transit from the home of her infancy, to
the last refuge of her declining years, rending in its
course the veil fromm many a scene, which had long
lain dormanf in the repose of departed time.

She was reading Adela’s first letter from London
for the third or fourth time, when Mr. Noel, who had
continued a constant visitor, and Mr, Annesley, made
a call. The traces of recent tears were yet visible in
her countenance as they entered, and the conversation
soon took its tone from the emotions that filled her
heart.

“ How little do we know, Mr. Annesley,” cried she,
“ what our feelings will be till the hour of trial comes '
I should scarcely have had the courage to part with
Adela, had I guessed ‘what it would have cost- me.
This separation has opecned many a wound that was
¢ skinned, not bealed,” and this sweet home, which
she mmade the abode of harmony and affection, has
since her departure been nothing but the theatre ot
painful reminiscence, and uneasy anticipation.”

 But, my dear madam,” cried the young divin-~,
* how little effort have you made to avoid the natural
consequence of such an event. You have seated your-
sclf on the sea-shore, and waited the coming of this
tidc of sad thoughts, which are overwhelming you;



OR, LOVE AT FIRST SIGHT. 105

and they as a common sequence have tinged the fu-
ture with their own melancholy hue. Let me per-
suade you to return with us to Glannam.”

This proposal, warmly seconded by Mr. Noel, was
acceded to, and taking an arm of each, professing
herself quite equal to it, she commenced the walk.
Her spirits gradually gained that level state of feeling,
which the spirit of pcace that breathed about Mr.
Anncsley always infused into those, who, like Mrs.
Belmont, bad sufficient sensibility to feel his in-
fluence.

“ When we contemplate the brevity and uncertainty
of human life,” .cried she, “it is impossible not to
wouder that mankind are in geveral such bad econo-
mists of the means of happiness ;—that so few seck
it where it is most certainly to be found, and most
desirable it should be preserved ;—I mean in the cir-
cle of home.”

“ These reflections,’” replied Mr. Annesley, smiling,
“ arisc 1 presume from the recollections of the busy
world, which Miss Belmont’s letter has induced.
Certainly the majority of those who are on the wing
for pleasure fly as far from their own fire-sides, and
from themselves as they can, and for such the precept
¢ Know thyself’ bas been written in vain. Yet age,
ill-bealth, and a thousand contingencies must at some
period throw them on both one and the other.”

* And then,” continued Mrs. Belmont, “ they find
cither a waste or a wilderness; for such it must ever
be, where no care has been taken to pull the weeds,
and plant the flowers,”

*“ Home,” resumed the young cuute, “ where all

5 0
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the social charities, and best feelings of our nature
spring, is the true spbere of happiness ; there emula-
tion exists without envy,and affection without deceit ;
unlike the fragile compacts of society which spring
from a thousand motives of interest and policy, and
which the same motives may dissolve at any or every
moment. The circle of a virtuous home, cemented
by the affinity of blood, and the force of habit, pre-
sents a bond of unity the most permanent and com-
plete, every member of which from the cradle to the
grave can never under any circumstances be as
strangers to each other. When this scat of the most
endearing virtues and kindliest emotions is desolated
by neglect, or embroiled by discord; how heavy is
the penalty attached to the perpetration of a crime so
flagrant. 'When we contemplate the goodness of our
Creator in giving us hearts of susceptibility, and ob-
jects to awaken them, and reason to judge between
the good and the evil, how opposite to every precept
of gratitude and common sense, appears the wayward
choice mankind too often make. Placed like our
first parents in a home of abuidant sources of happi-
ness, the arch fiend, not as of old in the form of a
serpent, but jn that of pleasure, beckons the young
wife from her fire-side ; iutercepts the husband in his
way home ; tempts the disobedient daughter and the
erring son: and while every one of these start, for
fleeting enjoyment down a different path, they all ulti-
mately meet again in shame, in sorrow, and in repent-
ance ip the last gloomy stage of the Road to Rnin.
But 1 believe | am fancying myself in the pulpit, and
em literally preaching, rather than conversing,”.
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“ Pray do not interrupt a flow of irleas so consonant
with my feelings,” said Mrs. Belmont. “ [ hope, nay
1 am sure it is not at variance with yours, Mr. Noel.”

¢ At variance ? far otherwise,” he replied, “ I am
among the ¢ poor unfledged”” who have scarcely—

—Wing’d from view of the nest,
Or know what air’s from home.”

Therefore with the maladie des adieux still hanging
about my heart, you must suppose that the tone of
the present conversation harmonizes well with the
still vibrating chords of filial and fraternal love. Per-
haps the world has never produced a being so de-
praved in whose soul the name of home could not
awaken some kind and warm reminiscences—none so
happy, but have some fond regret clinging to the
scene of their childhood.”

¢ None, none,” repeated Mrs. Belmont with fer-
vour, ‘ and to how few is it permitted to return to
that remembered, that regretted home ; after—

« All their wanderings through this world of care!"”

’

% Since then,” resumed Mr. Annesley, * the home
we quit on our outset in life, is scldom open to our
return ; and as in all probability it is our destiny to
make a new one, in which we are ourselves to exer-
cise the duties and affections that fostered our own
youth; a determination to consider, and to wmake it
the centre of our enjoyments, is a prelude to its
really becoming such, since a mind previously long at
variance with the habits necessary to a respectable
and happy home, seldom conforms to them with grace
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or facility.” Mr. Anunesley again seemed to forget, io
his interest for the cause of wirtue, and in his anxiety
that Malcolm should keep its precepts in mind, that
he was not officiating. . < Without a conformity,” he
continued,  to the holy dictates of religion, duty and
virtue, families are nothing more than compulsatory
associations : the customs of society, and the legal
dependencies of their relative sitvations keep them
together. The social intercourse that endears the
family circle to each other is unknown; each have
separate views and pursuits, and selfishness becomes
the reigning principle ; the tempers and tastes which
might have been judiciously formed to makc home a
seat of blessedncss, suffered to grow wild, untrained
or misdirected, destroy individual peace, and invade
the common comforts of a hearth, from which every
member takes wing at the first opportunity, without
gratitade or regret.”

They reached Glannam in a time apparently to
themselvess inconceivably short, where the aged Mrs.
Annesley received themn with her usual good humour.
Mrs. Belmont was introduced to Mr. Wingregin and
his daughters; ana soon after dinner waas served..

In the worthy divine and his nephew Mrs. Belmont
discovered minds congenial with her own; with the
rest'of the party she felt no community, but what
arose from the kindly feelings of reciprocal good-
nature. The aged hostess was born to mave in the
humble sphere of the domestic duties, into which she
brought .a considerable share of common sense, so
that her ideas and observations, though never elevated,
were sometimes shrewd. The Mesdames Wingregin
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were of that' class of young ladies with which the
world is overstocked, who neither have, nor scek to
have, an original idea ;" who among themselves. giggle
and talk nonsense, and among their elders shew the
only piece of wisdom they possess, that of bolding
their tongues ; their father was a rough but good-
hearted man, open to strong prejudices, which were
soon betrayed in his conversation.

Some observations relative to Frauce having ogcur«
red, elicited the following remark, delivered very much
in the style of Matthews’s unprejudiced traveller:

“ [ hate all foreigners. I've scen 'em at home;
there they are all skipping afteér pleasure, and snig-
gering with conceit, as full of themseclves as an egg's
full 'of mcat. I've seen them in my own country;
here they are all spunging and fawning: screwing
themselves in, and our own people out of every
thing.”

Mrs. Belmont could not suppress a guict smile,
the Aunnesleys looked uneasy, and Malcolm fiery;
but the old man continued his remarks, which were
addressed to no particular person.

“ I never knew but one foreigner that 1 ever cared
a dump for, and 1 did him a scrvice, poor lad, and he
was grateful for it too.”

- % Gratitude is of all climates, as well as genius,’”
obse ved Mrs. Belmout.

..% But I beg pardon, ma’am,” ¢ried Wingregin, “ he

was the ouly one I. ever found had. a notion of.it,
I'he French are too light, the Spavniards too lazy,.to
remember a service or to return it; and as for the
Vtulians, they are they earth’s vipers.”
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‘ And pray, sir,”’ said Mrs. Belmont, “to what
country did this happy exception belong

“ He was a Frenchman, ma’am,”” was the reply.

“ Dear! if he was a Frenchman,” inquired one of
his intelligent daughters, ‘ how did you understand
him, father?”

“ Why he spoke English to be sure, Bessy; and it
was an honour to him he spoke it so well. I fancy
there was some mistake,” and he smiled and nodded
significantly at the gentlemen, ‘“he’s some English
blood in him I'll be sworn one way or the other. I'll
tell you all how it happened.” And he drew his
chair nearer to the table, on which he leaned both his
elbows, and joining his two fore fingers, with two or
three hems to clear his throat, he began. Having
first alluded to some commercial spcculations in which
he bad been engaged, which were spoken of in a man-
ner so ohscure, as to be sufficiently unintelligible to
his hearers, he continued—*‘ So just as all was right,
and the next thing I was to think of was getting my-
self home, I nieets this young Frenchman. This was
the afternoon, as we sailed the next morning. 1 was
comingalong thestreetat rathera pretty round pace, and
suddenly he pops himself before me, and says, ¢ You're
a Briton?' ‘You're right there my boy,’ says I, ¢ and
what o’that ?* ¢ Tis the character of your country to
generously stretch forth the hand of aid to the unfor-
tunate,’ said he, 1 am most truly such—I appeal to
your bumanity—I put my life in your hands.” ¢ Come
to my’lodgings, my boy,’ says 1, ¢ this is no place to
talk, and tell me how I can serve you. For somehow
be took me so by surprise, and there was something
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»0 fuir and open about him, and his choosing me for a
protector in preference to every body else, and such
like, that 1 took quite a liking to him for all he was a
Frenchman. Well, when I got him home he tells
me his story. It seemed he was a lad that had never
known either father or mother, had received his edu-
cation at a public college, had run many rigs, then
listed for a soldier, and at last run away. I did’nt like
him a bit the worse for that, for who would'nt run
away from the French that could? I was resolved he
should’nt be shot, if I could save him. So when | was
ready to go aboard, I made him get into a sack, and
I packed him all round with wool, so as to make it
look round and full ; tied the top, taking care how-
ever to give the poor boy some air-holes. This sack I
helped aboard miyself; and laid it on the deck. This
was hardly done, when lo! and behold ye! the rum-
maging devils came and searched the vessel. 1 sits
myself down on the sack, in a precious quake as I'}l
leave you to judge, but I affected to carry myself very
jovially, and at last I had the satisfaction to see the
mounseer’s backs; a sight we Britons hage seen
pretty often, Mr. Annesley.”” And he twitched the
divine’s sleeve with a significant nod. < Well, I
thought it best to let the blood-hounds get sheer off,
before I let the lad see daylight; so I gets a bumper
of brandy, for what between the wool and the fright I
guessed the sweat he was in, and the moment he came
out I made him drink it. Bless your soul you'd have
thought he was mad : down he was upon his knees,
up again, and straining me to his breast. [ was never
called such a lot of pretty names either before or
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since.” Here the old man drew out his handkerchief,
but as if ashamed of an emotion that did honour to
his heart, he complained of the heat, turned away, and
pretended to wipe his forehead.

* Well, when we got ashore at Dover, | asked him
if he wanted money, and I told him not to be meally
mouthed, but speak out if he did. He said no: so [
shook him heartily by the hand, and we parted, hav-
ing first told him, should he ever come to my part of
the world he'd always find a. warm heart and a hearty
welcome, Well do you kuow, I felt as queer as queer
conld be a whole hour or more after he left me; and
every now and then in my way home, 1 found myself
thinking of the lad ; aye, and after J got home too.
But at last of course it wore off—and I'd almost for-
gotten him, when the other day he comes pop upon
me; but so altered, his own mother would hardiy
have known him. ‘Holla!’ says I, ¢ why | had almost
forgot you!" ¢ That I have not you,’ says he, and he
grasped my hand ; but as he did so, I felt his hand
was all bone, and as cold as marble. So [ said | was
afraid # had fared badly with him—but he said no——
though I'm sure it had. Bless your soul, he’s a game
fellow for all he’s a Frenchman, none of your whin-
ing, pining, snivelling puppies. I could not get him
to take bit or sup, he said he only came to breathe
his ‘undying gratitude, and to see his benefactor:’
those were his very words,’’ continued old Wingregin,
with somewhat of a faultering and hysterical tone in
his voice, * and off he was like a shot.”

“ By my faith, Annesley, then that was him amoug
the ruins of Valle Crucis,” cried Malecolm, eagerly.



OR, LOVE AT FIRST SIGIIT. 118
-

“« Is he tall, and pale? and was he dressed in black,
with a most dejected appearance?” continued he,
turning to Mr. Wingregin.

« The very same, the very same,” gaid the old man.
Mrs. Belmont now rose from her seat, and gomg up
to the aged narrator took his hand.

“ Though ] am of the country you most scverely
proscribe, I trust you will make another exception in
my favour; and as you have found one Frenchmar
alive to the sense of gratitude, believe also you have
met one Italian deeply scnsible of the true benevolence
of your nature, and who hopes to rank among the
number of your friends, and prove hersclf worthy of
that title.”

Though in the bronzed and wecather-worn face of
Wingregin, it would have been difficult to have dis-
tmguxshed a blush, it is positively asscrted that he did
blush : however that may be, he certainly stammered
as he made something like an apology ; but Mrs. Bel-
mont’s’ elegant encomiums, and graccful attentions
soon banishcd every uneasy feeling.

¢ Pleasure given in conversation, like money lent in
usury, rcturns with interest to those who dispensc it.”
This is a remark founded in truth, and the worthy
Wingregin exemplified it, for his narrative, which ex-
cited general iptcrest, and made one among many
stories which his adventurous life afforded, was not a
jot less delightful to himself, than to his hcarers.

“ T am strongly interested in this melancholy
stranger,” cried Mrs. Belmont. “ Is he still in this
neighbourhood ?”
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1 fancy not,” cried Malcolm, * for though I am
always a-foot I have never seen him since.”

 What age is he, Mr. Wingregin?"’ asked Mrs.
Belmont.

*“ Three and twenty, ma’am,” he replied, *‘ or about.
that.”

“ So young! so unfortunate !” cried she, in a tone
of sadness, “ without friends or country. It is well
he speaks the English language so perfectly. Did you
ever hear,” again addressing Mr. Wingregin, * how he
acquired it?"”’

“ From an English priest who was at the same col-
lege with him. He told me the very first evening 1
saw him, that he had had guitc a passion for the lan-
guage, and it seemed like predestination to him when
fate threw hLim on the shores of Britain, and into
British hands.”

“ From all you have said,” resumned Mrs. Belmout,
¢ I should imagine his person was interesting.”

 Truly so,” answered Mr. Anneslcy.  His form,
though attenuated, is graceful ; his features are fine,
and his whole appearance such, as if once scen is
never forgotten.”

« How grateful to his ear would have been the lan-
guage of his country ! eried Mrs. Belmont. “ I would
tbat I bad had an opportunity of speaking to him."”

“ How doubly grateful breathed from sach a bcmg,
said Malcolm, in a subdued tone.

“ No flattery, Mr. Nocl, I beg,” replied Mrs. Bel-
mont; with gentle dignity, meant to repress a sotne-
thing that displeascd her in Malcolm’s manner, My
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accent is ncarer the native accent, than it is possible
for the English (except in very rarc instances) to ac-
quire, and therefore, and therefore only, had it been
delightful to his car.. Poor fellow,” she continued, re-
suming her usual sweetness, “ I fancy he could have
Jjoined us this morning on the subject of home both
cloquently and feclingly.” ’

Malcolm did not reply, he seemed struck dumb, and
spoke bat little more for the rest of the evening ; and
when Mrs. Belmont rose to depart, she pointedly re-
quested Mr. Anncsley to be her escort.

Mrs. Belmont, though forty years of age, scarcely
looked more than thirty ; and though her beauty had
lost much of its brilliancy, and lightuess, (for she had
once, like Adela, been as aérial as the bride of Ze-
phyrus,) she still retained the softer graces, much of
thic animation and all of the elegance of her earliest
and happicst years. She was therefore still an object
cminently calculated to awaken love, though all idcas
on the subjcct had ever been as remote from her
thoughts, and as foreign to her wishes since Mr. Bel-
mont’s death, as if she had completed her centennary.
From the momecnt that left her sole guardian of her
child, she resigned all the vanitics of appearance.
The only eye she cared to please was closed for cver,
and prescrving merely the propricties, she renounced
all he superfluities of dress.

Black silk and black velvet fashioned after the style
of her country was her usual costume, and the only
ornament she ever wore was a small gold cross. Her
form was en bon point, but not so much so as to
affect her height or invade the grace of ber air or ges-
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ture: and her countenance wore a paleness that was
in perfect keeping with the dout ensemble of her ap-
pearance.

Such was Mrs. Belmont, and when we add to this
the far more powerful charms that result from an ele-
vated and elegant mind, from a gentle and excellent
heart, we may forgive Malcolm Noel, though he had
ecarcely numbered half her years, yielding to her
the dominion of his heart. Nothing is more casy than
to make love to a vain woman, she invitcs, nay sug-
gests all the common-place of gallantry, and kindly
spares her lover the tedious circumlocution that is
sometimes the prelude to “ popping the question.”
Far otherwise is it with a woman like Mrs. Belmont,
about whom there was that which Moore with some
partiality attributes solely to his own country-women.
She had— '

€

The wild sweet briary feuce
Which rouud the flowers of Erin dwells,
That warns the touch, while winning the sense,
Nor charms us least when it most repels.”

Maleolm therefore though long smitten, had not had
the coorage, (speaking in the lawyer’s phrase) to file
his declaration. His mauner had gradually become
more marked, and all the insignia of an incipient pas-
sion were soon betrayed in his conduct and discourse,
but the object of it though by no means deficient in
that intuitive apprehension, which is peculiar to the
sex on that subject, secure in the disparity of their
ages, and lamentably deficient in the article vanity,
was very slow to attribute his attentions and prefer-
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ence to any thing more than friendship, and the plea-
sure that springs from conversing with an informed
and congenial mind. Buat at length Malcolm’s pen-
chant became palpably apparent, and Mrs. Belmont
hoped to avoid the unpleasant dénoument, by assum-
ing a reserve foreign to the affability of her nature. It
was not however to be averted. The day following
her visit to the Annesleys, Malcolm appeared after a
sleepless night at Belmont Cottage—the flame that
would no longer be smothered in silence burst forth,
but only to be repelled. The calm dignity and good
scnse of Mrs. Belmont’s reply cffectually silenced all
further appeal—her youthful lover felt that her de-
termination was irrevocable as the dome of fate, yet
he~-

. ¢ Spoke not a word of sorrow. **
With a silence more express than language, he pressed

her hund, bowed, and withdrew ; and the next morn-
ing took bis departure for London.
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CHAPTER XII.

¢ As bees mix’d nectar draw from fragraut flowers,

So man from friendship, wisdom, and delight.
* L ] - L [ ]

Good sense will stagnate ; thoughts shut up want air,
And spoil like bales unovpened to the sun.

Had thought beem all sweet speech had been denied :
It ventilates our intellectual fives,

Aud burnishes the mental magazine,

Brightens for ornament and wets for use.”

THE morning that followtd the disclosure of Caro-
line’s story, was brilliant as she could have wished it;
and she rose in high spirits, looked out upon the
blue sky and augured that all looked well for her pro-
ject, for, like Richard, she would have held it an ill
omen had the sun not come forth.

The breakfast parlour, whose large folding doors
opened upon the garden, held that morning a singular
assemblage of youth and beauty. Adela, Emilia, and
Caroline wore their sweetest looks, the former tinged
with a slight melancholy, which, however, like the
moss round the rose only served to heighten her
loveliness. Emilia had been wandering in the garden
and—

-not Dian e'er
Came rosier from the woodland chase,"”

than did the brilliantly beautiful Miss Auber when she
came rusning to attend the summons to breakfast.
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Caroline was her second self, with only this difference,
she had more piquancy of *humour, and less sweet-
ness of expression. Sceton and Frederic were beaux
worthy of the Lelles—

¢¢ If hearts that feel, and eyes that smile,
Are the dearest gifts that Heaveu supplies.”

And the worthy Sir Hubert Auber was much inclined

to be of that opinion, hie had circling round him the
most

¢ Sensitive hearts, and sun-bright eyes"

the world could afford: and he by turns whispered
his admiration and delight to Lady Auber and the
Captain. ‘The latter however felt rather irksome, on
the frequent repetition of the dose, for he was of the
opinion of Mrs. Primrose, the good vicar’s wife, < that
handsome is what handsomc does.” He had never
digested the circumstance of secing Miss Belmont and
his son in the gallery, on the first night of their arrival
in town ; he fancied Seeton was deficient in his at-
tentions to Miss Egremont ; a complaint he could not
make against Frederic with regard to Adela ; all these
things festered his mind and soured his temper, so
that it grew a rewnark with Sir Hubert that ill-health
had made his brother * quite testy.”

Breakfust was scarcely over, when a servant put a
card into the baronet’s hand, and in a few minutes
the Honourable Mr. Chudleigh was announced. The
simultaneous rising, the general and cordial greeting,
announced he was a welcome visitor, and to none
more so than to Captain Auber, who immediately
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placed hiin a chair near Caroline, and taking anothcer
on the other side of him, began inquiries after the
health of Mrs. Chudleigh (the gentleman’s mother,)
and a long list of his relatives. Caroline, whose na-
ture (to her father at least) appeared perversity itself,
soon vacated her scat, and coming round to Adeln,
whispered, that ¢ Mr. Chudleigh was Emma'’s brother.”
Miss Belmont soon saw from the direction and cx-
pression of his eyes that he would willingly be some-
thing more to Carolinc; and she guessed also from
the manner of Captain Auber, that Mr. Chudleigh’s
suit met his approbation.

Caroline, whose mind had ncver wandered from her
plan of the preceding night, began to meditate an
exit with Adela from the breakfast room ; but, alas!

¢ The wisest schemes of men and mice
gang aft awry.”

The subject on the tapis was an excursion to Rich-
mond ; the day was fine, and not too hot, for therc was
a delightful air stirring. Frederic, who carried every
thing with a coup de main, undertook to superintend
the arrangements, Lord Milsom came in as a power-
ful auxiliary, and Caroline found herself carried away
by the current, nolens volens.

“ We will storm your father’s castle, my lord,”

“said Emilia, alluding to the Earl of Errol's seat at
Richmond.

] fear you will find it ill prepared,” replied he,
smiling. “ I mean not in point of defence, for what
garrison could hold out against such besiegers ; but I
mean with regard to entertainment. You know my
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father has long retired from the world and is almost a
hermit.”

“Then here is one who is just in a mood to take
counsel at his holy shrine,” said Seeton, waving his
hand towards Caroline, ¢ for she looks as if she was
refenting all the mischief she had done in her life.”

Mr. Chudleigh advanced, and taking her hand in-
quired in a voice of so much tenderness if she was ill,
or if any thing bad bappened to distress her, that
Adcla was hurt for him, when she saw her turn coldly
away with only a slight inclination of her head. When
they retired like the rest of the ladies to equip them-
sclves for the cxcursion, she gently reproved her for
it; but Caroline defended hersclf from the charge by
observing—

“ You cannot be too cold to the man you do not
mcan to encournge ; and [ believe you can guess what
chance Harry Chudleigh has with me. Therc is that
indefatigable monster, Frederie,” she continued, as
the high and joyous tones of her brother’s veice met
her ear. “ He’d get a yatch though he went to Yemen
forit!”

* And you do not blame him,” cried Adela, with a
somewhat arch expression in her eyes, ¢ for a temper
50 similar to your own! Heaven preserve the object
of your confederated operations ; whatever were your
designs, escape would be impossible.”

“ It would be,  Neck or nothing and company,’ I
supposc you think,” cried Caroline, trying to rally.

On their going down stairs they found Colonel Mel-
ville and his daughter addcd to the party they had

left. Adela was presented to them, and while the
6 Q
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Colonel with the assistance of his glass was examining
her face, his daughter did her the honour of address-
ing her.

¢ ] saw you in the park the other morning with
that fellow ?”’ cried she, nodding with the koowing
air of a jockey, and pointing with her whip at FR-
deric.

« Probably, madam,” replied Adela, surprised and
disconcerted at her manner.

“ Ah! ] remarked you wcre the prettiest woman in
there,” she rcsumed, lashing her boot with her whip,
an appendage she was seldom without, especially of a
morning. “You’ve an uncommonly pretty figure for
a habit.” She spoke iu so loud a tone that cvery
person in the room were us much in possession of
what she said as the onc she addressed, and Adela
felt her situation very awkward. 1 never saw you
before. I suppose this is your first visit to Londoun "
she added abruptly. Adela replied in the affirmative—

“ Ah! 1 thought I'd never secn you before; and
Finley said you were quite a new face,” cried the fair
and confident catechiser.

Captain Auber, infinitely to Adela’s rclicf, now ap-
proached, and endeavoured to press Miss Melville into
the party to Richmond; butshe pleaded a multitude of
cngagements, and telling her papa she was rcady
whenever he was, the Colonel immediately rose, and
they made their bows; for Miss Melville withdrew
more with the air of an accomplished sportsman,
than of a woman of fashion, to say nothing of delicacy.

Every thing in this cxcursion was new to Adels,
and she forgot all that had ever given her pain, as
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they passcd along the bosom of the silver Thamcs.
Even Caroline seemed to lose her chagrin, while con-
templating the beauties of its verdant banks which
increased as they approached Richmond. A tone of
the happiest, sweetest feeling, pervaded a large ma-
jotity of the party, and they were received by the old
Earl on their arrival at his mansion with the kindest
welcome.

¢ Our ancient monarchs had taste when they fixed
their residence here,” said Secton, as they began their
wandcrings through the beautiful scenes of Richmond.

“ Perhaps,” observed Mr. Chudleigh, “ the etymo-
logy of the word may be traced from that circum-
stance, rich and monde meaning, when put togcther,
the rich world, an appellation equally applicable to its
natural and civil advantages.”

'« No,” replied Mr. Auber, “ the name is not older
than Henry the Seventh, who called it so from that
district of Yorkshire which gave him the title of Earl.
But your ideca may still hold good, for in some re-
spects it is applicable to both places. This place was
formerly called Sheen, which signifies in Saxon, bright
or shining, and it is still to my ear an expressive
word, though we scldom mect it now but in Scotch
poetry, or pieces that affect the quaintness of the old
style.”

“ Obsolete words, are like the poor devils in a con-
demned regiment,” observed Frederic;  when once
they get into such company you hear no more of
them.”

“ This place was also the residence of Edward the
First, the conqueror of my country,” cried Adela,
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‘“and the destroyer of her bards. Here his heart has
palpitated in horrid triumph over the memory of his
deeds of blood: here perhaps he’ meditated with
savage joy over the fate of the noble Wallace! And
ke is called the English Justinian !”

< The world,” replied Seeton, “looks only to gr&s
results, it weighs neither means nor motives : if the
aggregate of a man’s actions are brilliant and success-
ful, it takes little heed of the details which made them
such.”’

¢« No,” said Caroline, ** those delicate little investi-
gations are left to the circle of dear private friends;
who the moment they have the felicity of finding a
hole in the mantle of character, poke their fingers
into it, (merely from the laudable spirit of inquiry,) till
the breach is irreparable.”

“ Your indignation against Edward the First, Miss
Belmont,” cried Captain Auber, who was a true disci-
ple of legitimacy, and who, as Grattan said of Burke,
would not sleep easy upon his pillow, unless he
thonght the king had a right to take it from under
his head ;—* your indignation against our first Ed-
ward may appease itself in reflecting on the fate of
the Second.”

¢ You mistake Miss Belmont much, sir,” inter-
rupted Frederic, warmly, ¢ the sufferings of the son
do not the less awaken the pity of a heart like hers,
because he sprung from a cruel father.”

Lord Milsom saw displeasure gloom the Captain's
brow at Frederic’s warmth, and anxious to change the
subject, and by that means dissipate unpleasant feel-
ings, observed—

’
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¢ ‘This is a spot rich in recollection. Here the tur-
bulent Henry breathed his last, and here the proud
prerogatived Elizabeth wandered with Essex, Here
Shakcspeare sometimes visited his august mistress,
and perhaps conccived among its shades some of those
blhutiful creations of his wondrous mind.”

“ It is a rule with me,” cried Caroline, never to
praise Shakespeare.”

“Why ?” inquired Mr. Chudleigh, ‘“not, I am sure,
becanse you do not admire him.”

 Simply,” she replied, ¢ because every body does.
1 loathe the namby pamby I have so often been ob-
liged to listen to about him, from those who can no
more appreciate his bcautxes, than an owl can the
splendour of the san.”

“ Our worthy sister,” nbscrved Frederic, aside to
Seeton, “is in n most devilish bad humeur to-day,”
and then turning to her with a provoking affectation
of silliness exclaimed— He was a very pretty writer,
Miss !

Adcla langhed, and Frederic’s spirits seemed to be-
come from that moment uncontrolably buoyant. He
loved Miss Belmont, and had done so from the first
moment he beheld her, but no favourable opportunity
had offecred for declaring himsclf. His character
never led him to look on the gloomy side of the pic-
ture of life, therefore every project that fancy sketch-
ed was ever coloured by the rosiest hues of hope.
Svch was the present case. Impressed with no con-
temptible opinion of his own merits, he flattered him-
sclf he should not find her immoveable; he felt
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certain of the co-operation of Caroline ; and as for his
father, as he had hitherto escaped entanglement from
“ his ill-omened machinations,” (by which termn he
always designated the Captain’s spirit of match-mak-
ing) he trusted to get happily married in spite of him.
He had no scruple, if it should be necessary, of “ stcal-
ing a march,” and taking the beaten path of the
North Road. To Frederic nothing seemed difficult
or impossible till he proved it guch, so that his ex-
pectations continued sanguwine to the very verge of
disappointment.

If Adela’s memory had not recurred to some days
spent in North Wales, she might have regarded this
as the sweetest of her cxistence. The balmy air; the
breathing scene, which diversificd by wood and watcr,
sun and shade in every exquisitc variety, scemed like
““a part of heaven dropped on carth;” the beings
that surrounded her, who with all thc graces of the
beaw monde, had much warm and gencrous fecling,
and unaffected vivacity; the perpetual vicipity of
Seeton Auber, whose attentions, too delicate to excite
obscrvation, were nevertheless unceasing, threw a
hale of happiness round her heart sweet and gentle as
her own nature.

The repose of the Earl of Errol’s drawing-room
after dinner was not unwelcome to the fair visitants,
who threw themselves on to the couches with some
acknowledgments of languor and fatigue.

“ Who is this young lady 1 have had the honour of
being introdaced to, to-day ?”’ said the Earl, address-
ing Seeton, as soon as the ladies withdrew.
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“ Her name is Belmont,” replied Mr. Auber;
¢ her family is I believe good, but I know little more
than that she was born in Wales.”

¢ Many years ago,” continued his lordship, * per-
haps as much as thre: or four and twenty, I knew a
gentleman of that name, and this young lady is the
very prototype of his wife. I was so happy as to
render him a service. It was during a short stay I
made at Florence.

“ Florence !”” eagerly repcated Sceton. ¢ Mrs,
Belmont is a Florentine.”

“ Then I have no doubt it is the same,” cried the
Earl. How singular that I should recognize the re-
semblance at this distance of time! It proves the
vigour with which we rcceive impressions in early
life, since amidst all the dilapidations of old Time, he
secms to have very little effect on our recollections of
that period. Is Mr. Belmont living ?”

“ No, my lord. From what I have been able to
gather he met the fate of most men of talent. Ge-
nius, like incense, gives not forth its sweetness bat in
sclf-consuming flames.”

“ Ah! he cspoused a strange set of opinions, which
occasioned a coolness between us,” said Lord Errol,
“ or else I admired him very much, and seldom en-
joyed the society of any one more than I did his. He
was designed for something great, Mr. Auber.- He
would have filled any station with honour, but there
was some foul play on the part of others, and much
folly on his own, that forbade the accomplishment.
Mrs. Belmont still lives ?” .
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 Yes, my lord, she has survived the wreck, and is
still a lovely interesting woman.’

“ Thet I can believe,” said his lordship.  Poor
thing! she was in great tiouble when she left
Florence !”

Tbe rest of the gentlemen had been wartly en-
gaged in a political dispute during the Farl’s conver-
sation with Mr. Auber, which was only interrupted by
a summons to tea and coffee in the drawing room ;
the disputants rose to obey the citation, and the Earl
leaning on Seeton’s arm followed them.

Mauch to the gratification of his supporter, this wor-
thy and venerable nobleman immcdiately advanced to
Miss Belmonl, and took her hand, saying—

“ My dear young lady, { find I am not mistaken in
8 supposition which entered my mind the moment [
beheld you. You are the daughter of an early and
valued friend, whom I admired for his brilliant talents,
and loved for his probity and worth: and 1 consider
myself happy in having met with you.”

Deep in his heart did Seeton rejoice in this circum-
stance, and this cordial friendliness which the Earl
evinced towards Adela, well knowing the weight it
would have with the world; and as deeply was he
charmed, as with perfect self-possession, casy gracc,
and glowing sensibility, she replied—

“ To_meet in your lordship a fricnd of my father's
is a pleasure sweet as it is unexpected, and I shall
number this day among the most honoured as well as
the most delightful of my life.”

During the remainder of the evening the Earl ncver
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quitted his seat by the side of Adela, of whom he
continued making ‘inquiries rcspecting her mother,
and with whom he appeared every moment more
pleased. When theéy rose to depart he expressed his
regret in terms the- most flattering, and orged her
making another and an early visit to Richmond.

“ 01! my lord, our visit to Derbyshire is not very
distant,” cried Caroline. * Your lordship will of
coorse be at Milsom Park, and Miss Belmont will
there find the leisure that London denics her.”

‘I must be content till then,” replied the Earl,
smiling good-humouredly, and he was again left to a
solitude which had long excited the surprise of the
circle in which be had once moved : for it was diffi-
cult for them to imagine how an occasional intercourse
with a select few, and an extensive library, could be
the voluntary choice of a nobleman of the Earl's for-
tunc and influence.
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CHAPTER XHI.

e e I 11 serVile weeds,
But yet of mien majestic. 1 observed him,
And ever as | gazed, some nameless charm—
A wond’rous greatness, nuot to be concealed,
Broke through his form,”

¢ How graceful is the garb of wretchedness
When worn by virtue ! Fashion's turns folly ;
Their colours tarnish, and their pomps grow poor
To her magnificence ”

¢“1 wisg 1 could do as the prime minister of
Severus is reported to have done,” said Caroline to
Miss Belmont the morning after their excursion to
Richmond.

“ And what was that ?” inquired Adcla.

“ Send heralds on before to make proclamation
that no person should dare to meet us, or even 100k
at us.” ‘

[ could almost imagine,” rejoined Miss Belmont,
*¢ that the proud Duke of Somerset was lineally, or at
least collaterally descended from that worthy minister,
from the similarity of their humours.”

“It is now my turn to inquire. Pray how did he
shew his spirit of liberty and toleration ?”

< It is said,” replied Adela, “ that he had a running
footman who always preceded him, and one day
meeting an obstinate countryman driving a pig, he
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told him to get out of the way, for the Duke was
coming, and he did not like to be looked at.”

“ 0! don’t he?” said the unconciliating boor.
« But I’ll look at him, and my pig shall look at him
too,” and with .that he posted himself on the road
side holding up his squeaking companion by the ears.”

“ Well,” cried Caroline laughing, “ 1 trust we shall
meect uone cqually determined to stare at us; and
heaven forefend there should be any one at Selby’s
that 1 know ; for another intcrruption would craze
me !”

The fates were propitious, and the two friends
reached the wagazine des modes uninterrupted. Miss
Auber, as:she bad insisted on doing, gave instructions
for both dresses, and then hurried away, merely whis-
pering Adela, that she would be sure to find her in
Crosvenor Square.

Adela requested Mrs, Selby to have a hackney-
coach sent for, and then threw herself into a chair to
yield to an indescribable melancholy that came over
ber, which was only interrupted by the vehicle rolling
to the door.  For the first time in her life she was
alone, and lelt to act for hersclf, whatever might oc-
cur, and the timidity of her nature filled her with in-
definable apprehensions. She threw herself back in
the coach and drew her bonnet down over her face
to prevent any chance of her being rccognised, yicld-
ing herself up to reflections which flew from Loudon
to Wales, and from Wales to London with the rapidity
of light. At last the coach stopped with a sudden
jolt, and rousing herself from her reveries she began
to anticipate the rcsult of her visit, supposing she had
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reached her place of destination : but it was nothing
more than a casual obstruction of the way. As she
sat waiting with some impatience the moment when
she might agein move on, two persons of whom she
could see nothing, but the tops of their hats, stopped
in conversation close by the coach door.

“ And where is your brother now ?” said a voice
which she instantly reeognised as Malcoim Nocl’s.
Her first impulse was to make herself known and in-
quire after her mother, but a moment’s reflection was
sufficient to restrain her, and she shrunk still closer
into a corner of the coach as she heard a vulgar voice
reply—

“ \Why sir, he’s gonc to Boney Serious.”

¢ That is in the neighbourhood of Wellington |
should suppose,”’ she heard Malcolm answer; and
her imagination readily pictured the sly laugh with
which the remark was accompauied, though it was
too low to reach her ear.

¢ No, sir,” said his companion with a shake of the
head, which she could perceive from the motion of
hat. =% It’s in some of them there Hindey Parts.”

The coachman at that moment cracked his whip,
and the poor hacks were again a-stir ; and in spite of
the rumbling of the machine in which she was en-
closed, and the noise of the streets, Adela relapsed
into her meditative mood. The characters to whom
she had been introduced since her arrival in London,
passed in review before her. The first and most con-
spicmous among these was Sophia Egremont, - the
destined bride of 8ecton. It may naturally be sup-
posed there was little predisposition in the mind of



UB, LOVE AT FIRST SIGHT. 183

our heroine to behold ber with a favourable eye ; but
under any circumstances Adela would soon have
penetrated the superficial veil that shrouded the de-
formities of her character. It is easier, says a shrewd
observer of men and manners, to hide a thousand
pounds than a hole in your coat; poverty soon be-~
comes apparent, even with those who are adepts in
putting the best leg foremost, how much sooner with
those, who, like Adela, never dream of disguising the
rcal state of affairs. Miss Egremont soon ascer-
tained that her circumstances were humble, that she
had no expectations, no conncctions, and treated her
accordingly.

Adela had yet to learn from the hcartless inter-
course of the world, that poverty is loathed as a
crime, and shunned as a contagion. Judging from
her own heart, she imagined the greater the distress,
thc morc deep would be the sympathy it would ex-
cite amoug mankind: and with an unconsciousness
that it would diminish her one iota in the estimation
of those who surrounded her, she discovered to every
one who took the trouble to draw her out, her un~
allied and portionless situation. Among those who
had been the objects of this ingenious artless line of
conduct, scarcely one did credit to the unsophisticated
goodness of the inexperienced heart from which it
sprung. In Miss Egremont it excited contempt, and
sunk Adela far below the level of her notice.. Lady
Ruthven, a heartless woman, but possessed of strong
sense, and some powers, smiled at her folly, and
sneered at her easy assumption of the jusignia of a
rank she was pot destined to fill  Mrs. Saugrober, who,
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after herself, loved nothing on earth but her niece,
and valued nothing but money, perfectly coincided
with the sentiments of the two former ladies. Butin
this, though there was much to annoy, and to distress
Adela, (as circurostances must daily bring her in con-
tact with these individuals,) the evil went no further :
far otherwise was it with the designs which instantly
took possession of Lord Egremont’s mind, who, cap-
tivated by the charms of her person, and the graces
of her manner, rejoiced to lcarn that she was poor
and unprotected.

- Of all Adcla bad yct seen, Emilia Auber was the one
to whom her heart most fondly and immediately at-
tached itsclf : as in theinstance of her love for Secton,
she found herself borve down by the impulse of an
instantaneous and involuntary impression. An irre-
sistible infatuation in favour of both seized upon her
mind ; but both were cqually unconscious of its ex-
istence ; prudence and suspicion served to keep up
the reserve Mr. Auber had assumed, though he could
not retain his coldness: and Miss Auber, occupicd
with the preparations for her marriage, and ever at-
tended by Lord Milsom, had little opportunity of cul-
tivating her acquaintance.

‘T'o Caroline however she still remained attached.
She was the sister of Seeton, and had many noble
traits of character; but hcr tcmper was hasty and
capricious, and her humour frequently virulent and
sarcastic: Adela feared her, and felt hers the last
boso in which she could repose confidence, or seek
for sympathy. -

When the coach again stopped, it was before the
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door of a shabby house not far from Temple Bar, and
a frame containing miniatures garnished a small and
dirty window. The door was opened by a large red-
faced woman, dressed in a black gown and white
apron, who in reply to the inquiry whether the artist
was at homne, which Adela had instructed the coach~
man to make, answcred with a strong Irish accent—

% 0! and I belave he is too.”

Miss Belmont alighted, and followed this daughter
of Erin into the parlour.

* Rin, Robert Laggou,” exclaimed she, addressing
her son, ¢ and see if Mr. Clarence is above, and tell
him a lady wishes to spake to him.”

The boy, who bad all the timidity about him which
is the result of ill-usage, flew to obey the command,
ont he had scarcely reached the stairs when he was
recalled with the voice of Stentor.

¢ Robert ! Robert, come back I say.”

He returned instantly, but his attitude was that of a
crouching dog who expected punishiment.

“ Ye'll shet the door after ye anither time,” cried
his mother grasping his car; and then flinging him
out of the room, she slammed the door after her in a
manner that made Adela start.

“ 1 am sorry, my dear,” cried our heroine, address-
ing the child, “ to have been the cause of your com-
mitting a fault that has subjected you to such punish-
ment,” but the boy half sullen, half bashful, made her
no reply, but softly opening the door, slipped through
a space scarcely large enough to admit a mouse, and
made his exit. In a moment after his mother re.
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turned, and with a mixed expression of humility and
satanic malignity in her countenance, curtsied to
Miss Belmont as she said— C

* Indade ma’am, I am sorry to inform you Mr.
Clarence is not at home,” and immediately her eye,
which was at once sly and ferocious, scrutinized Adela
as if she sought to penetrate her soul. Embarrass-
ment was sufficiently visible in the countenance of
one who anxiously wished her commission at an end,
feeling the inconveniences attendant on it; indeed
she was half tempted to return immediately to Caro-
line, and intreat her to think of some other means of
administering to her lover’s necessities ; but she was
too generous to entertain such a thought long.

“ Do you expeet Mr. Clarence shortly ?”’ inquired
Adecla.

“ 0! I'll engage he’ll not be long," said M. Lng-
gon. * He never is.’

¢ Have I then your permission to wait a few mi-
nutes ?” ‘ ]

¢ To be sure, and with a thousand welcomes. Is
there any thing you'd like to take, Miss ?”

“ Not any thing I am obliged to you,” was the re- '
ply. At that moment the boy re-entered the parlour,
and sideling up to his mother whispered something in
her ear. Her countenance, which at first exhibited a
species of stupid absorption, as she listened to the
purport of the whisper, gradually gained a sneering
malignity, and then a blazing fury, and darting out of
the parlour, the door of which she left' wide open,
Adeld heétird her descend the kitchen stairs with a



OR, LOVE AT FIRST SIGHT. 131

heavy tramp, and commence the following strain of
invective, which was at first uttered in that low drawl-
ing tone of malignancy, which (to use the very force-
ful idea of Coleridge,) *“is to the ear, what the pale-
ness of anger is to the eye.”

“ Indade ! and ye’re rading arc ye, ye dirty drab ?
Och! and had'nt you better step up to the parlour,
and discourse us your larning.”

“1 have ready'd the place ma’am,” replied the
gentle accents of a young and female voice, and whose
broguc discovered her to be the countrywoman of her
task-mistress,  and when her work is done | thought
any slave might rest.”

“ Rest ! and why should you rest ?”’ exclaimed the
incensed Mrs. Laggon. ¢ Don’t 1 pay ye your wagcs,
and give ye your fading? Bad luck to you, and you
call this claening do ye? Down on your dirty joints
and do it over agen ye lumberdust by the time I come
back.”

Adela pitied from her soul the uvhappy victim of
this snvage woman, and she could not but wonder
that a boy who evidently suffered much from the vio-
lence of her nature, should be instrumental in subject-
ing another to it ; for it was evident he was the tell-
tale who had produced the mischief.

“ I'll engage,” exclaimed Mrs. Laggon returning to
the parlour,  that your thinking what a mane vulgar
cratchure I am to be making this botheration. I'm
proud and imparious sometimes, but what o’that ? |
have that which may make me proud and imparious.
I didn’t come here without a shoe to my fut!” and

6 s '
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she kept walking about with a lofty air, and a duplex
‘motion of the head, which consisted in perpetually
turning it from side to side, and nodding at thc sahe
time,

Adela, perfectly alarmed at her situation, was anx-
ious to be gone, and rising from her seat, said—

“ If what you have been saying ma’am implies an
apology, permit me to say it is unnccessary. | have
alrcady trespassed too much, and I will hasten to wish
you good maorning.”’

“ Och! now and will you be going away ?** cried
Mrs. Laggon in a whining tone. * I know I’'m a bad
timper, and that’s the warst my warst inimy can say
o’ me, and I’'m sorry after when 1 think I've ill used a
poor cratchure ; and that I've done just now perhaps
—but niver mind. TI'll engage I shall be the loser!
Judy ’Il have a new gown for this.”

Novice as Adela was in the world, and slow to
penetrate character, this last speech did not deecive
her for a moment. No ray of generosity ever linger-
ed in the tiger-like eye of. Mrs. Laggon, no linc of
fecling or good hamour cver marked her doggish
mouth : and bitterly did Adela lament she could not
rescue that mild-voiced girl from her power.

“You don’t spake Miss,” again rcsumed Mus.
Laggon.  You're thinking ill of me, I'll engage.”

“ [t is impossible,” replicd Miss Belmont, © that 1
can cnter into the merits of the case.”

“Och! no matter, no matter!” and she resumea
her nervous walk or rather protwl about the apartmént.
Just then her son cxclaimed—
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“ 0! mother, here is Mr. Clarence.”

“ And why don’t ye rin and open the door, fool
was her reply. '

The next moment Clarence entered the passage, he
was bowing en passant to the half obsequious, half
ironical curtsey of his landlady, when she cried—

“ Ah! now see what your like to lose by passing
without spaking a word to me. Here’s a young lady
been waiting for yon this half hour, I'll cugage.”

“ A lady !” he ejaculated, and in his flushed cheek
and brightening cye, as he entered the parlour Miss
Belmont casily discerned that he had expected to sce
Caroline; for his eye saddencd the moment he be-
beld her, and as he bowed profoundly the colour fled
and left his cbeek pale as marble. Had Adela not
known his story, she could not have viewed him with-
out emotions of interest and admiration. His clothes
were worn, much worn, but they were in good
order ; his voice was low, but not weak nor tremu-
lous; his air was melancholy, but not humble. He
scemed one whose spirit might be broken, but not bent.

Adela felt for a moment at a loss how to begin, so
many thoughts and feelings hurried through her mind ;
but seeing an anxiety to know the import of her visit
gather on his brow, she said in a voice whose tones
of sweetness emanated from a heart deeply touched
by his situation—

‘I have seen some miniatures, the execution of
which I admire, and I wish to have mine taken; will
it be inconvenient for me to give you the first sitting
this morning ?”
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Mrs. Laggon, who had not thought proper to with-
draw, stood aside mimicing Adela’s manner, whose
carriage and conduct, unpretending as she was, threw
her to an immeasurable distance, and for which as
well as for the high crimes of being young and beauti-
ful, she was incurring the hatred of a being who stood
alone in perfidy.

¢ Certainly not, madam,” replied Clarence, ‘“allow
me the honour of conducting you up stairs.”

Adela followed him to a large, and almost empty
room on the second floor, and as she did so, first felt
the unpleasantness, if not the impropriety of her being
unattended. As soon as he had placed a seat for her,
he rung: a light step answered the summons, and
in the inquiry—‘ Did your honour ring?” Adela

distinguished thce same voice she had before heard
from the kitchen.

““ A glass of water if you please, Margaret,” said
Clarence.

*¢ Is that the servant of the housc ?”’ asked Adela.

€ It is madam,” he replied, ““and she realises all
that has been said of the virtues of her conntry people.
1f ever the milk of human kindness flowed in the
breast of woman it does in hers. Sheis the very spirit
of charity, gentlencss, and fecling.”

He spoke with a fervour that made Adela fancy it
sprung in part from gratitude, and that this poor girl,
humble as she was, had found the means to serve
him ; but it had been but in the kindness of her man-
ner, and that was much to the lonely and the aching
heart of him who received it.
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The girl returned and presented the'glass to Cla-
rence, who evidently appeared as if he wanted re-
freshment ; and as Adela saw the glass raised to his
feverish lips, saw the unaffected and manly submis-
sion to a rigorous destiny that characterized his air,
she felt the tears in spite of every effort course each
other down her cheeks. She turncd to the window
to hide her emotion, and seemed to be busied with a
book that lay on the seat ; but her attention was not
one moment withdrawn from the objects that so
deeply interested her; and she heard the servant
whisper—

“ The laundress is below, sir.”

¢ Tell her,” replied Clarence, in a tone which, sub-
dued as it was, was still full of agony, “ Tell her
she may dvpend on me in a day or two.”

The girl was quitting the room, wheén Adela
turned round, saying—

¢ 1 wish you would favour me also with a glass of
water.’

“In a thought, madam,” cried the willing and
cheerful creature, and there certainly was not room
for many ere she returned. Miss Belmont sipped the
water, as her asking for it was little more than an
excuse to be able to give the poor girl something,
and returning the glass she slipped a guinea into her
hand.

 Och! many thanks to your ladyship, no.”

“ But T intreat you.will accept it,” said Adela with
carnestness, ‘“ receive it as an earnest of the interest
I feel in your sorrowful situation—my estimation of
your amiable nature.”
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¢ Och | madam, what is it I see ?”’ cried Margaret,
as the tears again filled Adela’s eyes. * It is long
since a drop of pity, or words of kindness have flowed
to me !”" and her own glistening eye spoke the sensi-
bility of her soul.

¢ 01 don’t stay bothering here,” the Stentorian
voice of Mrs. Laggon was heard, cxclaiming, “ go
yoursilf and spake to him, he don’t expect ye wash
his dirty duds for nothing 1 suppose; and, hark ye,
sind that laggering bundle of rags, Judy, down to
me.”

A step was now heard ascending the stairs, and
Clarcnce’s cheek became if possible still paler. Mar-
garet no Jonger rejected the guinca, but kissing the
hand that presented it, flew down stairs, and took the
importunate laundress with her. Adela knew the
destination of her guinea, she had read the intention
in Margaret’s blue eyes, and she mentally thanked
Heaven that she had made her the instrument of
saving the aching heart of the ill-fated Clarence an
additional pang.

% Madum, ] fear you are unequal to the task of giv~
ing me a sitting this morning,” said Clarence, evi-
dently regaining composure with the descending steps
of the dunning laupdress. ¢ You look faint and ex-
beusted.”

In truth, Adela felt so, but she knew if the picture
was not commenced, she would have no pretext for
leaving a deposit, which Caroline had told her she
might safely do, as it was customary. Recalling there-
fore her shattered spirits, shc assuined a tone of some
checrfulness, and begged him to commence.
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Every idca of the incotiveniences, or chances te which
she had exposed, or might expose herself, vanished
from Adela’s mind ; no thought occupied her éouly no
feeling thrilled her heart that had not some reference
to the unfortunate Clarence, and the probubly still
more unfortunate Margaret. It was truc the former
had feelings quickened by cultivation, which were
laid bare to the quick ; but he had some hour when
he could shut out the world, and indulge the bitter-
ness of his soul in solitude. He could return the
proud look of the supercilious pride that scorned
him, and grapple with the ills of fate: but she, poor
helpless girl, was a domestic drudge “mid whose un-
ceasing toils there never rose a sabbath; she was'a
slave (o whom the liberty of thought wven would, if
passible, have been denied ; she had no resource but
passive submission to her hard lot. AhVtificial refine-
ment had not heightened her feelings ; but she was
cvidently one of those, who come from the hands of
nature with a vivid sensibility, and every day of her
toil-worn life she bled at cvery pore. Never had
Adela felt the ills of poverty till now ; she had beheld
all that a Javish cxpenditure could collect to adorn
and to dclight the beautiful Einilia Auber, without o
thought, without a wish for one bauble. Perfect
contentment with her narrow fortune had ever bless«
ed the placid current of her sequestered life; and
when she quitted it, to mix in the gay cifcles of
fashion and pleasure, the same acquiescent content-
ment still marked her feelings. No desire for wealth,
no idea that its possession' would add to her happi-
ness, cver glanced into her mind, But now ne other
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thought had room; to have been able to do all her
young and generous heart dictated for these victims
of a wayward fate, had becn the acmé of happiness.

¢ How fecble, madam, are the efforts of art in imi-
tating nature,” observed Clarence, as he cndeavoured
to catch the lincs of a countenance, enriched with ex~
pression from the fountain of a heart, noble as the
first that beat in paradise, c’er sin was known.

Adela felt the compliment implicd, but not express-
=d, and rising soon after, she observed—

¢ [ wish this miniature to be finished in the first
style, therefore let your demaund be regulated accord-
ingly. What hour shall 1 attend you to-morrow for
another sitting ?”’

¢ Any hour you plcase, madam,’
¢ or, shall I wait on you?” .

“ 0! no,” ‘cried Adela carnestly, from the consci-
ousness of the impossibility of such a plan, “ I will
be here at twelve”” Then drawing a note from her
pockel-book she presented it to him, saying, * I shall
be punctual.”

“ Stay madam,” said Clarence, “I fancy you arc
under some mistake—this is ten pounds, which will
be the utmost charge of the miniature.”

“ It is immaterial,”” said Miss Belmout, I have none
smaller about me. Good morning.” And she hasten-
ed down stairs, attended by Clarence. Mus. Laggen
opened the street door, and Adela shruuk from her
with horror as she passed her. ¢ Grosvenor Square,”
said she to the coachman, as she past into the carriage,
and then bowing, with a smile radiant as light to
Clarence, who still stood at the door, she drove away.

said Clarence;
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When Adela rgacbe& Lpt‘d ont’s,’ ;
the drawing-room full af J!w!‘ﬁ &%
was seated at ne,of the win(! e{‘e sﬁa bad
keeping wetch with mn ‘ghxiety whmﬁ miade’ every
minute appear an dge. Mr. Apber, with 3
nance remote ﬁ»om any expression of pleasure, w;u:
standing beside “Miss’ ‘Egremtmt, who, aeute;d oft &
splendid couch near which stood her haxp, m tﬁfmg
him some tale that appeared to mm‘ut ‘her mtwh.
Mrs. Saugrober sat at ber back, as if listening to od
oracle ; and the rest of the company were mti&red“
in various groups.

Every eye was turned on Adela as she entered aifd
never had she looked half so beautiful, for—

*< *Tip the mental medium it shines through
‘That lepds t heapty all its charms and bue.”*

That cherub-like innocence, that dove-like soft softmgss,
and, above all that tots] absence of all thought &f self,
which characterized her, blended this moruuiq with a
radiance of countenance that had its source in o
glowing benevolenee, She had left hnfae énd pesace,
where ull had bee¢n anxibty and distress ; and she
came forth with & spirft that embraved the whole hu-
man race as the kindred of her love, and she Jooked
ronnd her with an expression ‘which scetied to say,
“ Whom shall I take to my bosom first 7 But there
wee none there fitted to be received to thit Yegion
of purity, where the passionless spirit of an angél new
from heaven might have slumbered. A m%mrtff
irreptessible admiration filled the ‘roorn. Loﬁ‘d

mont immediately sdvanced, ‘tobk Rer hand
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her to a scat, but she merely bowed in acknowledg-
ment, and passed on to Caroline, whose hand she
pressed with an expressive look. *

From the moment of her entrance, Mr. Auber had
ceased to understand or even hear a single word the
fair Sophia was addressing to him ; and soon after,
anconscious of the appearance it must have to his
mistress, and those who surrounded bim, he walked
entirely away.

¢¢ Carda ronud his beart were pun

That could not, wonld not he nmloue ;™

w*
and perplexitics the most cracl occupicd his thonghts.

“ Who,” cried he mentally, s the blissful being
who bas kindled this rudiant bappiness in her soal ?
Who has dissipated the tender melancholy that fed
my fruitless hopes ?”

Miss Egremout’s chagrin was too apparent to be
hid, though she was no inglorious adept at disguising
her feclings.  Rising from her scat she passed Adela
with proud scorn that fell harmless, for it was uot
perceived.  Lady Rutbvew’s feelings were not very
dissimitar, for Lord Egremont scemed to have lost
all control over himself, and paid Adela the most
extravagant compliments and the most murked at-

tention.
The cntrance of the beautiful Emilia, accompanicd

by Lord Milsom, and soon after Frederic, the Earl of
Errol, and Captain Auber, gave a new tarn to the
thoughts and feelings of the company.

“ The Earl of Errol "’ was uttercd in various tones
of surprisc by a varicty of voiees, aud he was met by
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congvatulations on all sides, and, after replying to
them with his usual urbanity, much to the amaze-
ment of all, fd the mortification of some, he went
up to Adela, and taking her band dfew a chair by her
side as he said— '

* You should sct for your picture this morning.”
Adela smiled to think she had actually done so, as she
s eplied— ,

“ Why, my lord ¥’ ‘ *

“ Because I would have your pre: . ..
beyond the chance of change.”

 But where would your lordship seek thegprtist >
suid Frederie. ¢ What merely mortal pencil, guided
Ly a merely mortal band, could make such an at-
temipt 77

«“ aud what might not be the consequence of his
rashness 7 exclaimed Oscar Finley.

Adela finding the strain of compliment run high,
rosv from her scaf, intending to rejoin Caroline, who
in a mood of silence totally uulike herself had walked

“to tue further end of the room : as she passed Miss
Egremont’s harp, part of her drapery touched the
chords of the instrument which pmduccé a sound.

“ A challenge ! said Frederic, intercepting her,
* you must indulge us with a song.”

* Lord Iigremont, whom the late arrivals had a
little discomfited, seconded Frederic’s request; the
Earl, Oscar Finley, and several others joined ; Seeton
alone was silent. Lven Captain Auber, on whom the
Ear} of Errol’s mention of her father and attention to
hersclf had had its full weight, was among the peti-
tioners, observing to the Earl that ¢ she sung like a
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syren, and that he had repeatedly had the pleasure of
hearing her when he had the happiness of residing
near the amiable Mrs, Belmont, in Wal®,”

“0O! my dear sir,” cried Frederic, grasping his
father’s hand, with real plcasure, “ you are a pow-
ergl ausiliary indecd !”

Borne down by a torreut it was fruitless to oppose,
she scated herself at the instrument, and all, whose

olififits weve apt possessed with a legion of evil pas-
smns, gazed on ihe angelic sweetness of her face and
the sylph-'limz graces of her form with rapture : but
the brillancy of her expression bad faded, some
thoughts bad come vver her mind which had sadden-
od her spirit 3 but even this, so far from deteriorating
the charm that hovercd over her, added cffict to the
air she bad chosen. There was, as Leigh Hunt would
have said, a ¢ pin-dropped silence’ as with tones of the
richest melody, and the most thrilling sweetness, she
sung the following words :—

¢ 1 may not tell the thoughts that steal
Tov often o’er my pillow’d rest 5
1 may not breathe the hope T feel,
When Fancy tells me to be blest
I may not tell the form shie shows,
T'he smiles with which shie fills my teain;
Aud least of all I dare disclose
The fears that chase those dreams again.”

A brilliant symphony, gave liberty of respiration to
thosc who did not dare to breathe while her voice
vibiated, and all was cestatic silence as she sung
with increasing fecling and sweetness the concluding
verse.
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« But | may tell of wishes pure
As e’er to holiest hopes were given;
Aund 1 may tell of prayers I'm sure
‘That have their registry in Heaven ;
For they were warmly breathed for one
From every taint of folly free.
0! be his fate one line of sun ;
Leave all its sombre shades to me,”

An audible sigh followed the last thrill of her voice,
and rendered her inscnsible to the bpret ~f- =
ments that was poured around he BTN Y
prisoncr bhad trembled from the b % _eton,
and fouud an echo in her own. Caroline soon after
proposed their retnrn to Russel Square, arfl as the
mixed cmotions of her heart ill accorded with the
surrounding glittering scene, she gladly rose to ac-
company ber.

“Stop! stop!” cried the Earl of Errol, “ Miss
Auber, what makes you in such a hurry ? Augustus,”
he contivued, addressing his son, ““ring for the car-
riage. Let me have the pleasure of setting you down
in Russel Square, ladies.”

* Your lordship dines with Sir Huobert to day ?”
said Lord Milsom. His lordship replied in the affir-
mative,

“ Ah! my lord,” cricd Ewmilia, ** mamma 1s not a
little distressed that she was not apprised of the ho-
nour you intended us. I do not kuow whom we shall
have to meet you.” ,

“ Do not concern yourself about that, my love,”
said the Earl.  ““ You know a plain family dinver in
plain family way is my choice.” '
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Lord Egremont attcnded Adela to the carriage, as
did Mr. Finley the dejected Caroline ; the Earl follow-
ed; and the two gentlemen, having breathed wmany
complimentary regrets, and bowed their adicus, re-
turned to the drawing-room.

CHAPTER XIV,

¢ The fears of love—auch faniy
Perveracly busy to torment itseld,” THoMs0N,

ERrEe they had reached Russel Square, Adela had re-
gained her spirits. The kindness of the BEarl had a
sensible effect upon her grateful heart, and his per-
petual and honourable mention of her father tarned it
to the most pleasurable cmotions, so that on retiring
with Caroline to dress for dinner, she entered on the
subject of her visit to Clarence with all the cnthusiasm
she would have dove had it been broached on her
first return.

“ You saw him then, Adela?” said Caroline, in a
voice low and anxious. *“ You're stay was very long
I thought.”

Adcla recounted all that had passed, and what
she hud done, and Caroline appeared more satisfied.
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“ Now you have secn him,” she continued with
some of her usual cnergy, “tell me does he justifly my
preference ? or has he disappointed you

‘ My dear Carolive,” exclainied Adcla, “ my heart
was never so deeply touched before. His gentleness,
his paticnce, his misfortuncs, nced not language to
mahe them felt, he has a silent cloguence about him
which i9 trresistible, and I could almost have eaclaimed
as ! left him—

¢« —Brother of my adoption ! w the bond
Of every virtue wedded to my soul,

Luter my heart; 1t s thy property.” ,

Adela did not see whither her enthusiastic sensi-
biluv was hurmying ler; she had not penetration
cuoirzh to discern that her retuin hiad not removed
the anxety or Miss Auber, but tinctured it with ““a
green and ycllow melancholy.”™  Our beroive had
come back so different a creature from what she had
been at Mrs. Sclby’s, that as Caroline gazed at ber,
she blamed ber own imprudence in putting Clarence’s
Jove to such a test.  She recollected with agony how
ambiguofis had cver been the expressions of his pas-
swom, and in the event of his devoting himself to ano-
ther she would bave nothing to complain of: the
conduct that bad left her fiee bad preserved him so
too.

* And when do you make another visit?”, said
Miss Auber in a tone of curiosity.

« To-mortow at twelve,” ingenuously replied Adela,

“ And how do you mean to manage it?" asked

Miss Auber.



152 THE BEAUTY OF THE BRITISH ALPS;

f My dear Caroline! you speak as if the affair was
mine net yours. As to the means of going you know
1 depend centively on you.”
Blinded by the prejudice which had tuken posses-
sion of her brain, Caroliue appcarcd to herself the
agent of her own undoing, and replied with some
petulance—
“ Then 1 assure you my invention is exhausted, and
matters must rest as they do;” but the surprise of
Adela, who had cxpeeted to find her all gratitude,
and rapture, recalled her a litile to herself, and she
added, 1 am unwell and wucasy—pray leave me,
- Adela, I would not distress you with my afllictions.”
. This is most unkind,” cried Adcla, who soitcned

when she heard her say she was unhappy; for though
Adela could not penetrate the motives of her conduct,
she had begun to feel hurt and offended. * If you
are afflicted it is surely no time to leave you. What
has happened to make you thus uneasy ?”

The *hand that lay fondly, and lightly on her
shoulder, felt heavy and insupportable, and Cruroline
rose to relieve herself from it, saying—

“'Tis but a wayward humour, pray lcave me, I
shall be best alone.”

Adcla withdrew, and Miss Auber paccd her dress-
ing room, and thought and re-thought of the same
things till her brain was all confusion. One moment
she proposed to herself disclosing the whole affair to
Seeton and seeking his agency, but Clarence was
obscure of birth, poor and proscribed ; not such the
alliance Sceton would promote : for 3 moment she
turned to Frederic—it was ouly for a moment. He
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had all the folly, the rashness of nineteen ; he would
in all probability embroil every thing, and make mis-
chief without intending it. “ And were they,” she
mentally continued, ¢ all that I could wish, what
would be the result? Would not Clarence have as
much cause as ever to preserve silence on.the subject
of our love ? and if what he has felt for me is only
gratitude, if the fatal beauty of another has waked a
real passion in his soul, I should be but calling him
into the spherc of her influcnce—no cold distinctions
would rise betwecen them-—their fortune and their
fate are much the same,” Worked up to a fever of
passion, she continued pacing her room till the sound
of a neighbouring clock warned her that the dinner
hour could not be very distant, and she hastened to
thy business of the toilet.

Adcla, whose dressing had not occupied her long,
to while away the time before dinner, stepped into
the library, feeling in no mood to join the company in
the drawing-room. She had nearly advanced to the
table which stood in the centre, and on which Jay an
open volume of plates, before she recoguized Mr.
Auber ; she started and blushed, and the consciousness
that she did so, only deepened her zonfusion; and
without reflecting on the singular appearance it must
have, she was hastily retreating, when Mr. Auber a#
hastily stopped her. ‘

“You fly me, Miss Belmont. You would have
staid had you not been so unfortunate as to find me
here. Do you command my.absence ?”’

| only came for a book,” she replied, and willing
to look any where rather than into the eyes that were

~

{ u
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gazing on her, she fixed bers on a picce of paper which
hung almost entircly out of a pocket-book he was
holding in his hand. 1t was the note she had written
to his sister immediately after the accident that in-
troduced them to each other.  He followed the dirce-
tion of hcr eyey and his confusion became almost
equal to her own; he sought to hide it in adjusting
liis papers, when the entrance of Captain Auber found
them apparently the most guilty*of detected pairs.

“ Pray let me assist you in secking the book you
want,” cried Sceton, endeavouring 1o speak with com-
posure.

“ Do not give yoursell the trouble, sir, T shall find
it in your sister’s room perhaps ;7 and happy to make
her cscape she bastily rctired. The Captain imme-
diately closed the door, and advanced to his sou with
an air of the severest displeasure.

¢ Mr. Auber ! Mr. Auber ! what is the meaning of
this ? Is this the conduct you promised to observe ?
What mean these mectings with Miss Belmout ¢

“ These meetings as you term them, sir,” was the
reply, ¢ have occurred but twice, and >

“ And how long,” interrupted his father, < have
you been in town? but I repeat again, sir, what do
they mcan ?”

“ Nothing, sir : they were both, on my honour, per-
fectly accidenial.  And any confusion you way have
observed, arose- merely from the consciousness that
the circumstance of our being scen together, chance
as it was, would be misconstrued.” .

¢ I imagined mysclf fortunate,” resumed the Cap-
tuin, paying little attention to his sen’s last observa-
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tion, *in mecting in-our retirement in Wales such a
fawily as the Belmont’s. I thought I had procured a
companion for my daughter, as muct a stranger to
duplicity and statagem, as shc was to the world ; and-
from a being bred in such seclusion, I fancied I'had
nothing to fear from the machinations of artifice.”

¢ Hold, sir1” exclaimed Seeton, ¢ there is not that
being on earth but Qg)urself who had dared with im-
purity in my prescnce to question the purity of Miss
Belmont’s mind.  She s too guileless, too artless; I
see every hour of her life the unsuspecting ingennous-
ness of her natmc betraying hcr to unsconstructlon
and suspicion.” ‘

« And suppose such to be the case, sir?”’ warm!y
replicd the Captain, * what am I to infer from your
vrecting yonrself into her champion.”

“ The commion zeal that every man -must feel in
the defence of calumniated innocence. Hear me once
for all, sir, and let what I now say for ever silence your
suspicions, even though appearances may arise agains¢
mc. I should regard myseif as the hasest of mankind
if after the long assurance I have given to herself and
to the world, I broke my faith with Miss Egremont ;
I should regard myself the most ungrateful could I
forget her father’s exertions on my behalf in the late
election, aud his general tone of conduct towards me.
Rest then satisfied and sccure, tifat the day, that sees
the lady of age, sces the fulfilment of the engagemmr
by which we are mutually bound.”

“ As I listen to you, Seeton,” cried his father 50ft=

cuing, “1 caunot withhold my trust in your assur-
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ances; but when I leave you, a thousand apprehen-
‘sions again possess me. | have been lately speaking
"to Lord Egremont on the subject of abridging the
term of your probation ; for I shall never feel at peace
till the marriage has taken place. Here is his lord-
ship - most apropos,” continued the’ Captain, as the
" library door opened, and Lord Egremont entered.

“ We were just now on the old subject, my lord,”
said he, addressing his noble fric’ﬁd, “ the alliance with
your lordship’s family; and I bave been condoling
with my son, that the whkim of Mrs. Saugrober should
so long bave stood between him and his happiness.”

“ My sister is a singular woman, Captain. The
Dutch you know have an antipathy to early marriages ;
and all her notions arc tinctured from her long resi-
dence among them. [ believe she would have ex-
tended the term, if she had been permitted, four or
five years longer. Hang me if she ought not to have
lived in the time of the antidiluvian patriarchs, a man
might then spare a few years out of his life ; but now
that we are reduced to a mere three-score and ten,
und more than half of us never live to see that, me-
ments are too precious to be thrown away, to say
nothing of years. But the old lady must not be of-
fended, and Auber,” he continued clapping him on
the shoulder, ¢ bears it like a phi]osophe_r! I. under-
stand pext week makes Lord Milsom a happy man.
They spend the honcy-moon in Derbyshire, at his
Jordship’s seat near Matiock PV

“ Your information is correct, my lord. Your lord-
ship will be among the guests 2’ said Captain Auber.
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“ [ am expected, and Sophia will be there of course,
with her aunt. 1 suppose no member of your fannly-
will be absent ?” ’

« Not one. We are in hoarly expectation of thc
arrival of La Marquise de Pomenars from Paris,” re-
plied the Captain. ‘

“ What Sir Hubert’s eldest daughter? pray does
she bring her lord 'with her ?” -

¢ So I understand, and his danghter Adele.”

“ Ah!” observed his lordship, “she is a fine spi-
rited girl. ¥ saw a good deal of them when I was at
Paris ; they are people of great influence I assure you.
Why your worthy brother manages well for his girls,
don’t he 3

*“ Ab! my lord,” cried the Captain in a tone that
vxpressed how truly he felt what he said, ¢ he has a
happiness that falls to few parents. His children
make their own elections, and yet they are as wisc
and prudent, as if they acted under the guidance of
age and experience. It is thus that fortune falls un-
sought into the lap of somc! Sir Hubert, my lord,
gives himself not an iota of trouble ! To promote the
interests of my children has been the science of my
life ; and, cxcept in one happy instance,” (and he bowed
to Lord Egremont as he pointed to Seeton,) I have
found it one of difficulty, disappointment, and per-
plexity.”

His lordship shrugged his shoulder in reply, and
Sceton took the opportunity of making his bow. The
Captain warmed by his subject, and relieved by his
son’s departure, continued—* You are aware, my
lord, of my daughter’s rejection of Lord Wilion ?
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Well! judge my indignation at finding the Honour-
able Mr. Chudleigh likely to meet the same fate i
“ On my soul it is too bad,” crled his lordship,
. little wearied.

“ And there is Frederic,” pursucd the Captain,
-growing more and more interested in his subject, « it
"wants very little penetration to see that his way lays
clear before him. If ever woman looked with a
favourable eyé on man Miss Mclville does on him. 1
rcpresented this only as late as yesterday, as I have
done often before ; he went off like an explosion, you
would have imagined I had fired a train. ¢ Vague
fancies,” he exclaimed, ¢ that exist only in your own
imagination—I detest Miss Melville—[ have ever
shunned her society—and ever shall. T am free as
the wind of heaven, and will love but were 1 list.” All
my hopes, views, and wishes, like a blasted mine were
blown into confusion in an instant.”

“ Indeed, indced,” cried Lord Egremont, ** your
task is an arduous one. But is it not a piece of bad
generalship, bringing this Alpine beauty to town with
you?”

« My lord, such a woman is like a fire-ship, we scc
she brings destruction with her, but how is she to be
avoided ?”’

 Very truc,” observed hu lordship coqgly, “but I
think you may avert some of the mischief by circum-
spection. It strikes mc she has made no light im-
pression already on the heart of Frederic?”

¢ | feared as much,” cried the Captain in a voice of
bitterness. s

“ What views have her friends for her?” inquired
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Lord Egremont. * She will never bear sitting down
passively in Wales, after this introduction to life,”

¢ Her face is her fortune, so 1 imagine her views
and those of her mother’s arc directed to the usual
pmnt——mummony.

“ Ah! lovely as she is, she may find herself disap-
pointed. But she might make her fortune very,
casily, if she is not squeamish.”

Looks more than words conveyed his meaning to
Captain Auber, and in the same voiceless language
they were replied to.  “ Hypocrisy is a homage yice
pays to virtue,” and villain addressing villain, even in
the security of privacy, will rather imply, than cxpress
his meaning. These twe mature sinners soon under-
stood cach other, and the sacrifice of innocence, was
.y draw still closer the bonds in which intercst had
alrcady united them. Adela’s mere removal from the
world of fashion would never have given the Captain
half the sccurity which he felt in the present plan.
Did she rcturn to her mother in all the taintless in-
nocence with which she left her, what hindered the
impctuosity of youthful passion pursuing her to her
retreat, and immolating interest and ambition at the
shrine of love? But when she had once stepped be-
youd the pale of virtue, though she might still disturb
the fancy of his sons, the Captain kncw she could not
mar their fortunc. Confident of mutual support and
assistance, the gentlemen left the library to attend the-
summons to dinner. A large party was assembled,
from which, however, the ladics of Lord Egremont’s
family were absent ; and seemingly much to his relief,
for they all held a certain influence over him: his
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daughter, that which a spoilt and only child frequently
posscsses; Mrs. Saugrober, that with which her
wealth invested her—it was a chain, which though
sometimes galling was nevertheless of gold, and he
would not have broken one of the links, for the purest
freedom being ever breathed. Lady Ruthven’s power
was very generally seen, but little understood : in
fact, the ohject of a guilty passion during the life of
Lady Egremont, she now expected the only repara-
tion with which she would be satisfied. “I'heir con-
dugg had been sufficiently circumspecet, to lcave her
reputation, though not wholly untainted by suspicion,
sufficiently bright for ‘the mixed scene of fashionable
life, and she therefore wished to effeet her aim by
that quiet course which shonld give no handle to the
busy tongue of slander. Lord Egremont, like all
cowards,

¢ Willing to wound, but yet afraid to strike,”

preserved that doubtful, indecisive policy which nci-
ther promised the fulfilment of her hopes, nor yet
threatened a rupture. In the first days of their
adulterous intercourse, she had been the repository of
all the sccrets of a life of which * drinking, dicing, and
other nameless excesses,” formed the most innucent
part ; he therefore was fearfully in her power. He
konew also that her passions were violent, and her
powers were by no means contemptible ; he therefore
fclt, he had not only armed her with wcapons against
himself, but he had placed Lhem in hands willing and
able to use them.

At dinpner Lord Egremont seated himselfl next to
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Adela, and devoted himself to her with an obtrusive
gallantry, which was distressing to her as it made her
an object of gencral obscrvation, and as it precluded
the possibility of her addressing or being addressed

by any other person. Captain Auber occupied a
place at the other side, and the only consolation she

reccived from his vicinity, was finding by the urbanity

of his manners, and the gentleness and kindness of
the occasional attentions she received from him, that

hie retainetl no angry or unpleasant feelings from the

circumstances of the gallery or the library. Thus she

sat between two, (who, had their persons becn as

loathsome as their minds, had scarcely found recep-

tion in a lazar-house,) as uunsospicious as she was

beautiful, for—

t* Guodness thinks no ill
Where 00 ill seems.”

She waited impatiently for the moment when the
retireient of the ladies should release her; but -
Lord Kgremont rose also, and accompanied them to
the drawing-room. .

Caroline, though rattling with all the violence of
forced spirits, she remarked with pain had neither ad-
dressed her during the whole time of dinncer, nor, as
bad ever been her castom, joined her when it was over ;
but Lord Egremont left her littlc time to think, or to
observe any thing ; and infinitely was she rclieved when
a servant bringing her a letter afforded her a pretext
for retiring.

“ Who is it from, Adela ?”’ inquired Caroline, from a

7 X
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-

feeling of irrepressible curi‘osity,.and in' a tonc of af-
fected gaiety as our heroinc past her.

“ From mamma'” she replied, with a look and
voice so frank, that Caroline felt for a moment con-
scicnce-struck for the suspicions she had entertained.

It ‘was & sultry July noon, or rather evening, and
Adela retired to one of the shadiest spots of an ex-
tensive and beautiful garden, rich in all the luxuriant
gifts of that prodigal season. Her mother’s letter
breathed all the depth and strength of feeling and
tenderness, which a mind like Mrs, Belmont’s infascs
into every thing, and Adela was yct lingering over
its reiterated fonduess, when a sbadow crossed a line
of sunshine, that lay along the path before her: she
looked up, and met the eyes of Secton Auber fixed
on her with melancholy softness ; ere she could avert
her own, he bowed and passed on.

A new train of thought was awakeued, and she ran
back with a truth, which proves how faithful is the

" memory, of love, every evideuce of passion he had ever
given, and last not least came the treasured scroll
which she had-seen in his hand but a few hours be-
fore; she would bave shummed a retrospection so
fruitless and so improper to indulge: but Adela was
the child of impulsive fecling, and as the conviction
that her passion was returnéd deepened in her mind,
ber agony at the consciousness that it might never be
acknowledged became intense, and dropping her
mother’s letter from her hands, she covered her face
with them to shut out the beauties of a scene that

mocked her misery.
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She had Jnst droppcd lxu‘ whlte hands listlessly into
hier lap as the paroxysm of fecling past off, wheu she
started as a voice exclaimed—

“ Miss Belmont, by my hopes of happmcss!”
was Frederic Auber. “ Oh!” ‘hc continued, daumg
forward, “ the moment I have so long sought.is now
my own. Do not deny mc that moment. I have
much to say, and you must bear me,” and he seized
her hand to detain her. “ Doces it nced the cold
ageney of language to tell you, what my eyes must
long since have revealed? 1f it does, O! in what
words worthy of my feelings can I express the homage
my heart pays yon.” .

¢« Mr. Auber you must release me. You canuot
imagine bow much you are distressing me.”

¢ Thut I would uot do for the world., O! that a
minnte so rapturous to me, should be painful to you.
One word aud I release you, my too beautiful captive,
one word.”

« Indeed, sir, you offend, even more than you dis-
tress me,” and she stroggled to withdraw her hand.

“ ! Miss Belmont, the chilling colduess of your
tone and manner paralyzes my heart; and chills
the hope that your frankncess, your sweetncess, bither-
to has led me to cntertain.”

“ | had no intention, sir, of exciting mthcr hope or
fear, and I must insist that you let me pass.”

¢ 0! pardon me'thisviolence,” he supplicated, « for-
give a rebellion against your commands, for which
the strength of my passion must plead, which its fer-
vour, its devotion, must palilate. If to adorc you with
 the first ardours of ag only love; if to hold you as
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the sole arbitress of my future destiny ; my pride in
public, and my happiness in private life, is to be
guilty ; is to make me the wretch who merits, and is
to feel the weight of your displeasure : then am I the
most cursed of men. You are unmoved, Miss Del-
mount! Good God! you do not hate me "

There was a boyish candour in his voice, language,
and expression, a manly fire in his sparkling and in-
genuous eyes—and it is move than probable that bad
not the fatal prepossession in favour of his brother
filled her heart, she had not bcen insensible to the
graces and etrits of a youth so distinguished in wind
and person.  But there is no amulet like a deep and
chicrished passion for another. It is lihe the aimour
forged by Vulcan for Achilies, proof against all attack.

As Fiederic passionately repeated, ¢ Miss Belmont
you do not hate me?” Adela collected her thoughts
to reply with a coolness that can result only fron
indifference.

¢ No, sir, my feclings are as remote from hatred,
as respect and good wishes can make them. [ feel
Jhe honour you do me 3 and when I assure that gra-
titude is the only return I can make, I tiust you will
not by continuing or repeating the present language
compel me to shun your society.”

¢ Great heaven ! how pasdionless, how unpitying !”
be ¢jaculated, as he rcleased her band ; but catching it
again as he saw her ready to avail herself of the liberty
of flight, he cricd—

“ And you can lcave me thus Miss Belmont, with-
out one look, one word! Do I forfeit you for ever ?
O'! no, you would prov crc g reply to my feelings !
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Indiffercnce caynot shelter in the breast of a being like
you. My adored Miss Belmont, assign me the term
of my probation, and suffer me to prove how light I
decm the penance, however severe, by which I win
you;’* and dropping on his knee he passionately kissed
her hand, and again uttered a rhapsody too incoherent
to be replied to; brcaking from him she did not
pause till she reached ber own room, and she had
then the mortification to discover that she had lost
her bracelet (one of the pair presented her by Emilia)
and had left her mother’s lctter behind her.

Unwilling to meet Frederic again that evening, and
cqually desirous of seciug no more of Lord Egremont,
she determined to spend the remainder of the even-
ing by hersclf.  Her letter and bracelet she thought
it likcly Frederic avould take the trouble to restore
her, and she had seated herself to write to her mother,
when the sweet and smiling Emilia Auber came in
scarch of her.

“ Why we are all in despair about the loss of you
below,” cried that amiable girl, “ and I am commis-
sioned to bring you back.”

Adela laid aside her writing, and putting her wil-
ling arm through Miss Auber’s, returned to the draw-
ing-room, at the door of which Lord Egremont mct
them, and said in a low voice—~— .

“ Miss Auber is my better apgel! how could you
bave the cruelty to forsake us ?™

Miss Belmont saw as she advanced up the room,
that there had been new arrivals during her absence.
Lady Ruthven and Mrs. Saugrober were scated at a
card table, and Miss Egremont was in the midst of a
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knot of young ladies, fromm whom, while Adela re-
mained in their vicinity she hcard the following re-.
marks :— ' ‘

“ Very mysterious!”

¢ Very improper !”

¢ Certainly, very improper, highly improper

¢ From Sclby’s did you say ?”

“ In a hackney coach.” And all this was accom-
panied with shrugs, nods, and looks, ad infinitum.

It immediately occurred to Adcla that they were
canvassing her adventure of the morning ; though how
thcy got possession of the story, the construction
they would put upon it, or the publicity which they
would give it under a varicty of ingcuious forms, (for
her peace’ sake,) she was hay.pily ignorant.

The case was, she. had not long deft Mrs. Sclby’s,
when Miss Egremont arrived  An accidental men-
tion that Miss Auber and Miss Belmont had just been
ordering dresses, led to a scrics of inquiries, which
developed the circumstance, that the latter left therc
alone, and in a hackney coach ; one of the scandaliz-
ing coterie to whom the incidént was afterwards rc
lated by the weak und incan-souled Miss Egremount,
confirmed the statement by assuring her friends, that
she saw Miss Belmont alight from a hackney coach,
al his lordship’s in Grosvenor Square ; so all that and
that was put togethcg, the time between her leaving
the dress-makers and arrival at Lord Egremont’s
computed, and_what she could be doing, or could
have gone about, conjectured according to the fancy
of every pretty Miss that belonged to the Cabal. In
‘the midst of this “cogibundity of cogitations,” ano-
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ther of the young fry burst into the knot of mischief,
exclaiming—— 0! what do yon think ? something so
delightful ?”” Inquiries pressed her on every side, and
when she had tantalized curiosity a little, she cried—

“ The dcar, good, sweet, old Earl of Errol is going
to give a masked ball at his seat at Richmond !”

€ O dear! when ?”’ every one asked at once.

“ fn a month or five wecks ; at least, as soon as he
returns from Derbyshire.”

Heavenly ! Delightful ! Enchanting! flowed from
all sides ; in fact the run upon the adjectives was great
enough to occasion a bankruptey in any language
howevcer copious.

When Adcla retired that night, she painfully felt the
coolness of Caroline ; she had been accustomed always
to retire with her, and they thus spent some time,
some moments at least together, before they went to
bed.  Hart, if not offended, yet without any definite
charge to bring agaivst her, she went to her own
roem, but she was not long there, when Caroline her-
self appeared, with an air not wholly unrestrained,
but glossed with such a show of good humour that
Adcla thonght no more of all that had past, nor did
she perceive what had been the sole purport of the
visit even when Caroline asked to sce Mrs. Belmont’s
letter, for our heroine with the characteristic open-
ness of her nature had always been in the habit of
showing them. This of course she in the present
instance could not do, and she told Caroline she had
lost it in the garden. Ncver had she doubted Adela’s
veracity before, she believed her incapable of false-
hood ; but this assertion appeared so improbable that
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she did not give it an instant’s credit. She felt the
rush of all her dormant suspicions come back over her
brain, and merely saying it was no matter, she hasten-
ed to vent her feelings in her own room. Had she
stayed, Adela would have cleared the mystery; as it
was, she fancied she had, “ confirmation strong as
holy writ” of all her fears had pictured. She rccapi~
tulated to herself, with the samec precision that a
Jjudge might have done to a jury in a causc of life and
death, the whole cvidence of the day. She recalled
Adela’s looks of delight on the receipt of the letter,
her haste to leave the room, her lung absence from it,
Emilia's finding her writing, (for she had taken care
to make every inquiry,) and lastly her refusal, contrary
to her established habit, to sn w the letter.

“ Clarence ! perfidious and ungratcful Clarence !”
she exclaimed, “ Is it thus that you requite me "

< Alas! how light a cause will move
Dissention between hearts that love !

Hearts that the world 1 van has tiged,

And sorrow but more closely ted ,

That stood the storm when waves were rongh
Yet m the sunny hour fall offem

Like ships that have gone dawn ut sea,
When heaven was all tranquillity,”
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CHAPTER XV.

“ When fearful doubt has past away
How welcome comes the dream again,
That bope still \ketches day by day
T soothe the heavy pulse of pain.””

A rerter from Clarence the next moruing brought
peace to the perturbed bosom of the self-rormenting
Caroline.  Bvery line breathed the same ardent gra-
titude, the same sacred community of thought and
feehing which had marked all his former letters.  He
mientioned the drcumstance of Adela’s visit, and al-
nded to her sweetness and sensibility in a manner
which showed they bad made no other impression
than that which the purest honour might sanction. As
reason gained her proper ascendency, and the con-
flict of passion subsided, Caroline saw that bad Cla-
rence deserved the suspicions which she had eotertain-
ed towards him, he would ncver have named Adela at
all; and it was a convincing proof also how pure and
how perfect was the coufidence he reposedin er. Re-
lieved from the burden that had oppressed it, her
heart felt from the effect of contrast truly happy. Her
love, like a current which having mict some accidentul
obstruction is suddenly saffercd to seck its usual chan-
nel, flowed with new foree towards Clarence. Her
friendship for Adela revived in all its pristine newness,

8 ¥
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and she hastcued to seck her; but the conscionsness
of having so grossly wronged her, tinged Caroline’s
manner with some awkwardness when they met: nor
did Adcla’s reception of her returning kinduess serve
to diminish it.

At length Miss Auber alluded to the appointment
in the Strand, and ventured to ask if sbe would attend
to it, provided arrangements were made for the pur-
posc. But our heroine replied that having gathered
from her manner that it was not practicable, she had
engaged herself to go a shopping with Emilia, and
almost immediately after Caroline bad the mortifica-
tion to sce them drive away, brilliant and beautiful as
the morning that invited them abroad.

We never are truly scusible of the value of any
thing till we bave lost it; it is then we weigh its
merits and learn from the pain of privation, to esti-
mate the advantages of possession. Thus felt Caro-
line as she stood at the window aud watched the car-
riage till it turned an angle of the square. The ten-
derness, the gentlencss, the openness of Adela’s
nature, all appeared to her in their full truth and lus-
tre, and a fear that Emilia’s kindred disposition aud
Labits would lead to an intimacy that might for cver
supplaut her in the esteem of Miss Belmont, painfully
stole into her heart. Their growing attachment was
evident, and if it should be so, if Adela withdrew her
fniendship, Caroline felt she had only hersclf to re-
proach for it—she bad wronged aud slighted Miss
Belmont when she most merited her gratitude and
acknowledgments. In the midst of these reflections,
Frederic joined her: delighted at finding his sister
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alone, he instantly entered on the subject ucarest his
heart ; made her a confident of his passion, and in-
trcated her interest in his behalf; and after relating the
scene in the garden, gave her the letter und bracelet
which Miss Belmont had left behiud her, to return to
the fair object of his ill-fated love. As circumstance
after circumstance arose to dispel the mist that had
gathered before the eyes of Caroline, she felt éach mo-
ment more ashamed than the former of the manner in
which she had acted, and mnore anxious to make re-
paration.  All her distrust was changed to admiration
and estecm, and her coutrition was sincere.  Not
doubting but Adela’s conduct to her brother arose
from the timid delicacy of her nature, and perhaps
fears of the Captain, with whose prejudices sbe knew
hier to be well acquainted, she thought she could not
betrer repair her breach of friendship, and repay her
debt of gratitude than by facilitating the union of two
such beiugs ws Adela and Frederic.  Full of thesc
thoughts she flattered her brother’s hopes, and assured
Lt of ber assistance, till the

¢ Young blood ran frolic through his veins”

with joyous transport ; and he vaulted into his saddle,
when he mounted his horse for his morning ride, the
happiest of ereated beings.

Bond Street was full of life and fashion as the sweet
limilia and her beautifual friend entered it. Carriages
and rich liveries passing and repassing, full of the gay
and wealthy ; while multitudes of well dressed pe-
destrians througed the pavemient ; the whole forming
a moving panarama which amused by its bumbers and
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variety even the accustomed eye of Miss Auber. The
mutual smile and bow which were so frequently ex-
changed between her and the inmates of many of the
passing carriages astonished Adela, as it spoke the
immensc circle of her acquaintance ; while the sweet-
ness with which she mentioned many, and the anec-
dotes favourable to their character that she related, dis-
closed a spirit remote from that commontaint of human
natore—the love of scandal.  Of those of whom she
could not speak in praise, she was cver silent; and
when the sarcastic irony of Caroline’s remarks on
character would sometimes induce a laugh, the swecet
light in her ¢ycs, was merviment at the wit, not plea-
sure at the satire; and she not unfrequently turned
the shaft aside by some playiul thought, or if in a
more serious mode, brought an antidote to the poison
by the mention of some trait or action in favour of the
person traduced.

The carriage at length stopped, and they alighted
at a large mcreer’s, where no short time was spent in
examining a variety of the costliest articles, and in
purchasing not a few. Ou their return to the carmage,
accident detained them a moment at the door, when
Lord Egremont passing arm in arm with auother
gentleman, suddenly stopped and addressed them.,
Having made his inquirics, he said gayly, © Let me
present you a north-country cousin of mine, Mr.
Malcolm Nocl, Miss Auber—Miss Belmont,” he con-
tinned presenting them to each other.  Malcoln
bowed, and obscrved that he had already the honour
of knowing the latter.

Our hLeroine bad not immediatcly recngijiscd the



OR, LOVE AT FIRST SIGHT. 178

young Scot on many accounts—first of all he was the
farthest from her thoughts of any person in the world ;
secondly, she did not expect to see him in such com-
pany ; thirdly, he was much paler and thinner than
when she had last seen him; and fourthly and lastly,
his appearance was improved to a miracle by a very
fashionable dress, and the very easy air with which it
was worn.

Finding they attracted obscrvation, though they had
stepped back a little way into the shop, the ladies
were cager to enter the carriage : but Lord Egremont
lingered at the door of it after they were scated.

“ 0! I amdesolated,” he exclaimed, “ the moment
you drive away.  Nocl will never be able to support
my drooping frame, my tottering steps.”

“ Tad not your lordship better purchase a canc,
then »7 said Emilia, smiling.

* Useless, useless,” eried he shaking his  head.
< I any one now wounld otfer mo a corner in their
carriage it would be such a cliarity 17

“ Do you spell as well as this out of book, my
lord #77 playfully exclaimed Miss Auber, and then
making sigus Lo the servant to open the door, his de
fighted lordship leaped in, and was wholly forgetting
Malcolm, when Miss Auber politely included him in
the invitation, and he took his scat next to his noble
cousin.

Once more they rolled on throwgh the busy streets
of traffic and extrevagance: cvery passing object
affording some plcasure or surprisc to the young man:
while one object alone ingrossed the attention of the
old, (or to speak with more attention to the delicacy
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of fashionable nerves) the g derant jeune homme.’”
Lord Egremont’s eyes ncever wandered from Adcla
unless when she addressed Malecolm, and he then read
his young relative’s countenance with the keencst
scrutiny : he immediately perecived the ill-disguised
confusion which the mention of Mrs. Belmont occa-
sioned, and it alarmed his fears ; but his subscquent
composure on every other subject that Adela brouch-
cd, allayed them again, and Malcolm’s blush and the
vame that called it forth were alike forgotien a few
moments after. '

¢ Can we sct your lordship down any where be-
tween this and St James’s Street ?” inquired Emilia,
¢ for thut is our destination.”

“ Was a man ever known to imit the term of his
own happiness ?” replicd his lordship. ¢ Would to
heaven you were going to visit our antipodes.—Why
here we are in St. Jaines’s Strect alrcady !” he ex-
claimed soon after. ¢ Miss Auber, you have stolen
your horses from the chariot of the sun.”

Well, I trust atlcast,” she replied, ¢ that my coach-
man is not a Phaeton.”

“ The same thing that destroyed the one will pre-
serve the other—ignorance,” observed Malcolm.
“ This worthy son of the whip, like many that hold
the reins of government, is unconscious of what is
under his conduct, and that which endangers all the
world beside, leaves him harmless.”

“ Well said, Noel I exclaimed his lordship. ¢ Poor
coachey’s case is something of a paradox, he is both
above and below the fatal influence to which we are
mercilessly exposed.”
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The ladies alighted at Mrs. Selby’s, and the gentle-
men bade them farewell.

“J have come to hear you report progress, Mrs.
Selby,” ericd Miss Auber with the sweetest affubility.
“ I hope y‘havc been very busy on my account.

“Indeed, madam we have,” she replied ; and touch-
ing the bell, she gave orders that had the cffect of
producing a varicty of dresses in various states of
forwardness ; some almost finished, others only nalf
s0 3 while, with a tongue of unwearied volubility, she
proceeded to comment on cvery thing she produced.

T trust, madam, you will admire this pink satin
pelisse, this pliche en soie that trims it, it is the most
beautiful T ever beheld; and it is a colour so suited to
the delicacy of your complexion. This Barcge silk, is
it not exquisite? Q! but I have forgotten”’—and she
again applied herself to the bell. ¢ Miss Powis bring
nmie the Parme violet gros de Naples pelisse that Miss
Satton is upon,” and then turning again to the ladics
with a Joquacity that nothing scemed capable of tiring
or intcrropting, coutinued—* It is trimmed on each
side of the bust, and down the skirt, till the ornament
terminates at the border of the skirt with united lotos
leaves, and at the base of each triple leaf is a beauti-
fully wrought button. But here it is madam,” taking
it from the young person, * description can do it no
justice. Pray obscrve the form of these maucherons,
how perfectly and elegantly they correspond with the
trimming. This collar is. of the pagoda form, and
these Chinese bell tassals are quite unique.”

“ Why, Mrs. Sclby,” cried Miss Auber, “I ought
to go to Brighton in this pelisse, it wounld be quite in



176 THE BEAUTY OF THE BRITISH ALPS,

kecping with the Royal Pavilion there. This head
dress is very beautiful ; is it uot, dear Adcla ?” she
added, turning to Miss Belmont.

“ That, ladies,” said the vnwearied Mrg. Selby, “is
the Seraskier turban, thosc aigrette fdlfhcrs in the
centre arc most graccful : and that is the Arabian
turban, the white crape of which is most classically
rolled.”

The door again opeucd, and to ull appearance
white dress walked in by itself, for being hung upon a
stand, the petite fille who carried it before her, could
not be scen.

“ 0! thatis finished, is it? I hope madam you will
deem this a chef~d’acrvre,” as taking 1t ofl the staud
she brought it to Miss Auncr. ¢ Observe the peca-
liar whiteness of this gossamer satin: this dress is |
assure you the entire work of a young Parisian lady of
the highest taste, and not many days in town.  What
lightuess and taste in these sleeves of eripe liss€!
Will you try it on, madam #”

“ 0! my dear Mrs. Selby, 1 should be here all day
if I was only to look at balf you have to show me,
much more try on.  There is one thing I have not
secn yet, and it is what | chicfly came about—the
Amaranth dresses;”” and again turning to Miss Bel-
mont she said, ‘| have been making preparations
for the installation of our knigbts of the Amarantb,
and I must have the aid of your taste and invention,
my dear Adela. I shall not follow her Swedish Ma-
jesty strictly, but make such innovations as 1 think
will contribute to the beauty and splendour of the scene,
Are these they, Mrs. Sclby? Very beautiful indeed 17



O, LOVE AT FIRST SIGIUT. "7

% [t is the most brilliant candle-light colourin the
world, madam,” cried the Pricstess of Fashion.
“ The bust of thesc dresses yousce is the Gallo- Greek
style.”

¢ Which is Miss Belmont’s ?”

¢ T'his, madam.”

*“ And her turban?”’

© It is scarccly begun, I fear, but it will be most
splendid and clegant. [t is to cousist of Pactolus or
goldeu sand-guaze, ornamented with full-blown ama-
ranths and a superb plumage of white feathers, It
will altogether be a dress madam, that will equal the
splendour of the oriental style.”

“ T am very much pleased that you have understood
my orvders so well, my good Mrs. Selby. And what-
ever cannot be finished before 1 leave town, must be
sent down afterwards.  We shall now wish you good-
wworning.”’

“ | have beea more amused with Mrs. Selby’s hard
names for every thing,” said Adela as they drove away,
¢ than with auy thing else. Her’s is a language in
itself, and I think would afford a very tolerable sized
dictionary.”

“ With which no lady ought to be unprovided, if
she wishes to understand her dress-maker,” said
Emilia. “ But really some of the names are very
classical. The Pactolus gauze for instance. 1 dare
say you remember the circumstance to which it
alludes.”

“ I must confess my ignoraunce,” replied Miss Bel-
mont.

““ Your forgetfulness rather,” said Emilia. ¢ Pac-
8 z
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tolus was the river in which Afidas bathed when he
turned into gold whatever he touched, and ever after
it rolled golden sands.”

“ T should have remembered,” cricd Adele, “ the
stream that watered Sardis. But my dear Miss Auber,
what have you in contemplation ?  And for what have
you ordered so magnificent a dress for me ?”

“ Why vou are to be grand-mistress, and create the
kuights of your own order I hope. Come, I will have
no modest declarations, you muost indulge my whim.
I bave only one place more to stop at, and that is at
Corbett’s, my jewcller, to see if the badges of the or-
der are in a state of forwardness 3 after which we will
hasten home, and spend the rest of the day till dinner,
in drawing up the laws of the order, and scitling the
cetemonial of the reeeption.”

At Corbett’s, Lord Egremont, scemingly by acci-
dent, but really by design, again met them, for on
leaving them at Selby’s he had only stepped into St.
James’s Hotel 3 so that he easily commanded their
movements ; and on quitting the jeweller’s he and Mal-
colm resumed their seats in the carriage, and accom
panied the ladics to Russel Square,

Secton was at one of the drawing-room windows
when the couchstopped, and would hardly credit the evi-
dence of his senses when he saw Malcolm Noel alight :
he knew him by a species of intuition before he was
half out of the carriage, yet he was willing to douabt
< till the force of doubting could no farther go ;”” and
when the unwelcome visitor followed the ladies into
the room he received him with cold and stately polite-
ness.  Love is the most ingeniouns of all tormentors ¢
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wlicu hie observed that Mr. Nocl spoke very little to
Miss Belmont, and in a manner ueither more bold or
more timid than he addressed any other person ;
when he saw that she was even still more careless and
regardless of him ; so far from suffering those circam-
stauces to carry conviction, and remove the prepos-
session that filled bis mind, by a sinzular perversion
of the evidence before his eyes, he thought he saw, in
the very circumstance of sceing nothing, that all was
as he feared—

« [ find she Joves hitn much because <she hides 1t

Luve teaches cunuimg eveu to innocence §

And where he gets possession, huis first work

Is to d-g deep within a hreart, and there

Lie hid, and hike a nhser 1o the dark
To feust aloue,”

ftacked by bis feebugs, and unable to keep up the
ball ot conversation, as sonb as the ladies withdrew
he left Siv Hubert to entertain the gentlemen, and re-
tired alxo.

“ What arc you about, iu the name of mischief?”
«xelaimed Caroline as she entered Emilia’s room, and
beheld her and Adela seated av a writing table, € Are
vou reperusing your marriage settiement ? You look
as busy as a brace of lawyers in scarch of a flaw.
May 1 be admitted to the coulerence?”

“ 80 vous voulez,” said the smiling Bmilia, and
Caroline immediately scated herself at the table.

“ What is this?” she cricd taking up a paper,
“ OrDER oF THE AMARANTU—form of the order—
ceremony of the reception and investiture—statutes
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of the order., Well truly this is something like busi-
ness.”’

¢ Is it not?” cried the delighted Emilia. ¢ There
is the grand-mistress Amarantha. We are Lady-
Grand-Crosses of course ; but I cannot arrange every
thing till I have consulted with two or three, such as
Sophia, Lady Ruthven, &c., to know whether they
will like to join us or remain among the spectators :
and besides | am anxious for the arrival of my sister
Julia and the dear little Adele D*Audigne !”

¢ Let me write the duties and obligatious by which
thc Knight-Postulant is to bind himself, und the ad-
dress,” cried Caroline, “and we will scttle about par-
ticular ccremonials afterwards.”

This proposition was agrees to, and after some gene-
ral conversation the ladics scparated to dress.

Caroline drew Adela into her own room the mo-
ment they le(t Emilia, and closing the door she cried—

“ Have you thought of my poor Clarence since, und
of his disappointment "’

“ Not so much as I ought to have done,” she re-
plied, “for my prescot life is inimical to all calm
thinking or (I might add) to all proper fecling. In
the gaictics that have surrounded me 1 have, I blush
to say it, forgot his sorrows and the deep sympathy
they awakened.”

“ 0! Adcla, you know not how I am harassed.
Chudleigh is importunate : my father is severe and
suspicious ; Clarence is fricndless and resourceless 1

All the softness of Adela’s nature was awakened in
the cffort to soothe her, and they returned to all their
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original amity of fecling and kind intercommunion of
scntiments. Caroline restored the letter and brace-
let, and would have entered on the subject of Fre-
deric ; but Miss Belmont would not stay to hcar ano-
ther word: and for several days the succession of
company at home and assemblies abroad, prevented
any serious conversation, but still the riendliest feel-
ing cxisted between them, which the frequent inter-
change of smiles, and short snatches of coufidentink
talk, sufficiently cvineed.

CHAPTER XVI.

‘¢ She \tu a phantom of delight

When first she gleam'd upon my sight,
A lovely appantion sent

To be a moment’s oruament.

Her eyes as stars of twilight fair

Like twilight to her dusky hair;

But all things else about her drawn
From May.time and the cheertul dawn,
A dancing shape, an image gay,

"o haunt, o startie, and way lay.

1 sav ber upon nearer view

A sparit and a woman too.”

A1 lcngth the morning that was to uuite the
happy and enamoured Lord Milsom to the beautiful
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Emilia Auber arrived, and all was note of preparation
at Sir Hubert’s at an earlier hour than usual. Ser-
vants full of business and importance jostled each
other on the stairs—orders were given and counter-
manded, and given again—messages and parcels kept
arriving and leaving the house the whole morniug ;
while the ladics’ maids had scarccly breathing time,
any more than their 1espective mistresses.  Sir Hu-
bert’s good humoured face, which attested by its
rubified appearance that he was no cnemy to a good
wine cellar, looked rosier than ever, while the smile in
his eves was as sly as it was joyous: his gallantry
seemed to have received a uew impetus, for the ladies
found him very troublesome, but they were all too
rcady to sympathize in his gaicty to check it: he
kissed and capered about with every one of them that
came within his reach, and Lady Auber declared that
he had not been half so lively on his own wedding
day thirty years before. .

Caroline and Frederic were the vory spirits to sup-
port the old baronet ; they rattled sense and nonsense
in an unwearied flow of humour and hilarity, and in-
creased the jovous intoxication of his sonl. The Earl
of Errol also, though an older man than Sir Hubert,
and of habits and manners more delicate and reserved,
evinced the perennity of his spirits, and the fondncss
of his parental feelings in a gaicty the most exuberant.
Faded scenes of *joys long fled” came back in all
their pristine hues and lustre on the hearts of both
these old gentlemen; and renewed a light in their
eycs, and a glow on their cheeks, which restored
many of the graces that time had withered Oue tale
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of waggery and whim only served to suggest another,
while humour, like a skilful caricaturist, by an occa-
sional exaggeration heightened the cffect, till the
drawing-room rung with every degree of laughter,
from the loud unrestrained ¢ holding both his sides”
Jangh of Sir Hubert, to the modulated yet ringing
langh of Caroline. The very servants,as they passed
in and out, or crossed cach other, or met the different
members of the family in the hall, gallerics, or apart-
ments, scemed raised to a temporary cquality by the
general intercommunion of a  soul-stitring mirth :
every eye was full of glee, every mouth wore a smile,
aud dimples “ were as plenty as blackberrics.” It
was the howme of Euplrosyne.

¢ Jest and youthful jollity,
Quips and cranks and wantou wiles,
Nuds and becks and wreathed smiles,”

was the arder of.the day.  Kvery one secmed to for-
vet selly and all connected with self, and to catch the
general and genial cuthusiasm of happiness. At one
¢ud of the room Seeton might be seen hanging in a silent
convulsion of laughter on the arm of his brother, who
with colour mantling, eyes kindling, and the whole of
his energetie figure the personation of joy, kept whis-
pering the thought that continued and prowoked the
laugh till it grew into an audible ha! ha! Farther on
Sir Hubert, with his arm round his daughter, whose
smiling and Dblushing check rested on his bosom,
might be scen forming a cheerful group with Lady
Auber and her futore son; while on a sofa imme-
diatcly opposite sat the happy Earl with Adcla and
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Caroline, all gaicty and animation on either side of
him, and Captain Auber lounging on an ottoman near
them.

The most perfectly happy of the family party were
the most silent, aud those werve the two lovers. Ex-
cess of joy and sorrow is alike noiscless. The heart
absorbed in its,own emotions luxuriates in a delicious
languor, and even if it wishes to give feeling utter-
ance, it abandons the attempt from the inefficacy of
language to paint emation.

Emilia and Lord Milsom said little, theirs was the
“ eloquence of the eye,” and O ! what magic is there
in that universal language, which without word or
sound can create intercommunity of thought and feel-
ing between beings of cliniates the most distant, and
habits the most opposed. In this, when real passion
is the prompter, when nature is left lo her own work-
ings, the rude and the refined, the illiteratc and the
learned, the unative of every latitude is on a par. Love
and hatred, mercy and malignity, pity aund revenge are
alike in all, though mental power or physical beauty
may vary the shades of ¢xpression; they may differ
in the mould but agree in the metal. The clognence
of silence is a subject that might employ the pen of a
poet, nor need he fear the speedy exhaustion of his
subject. *First, there is the cloquence of childhood, its
10sy joys and April sorrows. How often has this
silent cloquence ““stood them in stead,” and stayed
the uplifted arm of murder; whispered compunction
to the rudest hearts, and bloodiest hands-——hands that
have played the parricide, have pauscd and spared the
babes, ¢ whose not speaking spoke for them.”
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Then is there the cloquence of youth, its dawning
hopes, its ardent expectations, its timid love, its vivid
fears, all written on the open brow and glowing in
the clear bright eye.

There is the eloquence of manhood ; the strength-
ened passions speaking in the rvougher cheek, the
sterner cye, the cousciousness of power, and the force
of will.

There is the eloquence of decline, when youth has
become a dream, and the darings of manhood have
sunk under disappointment, and the rebuffs of his
compctitors in the walks of interest and ambition—
the checked sigh, the transicnt smile, the fruitless-
ness of regret, and the fallacy of hope.

There is the eloquence of age; the calm fixed
sense of what bubbles on the stream we are—the cold
indifference to the conflicting interests, the agitating
hopes and fears of others—the furrows of experience
of dear and bitter purchase, and the anchorage of a
hope beyond the grave. These are the broad un-
studied outlines of a picture that might be filled up
with a thousand shades of interest and of beauty.

Lord Egremont and his family came to an early
dinner, and about scven of the carviages of other in-
vited guests began to arrive. One only disappointment
clouded the day ; the non-arrival of the Maquis and
Marquisc de Pomenars, who had been expected to the
latest moment.

The chaplain of the Earl of Errol was to unite the
youthful pair by special licence, and the marriage was
comparatively private, the company present not con-

8 2a
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sisting of more than half a dozen families with whom
the allied houses were most intimate.

A temporary altar had been erccted in the chiefl
drawing-room, in which were assembled the company ;
when Emilia Auber, dressed in aun clegant white lace
dress over white satin, entered, supported by Captain
Anber in full uniform, aud followed by Adela, Caro-
line, Miss Bgremont, and Miss Meclville, all dressed in
white as her bride’s maids: at the same time at an
apposite door entered Lorid Milsom, attended by
Seeton, Frederie, (who was in uniform,) Mr. Chad-
leigh, and a Sir Edward Aston.  Lady Auber occapicd
a chair at the side of the altar: Sir Hobert took bis
place ncar his daughtet in order to give her uway,
and the rest of the party having arranged themselves,
the chaplain began the solempization of the vuptial
ritcs.  The ceremony, performed by one who was
conspicuous for a dignified gravity of demcanour, and
a distinct and impressive enunciation, affected the
assembly, and especially those more immediately con-
cerned : Lady Auber wept profusely, and some slow
silent tears flowed from the soft eyes of Emilia and
her gentle bride’s maid, Adcla.

When the ceremony was concluded, Lady Milsom
threw hersclf into her father’s arms, who after em-
bracing her with the tenderest allection, led ber to
Lady Auber, who meited into a fresh gush of foud
emotion as she pressed her beautiful child to her ma-
ternal bosom. The Earl then took her in his arms
and kissed and blessed her.

The lovely bride kissed her bride’s maids, and dis-
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tinguished our heroine with the most marked affec-
tion ; and haviug received the compliments and con-
gratulations of the company, retired leaning on the
arm of her lord.

In a quarter of an hour a message was brought to
Adela that Lady Milsom wished to see her. Our
heroine attended the summons, and found her alrcady
cquipped iu her white satin pelisse, and rcady to de-
puart the paternal mansion,

“ My dear Adela,” cried she, advancing with the
lightest step, and sweetest smile, “ 1 shall be iu
Derbyshire in the course of a week. Let me hope
that you will be there as soon after that as possible:
i the ecantime will you call at Corbett’s and Sclby’s,
und see that my orders are faithfully executed. Fare-
well then, my sweet Miss Belmont, till we mect at
AMatioek.”

Lord Milsom entering at that moment for bis bride,
vepeated the invitation to Adela in the most flattering
manncer,  Then taking Lady Milsom’s hand, who bad
again embraced her tearful {riend, he condncted her to
their travelling carriage, sprung in alter her, aud the
door being closed they flew off as fast as four splendid
horses could carry them.

Emilia secemed to have carried all the spirits of her
family with ber, for a sweet pensive tone of feeling
1ook possession of them, and of such of the company
as could feel, which contrasted strongly with the
vivid merriment of the morning. The Earl of Errol’s
departure followed soon after that of the bride and
bridegroom—the rest of the party did not stay late,
aud as the houseliold had been astir at an earlier hour
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in the morning than oidinary, so it sunk intu a re-
pose sooner than usual that night. Livery onc retired
with a fecling that they had lost something, and of a
specics of regret blended with even the most pleasur-
able emotions and anticipations. Never was there a
being more universally beloved than thelovely Lady Mil-
som ; unpretending and good-natured in the extreme,
she seemed to live for others without a thought for
herself; but under an exterior of the sweetest gentle-
ness lay the principles of a firm fortitude, and a high
sense of dutv. As a daughter her conduct had been
irreproachable ; she blended the devoutest reverence,
the most perfect obedience, with all the Dlandish-
ments of filial confidence and affection : to every other
relative she was kindly attached, to her friends and
acquaintances equally complacent and obliging, to her
servants gentle, and to the humblest being that ever
crossed her path couciliating and affable.  But it had
been remarked of her that she had never had a confi-
dential female friend, that very common desideratum to
the generality of young women, between whom there
vsually is a budget of sccrets often subscquently fatal
to their peace aud to their characters.  Lord Milsom
therefore had the singular good fortune to be not only
her first and only lover; but her first and only friend :
and his character in that, as in many other points,
was so closcly assimilated to Emilia’s, that they might
have said—

“ We'll unlock
Our safest secrets, shed upon each other
Qur tenderest cares, and quite unbar those dours
Which shall be shat w alt maukind Lesides.”
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Caroline and Adela returned to all their former habits
of uninterrupted intimacy. The moerning after the
bridal they left Russel Square together to make morn-
ing calls and arrangements previous to their leaving
town; which was to be in nine or ten days at
furthest.

They had uot procceded far when Caroline sug-
gested our heroine’s rencwal of the visits to Clarence;
that two more sittings would in all probability finish
the miniature, aud at least another ten pounds might
he administered to the relief of Clareucee’s distresses.
Adela readily acceded to the proposal 3 and having a
coach called at the first shop at which they stopped,
and appointing Mrs. Selby’s as their rendezvous ; she
drove to the Strand.  The former who had a carriage
ol hee uncle’s was soon after at Corbett’s in Piccadilly,
inguiving about the badges and other jewellery for
Lady Milsom, when Seeton, passing on horseback and
seeing the carriage at the door, stopped to speak to
the servant,  He had seen his sister and Miss Bel-
mout leave Sir Hubert's, and he had ycarned to be
their companion 3 but be had only to reflect a mo-
ment to forbear making the attempt. Miss Egremont
was in all probability at that moment expecting him;
she might forgive his negligence in not attending her,
but she certainly would not, his devoting those hoars Lo
another which she had a right to command.  He con-
ccived also that it was tolerably certain he should
mect Mr. Nocl, who was doubtless sufficiently well
informed of the movements of bis mistress, and would
in all probability meet and attend her as he had done
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the day before. Besides, he felt it was as unwise as it
was improper to feed the passion he had unhappily
conceived by secking the socicty of its object, whose
beauty and whose intelligence only served to increase
his distaste for his destined bride. He therefore
mounted his horse, and was taking his solitary ride,
when the chariot caught his eye and tempted him to
stop. While he was yet speabing to the footman,
Caroline appearcd at the shop-door. Mr. Auber,
pointing to his sister, desired bim to attend her; the
steps were in'stantly let down, and the moment Miss
Auber was seated, pat up, and the door clesed. Her
brother Jooked his surprise, and after a momentary
hesitation, asked what had become of Miss Belmout.
Caroline, who was oue of those who hold that “a
white lie” is no harm, would have found an immediate
excuse, but she recollected that she was speaking in
the presence of the servants, who were aware of the
circunmstance of Miss Belmont’s leaving ber.  She
therefore pretended uot to hear the question, and
made somc remark on the clegant animal, a fine blood
marc that her brother rode, and which kept curvetting
all the titne the lady inside the carriage and the gen-
tleman outside of it were at cross purposes.

“ s not Miss Belmont with you?” asked Mr.
Auber.

Jadiciously deaf to this inguiry, Caroline replied, al-
ludiug to the mare—

¢ She is a fine creature.  What is she worth

Catching ouly the latter part of the question, e
snswered—
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“ Who can cstimate that which is inestimable ?”

“ Indeed!” said his sister, “1 did not think you
rated her so highly !

Her brother sighed, 1 belicve 1 am not singular
in that.” .

“ Then you must be an object of envy,” said she.

“ 1 cannot imagine why,” he rejoined.

“If,” she continucd, ““to possess that which is in-
estimable is to be a fit object of envy, vou are one.”

Believing, as he did, that Caroline was Miss Bel-
mont’s confident, without thinking of the improba-
bility of such a communication, and cspecially in such
a manner, an idca shot across his mind, that set his
heart a palpitating, and mamled the blood iuto his
luce.

* What do youn mean? Of what am [ the posses-
sor 2”7 cried De anxiously.

¢0Of her,” suid Caroline pointing o the animal
bat the gesture quick aud slight escaped her brother
and with increasing agitation, he repeated—

“ Her !” snd he drew still closer to the carriage
window, as be added in a low and deeply agitated
voice. ¢ Good Heavens! are you scrious ? «Are you
certain ?”

Caroline read what was passing in his soul ; it was
the first conviction she received that his feelings to-
wards Adela were of a really scrious nature ; aud hurt
beyond measure, she hastened to unriddle the mistake
ber little artifice of conccalment had occasioned,
saying—

“ Why, are you not the master of Phiilis ?”

¢ Phillis | Who ? What?”’ he exclaimed—
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¢ Why, Phillis your mare ?*’ she replied.

“ And have you,” he cried, while his cheek changed
from red to white and from white to red with the
quickness of thought, “have you been all this time
talking of Phillis ?”

¢ Yes to be sure,” replied his sister.

He said not a word more, bat furiously drawing up
the rein, he put spur into the mare, and was out of
sight in a moment.

Caroline did not immediately recover her discon-
certion. She was now the repository of the sceret
passion of both her brothers for the same object, and
she dreaded the results it was likely to Jead to with
both; and in caleulating probable cveuts, she con-
trasted the characters of thi: y.ung men.

Fredcric, violent and impctuous, she was couscious
would not leave things long in statu quo, but by some
rash and desperate proceeding cither mar or make his
fortune. If Adcla favoured his passion she foresaw
an elopement, and already pictured to herself all the
confusion that would be the consequence : if on the
contrary she rejected him, his disappointment might
lead to“®a conclusion the most fatal, if he was not
watched till the effervescence of his passion had time
to subside ; after that, Caroline knew him sufficiently
well to fecl certain that his mind would quickly re-
cover ils cquilibrium, and some other and kinder
heart might heal the wound his own had sustained.

Far differently stood the case with Seeton. His
feelings lay more deep than Frederic’s, they were not
moved so quickly, nor so often ; but in proportion as
they were slow and scldom, were they profound and
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permanent. His much greater cultivation, his pur-
suits and his studies had heightencd and enriched the
decp vein of romantic feeling that ran in silent and
unobtrusive force through his mind. From their cra-
dle the two brothers had exhibited a distinct and dif-
ferent character ; the younger turbulent, volatile,~and
unscttled, the demolisher of the glittering toys he had
most coveted, and the capricious, although not ill-
natured tyrant, of the playmates without whom he
was never happy.  The clder gentle, firm, and cqual,
was a quict child, who excited little notice, excepting
for the beauty of his person, and the sweetness of bis
temper.  Frederic was all the glitter and eclat; and
when they departed for Oxford, whither Sccton pre-
ceded his brother a few years, equally different werc
the expectations and the results that attended each.
The intuitive quickness of the onc was cxpected to
snatch precocious honours ; while the peaceful course
of the other was louked forward to, as likely to pro-
duce nothing beyond the ordinary progress of ordinary
youths.

College is the grand theatre of action, the portal of
youthful life, where genius first expands, and the cha-
racter begins to unfold itself; the multitude of asso-
ciates, who present every shade of variety the human
species can display, admits of the choice of fricnds of
corresponding tastes and habits. And the selection
of the two brothers sufficiently attested their dissimi-
lurity of nature. The younger was soon surrounded
by the gayest and most dissipated, who imposging no
restraints on inclination, followed the dictates of wild
whim, and licentions imagination: he hecame the

9 2 -
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ringleader in all riots, and was “stirring with the
lark” whenever mischiel was afloat; the collegian’s
habit never adorned one who so little merited the
appellative of student, unless a studious devotion to
the busy idleness of daily follies and nightly freaks
could entitle him to the designation.  His carcer was
short as it was ruinous ; and e’cr he had completed bis
cighteenth year he was expelled the university for
wanton infringement ol its rules, as bare of hounours
or information as a ¢ {rog is of feathers.” His friends,
disconcerted and disappointed, were at a Joss what to
do {or him, when circumstances and his own choice
concurred iu procuring him an ensizucy in the Guards.

In Scetou, on the contrary, i was ~oon discovered
Alma Mater had adepred @ Gae sou. His devotion
too his studivs was marked by a brilliant and rapid
progress, snd in twe beautiful scencry ol Oxford apd
its vicinity he pursed his poctical ardour and classical
taste.  fle had pot been inscusible to the intoxicu-
tious of pleasure, the syren drew him but too fre-
quently astrav 3 but they were nothing more than the
venial aud temporary aberrations of youthful passion
which interrupted but did not divert the uitimate aim
of his ambition.  He left the university with the repa-
tation of possessing cousiderable learning, and much
brilliancy of talcut ; his manners neither rusticated by
an exclusive devotion fo books, nor his mind debased
by a course of gross debaucherics ; his youth blended
its brilliant tints with the dignity which belongs to a
maturer period of life: and the singular beauty of his
peison borrowed move than hall its power from the
una!fected and easy grace which sprung from a su.
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periority to all the littleness and vanitics of common
life. 1lis engagement with Miss Lgremont fixed him
in the circles of fashion, and afforded him few opportu
nities for the studious and literary retirement that he
loved. He was carried down the full tide of the bean
monde as on a stream which will carry that forward
whicl happens to lay accidentally on its surface; he
met few that he admired, and many that he merely
endured, and neither took the frouble to penctrate
their feclings or to discover his own 5 he therefore had
some of that reserve about him which is the usuoal
consequence of not wecting minds of a congeuial
stamp.  The real toue of his character was little
koown even to his own (anily, who, thoagh dear to
his afiections, were very ill suited to be the associates
of his puarsuits, or the participators of his thoughts
and feelings 5 so little did their taster assimilate.  In
Adcla he bad found this consonance, united to the
moet funltless beauty, and the most perfect purity.
That prineiple of attraction which is founded in con-
geniality of sentiment and fecling, was guichly felt;
and Mrs. Belmont, who had a peculiar talent for dravw-
ing forth these with whom she conversed, mutually
displayed them to cach other in all the glowing and
resplendent lights of their respeciive talents, in all
the sweet and harmonious breathings of their respec-
tive characters,  So that in the short time they passed
together in Wales, they became more intimately ac-
quainted with each others. opinions d@nd ideas, than
they could have done in ten times that period under
vthercircumnstances. Sceton's passion, therefore, brighit
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as its object, and deep as his feelings, did not promise
to pass,

*« And like the baseless fabric of a vision
Leaves not a rack behind.”

Its calm progress was like the slow, but certain ap-
proach of the wild rempest ;

¢ And first heard solemn in the verge of Heaveun 3

but that it wonld cowmce vearer, and ““roll its awful
burden” on the astounded Egremonts, the distracted
Captain, and the wondering world, Caroline felt cer-
tain. What would be the issue she was at once afraid
and unable to conceive. The immediate marriage of
her brother and Miss Egrersont might avert some of
the mischiel and disgrace : Mrs. Saugrober, aware ol
the danger, might give up ber objection and facilitate
the union ; but Caroline had not the courage to in-
terfere ; it was playing with edged-tools ; it was
drawing down the bolt, that hovered in mid air, and
some circumstances of which she was not aware might
be lying in embryo to bear it hurtless over their heads,
She therefore came to the ultimate resolution of stand-
ing wveuter, unless indeed she found Miss Belmont
favourable to the suit of Frederic, when she thought
she should ““deserve well of her country” in aiding
their causc. What was the statc of our heroine’s
mind she was at a loss to guess, as indeed it is very
hard to do with those sensitive girls who blush at
cvery thing, almost as much so as with those insen-
sates who blush at nothing; but she now resolved
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to ascertain, cither directly or indirectly, the position
of the encmy.

At Mrs. Sclby’s Caroline found Miss Egremont, and
two or three young ladies of her acquaintance in high
divan, trimming character with the same or even
more facility than the ladies of the cstablishment
trimmed dresses. The entrance of Miss Auber did
not long divert them from their debate, for, though
she had ueither their littleness nor malignity, she had
no objection to attend lectures on anatomy, as she
termed scandal parties 5 and frequentiy held the syl-
labus herselll with peculiar grace and effect. Bot she
was above ¢ breabing a butterfly ou the wheel,” or
dealing indiseriminate  destruction on  yeuth, inno-
cenee, and beauty,  The game that Caroline hunted
dowu was the genteel vulgar, avd the whole class of
would-bes, of whatever sex or denomination.

As shie entered she heard one of the coterie whisper
to Miss BEgremont, «* Alone,”” and immediately another,
who was sufficiently plain, and as flippant as she was
ugly, inquired, “What have you done with yeur in-
separable ?”

«“ 0! 1 soppose she stays at home, to amuse Mr,
Auber ot of the sulks,” observed the piqued Sophia.

< Ah,”" said another, “ may be she’s singing,
*They’re a noddin.” ”

“ No,” said Caroline with great point, ““no one
cver nods in fer company,”’ and then turning exclo-
sively to Miss Egremont added, “T thought my bro-
ther had been with you. I met him on horseback
this morning, and frem the dircction he took when we
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parted, I imagined Grosvenor Square was the goal of
his morning ride.”

“ 0! bless you!” cried his mistress, “1 have scen
nothing of him ; but I don’t want, that’s one good
thing.” .

Carolinc lamented (o sce the pique Miss Egremont
evinced, but she could ncither blame it, nor be sur-
prised at it. Willing to form some cxcuse for him,
she replied —

¢ 0! but I have some slight recollection of his re-
ceiving a letter yesterday from some socicety to which
he belongs, probably it was to request his attendance
this morning.”

“ Ah! perhaps some Helsh society,” said oue of
the ladics siguificautly.

“ Or perhaps the Mendicity society ; if so i hope to
have some tickets to give away,” cried Caroline. This
speech was perfectly understood by her to whem it
was addresscd, who was a hanger-on of Miss lgre-
mont’s, whosc caprices she adopted, and whow she
unblushingly flattered in the grossest mauner. There
were many storics afloat that redounded little to the
advantage of this young lady and a long line of her il-
lustrious ancestry, who werce celcbrated for a wery
ceonomical knack of living at the expense of others,
and she was a legitimate sprout of this family of the
spunges. Though spurgalled by a malignant-humour
that yearned to make a retort, she bit her lip, and
saved the hoarded venom of her heart for snme better
opportunity : and the first gleam that cleared the
midnight of her brow was, as she flew to the window



OR, LOVE AT FIRST SIGHT. 199

again, seeing our heroine alight from a hackney
coach.

Miss Egremont turned her back on Adela the mo-
uient she entered, and Caroline secing the disposition
of the party, very soon after took Miss Belmont by
the hand and retived, leaving the fair assemblage to
renew the feast of scandal, and the flow of gall ; which
they did with an appetite quickened by new stimu-
lants.  So cxhaustless was the subject, and so delight-
ful to the spirit of Miss Igremont, that on her return
home she renewed it in a conversation with Lady
Ruthven, frony whom it transpired to Lord Egremont
in a happy confidential tefe-a-fete. The story was
not without its due cffect on his lordship’s curiosity,
though he carcfully concealed that it excited the
slightest interest in his breast ; sceretly resolving to
mahe it the subject of investigation, he artfully
changed thie topic with an indifference scemingly the
mest unaffected.  T'he idea of some favoured rival
presented itsell immediately, and he determived to
place his cmissarics (crcatures whom he bad never
been without) as spies wpon the actions of our
heroine, that he might have the earliest information
of all her movaments. It was evident that there was
some person i town whom she visited in secret, and
our this point he felt he should know little peace till
he was satistied.

The unconscious object of designs the most base,
and rumours the most injurious, led by a spirit of
pure and active benevolence, and an affectionate and
sympathizing fricudship, was the very next day seen
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by Lord Egremont’s scouts leaving Mrs. Laggon’s ;
immediate information was brought to his lordship,
who accordingly in an hoor, or somewhat later, intro-
duced himself to that lady, carcfully concealing his
rank as well as his views. Habited in a very ordi-
nary dress, and being a very ordinary personage, he
impressed Mrs. Laggon with no great ideas of his con-
sequence, who bawled out as he was addressing her
son at the street door—

“ What docs that ould man want, Robert Laggon ?”’
What a disagrecable woman! thought his lordship,
who had a pervous autipathy to any allusion to his
age ; but hiding his disgust vuder a very civil smile, he
inquired if she had not a young mau in ber house.

< Och! bad luck to that fetlow, how I'm bothered
about him! You'te the third ill-looking body that’s
been axing me questions about him this morning.
But yc need give yoursilf no more trouble, nor me
neither, for he’s gone from this, and the divil go with
him.”

« ] fancy,” said his lordship, who had by this time
insinuated himself into the parlour, “ you are mistak-
ing me, 1 mean the person who has been recently
visited by a young lady.”

“ And what for should I mistake ?"’ replied the
irritated dame. “ It is the same | spake of the minatur
painter to be sure, but it did’ut get him salt for his
porridge, I'll engage. 1 was a fool to take such lam-
ber into my house.”

“ Then be bas really and entirely left here?” in-
quired his lerdship with emphasis.
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“¢ Indade and he is' fo, and it did’nt take him long
to do that mither; all he is worth wouldn’t fill a
pockit handkerchief, if he has such an article.”

‘Lord Egremont hdad met with a variety in life, but
“ his deponent” out Heroded Herod in all he had seen
or conceived of malice and vulgarity.

‘“ Can you inform me whither he has removed to ?”

“ Noa!” she rcplied in a voice and manner that
cvinced a desire to end the parley.

“ T am ashamed to give you so much trouble,” cricd
his lordship in a most conciliating tone, * and I should
be happy to make some acknowledgment for it and
for the time 1 am taking up ; but I have an interest
in the young lady who has been in the habit of calling
here, and bhould be grateful for any information you
can give me. ,

Mrs. Laggon’s countenance underwent an instan-
taneous change ; expectation and curiosity kindled in
her cyes as she replied-—

“ Indade, and it wasn’t a very dacent thing for her
to come as she did. But perhaps she is his sister;
but I’Il engage she is not though ; but poor thing ! per-
haps she knowed no better. May be you're her fa-
ther, sir; she’s very handsome, and there’s a grate
hkeuess ;7 as she uttered the concluding part of this
spcech she glanced a look of irony as quick as it
was wicked at her son, who stood open mouthed by
his lordship’s side.

“ No,” he replicd, “I am not her father. Pray do
you know any thing of this young man? IHow long
did he reside here?”

¢ Four or five months, somewhere about that ; but

9 2c
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I seed little of him. He calls himself Clarence, and
says he'’s a Frenchman, bat he spakes English as well
as I do.”

“ How often has this lady visited him ¥’

- % Och ! miny times ; but only very lately.”

- Was he in the habit of lL'(.t.‘lVIllg letters before
that time ?”

“ Qch! many s the letter | have paid for, for him,

I'll engage.”

¢ Do you remember if they were in a female haund,
and did you ever notice the post mark ?”

% Och and to be sure it was a famale hand, and the
post mark, sometimes I could make it out, and some-
times I c¢ould not, and I forgits it now for he has had
no letters lately. Let me sce, it was Aberway, 1
think.”

¢ Alh! Aberconway,” repeated her auditor in & con-
firming tonc.

« It miglit be, it might be; and Robert there used
to poke his fingers into the letters—"'

¢ No, | did’nt,” interrupted the boy in a low mur-
muring voice, and a discontented shrug of his high
shoulders.

¢ Hould your tongue ‘sir,”’ cried his mother ; “and
when I went to close the lctter, and put it to rights,
because it looked so bad, and he might suspict some-
thing, I used to chance to see that it was writ in

French or some foreign tongue.”

“ Did they conversc in English when thcy met ?”
“ Och! ho; forif I chanced to be oo the stairs, or
vassing his door, I’ll engage I never could understand

a word they were spaking. And ifs all my own fault
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too, my father was a responsible man, but | wouldn't
attind to my idcfication; why there’s not a poor
cratchur that runs about bare-legged and bare-footed
in my country, but can discoursc you in five or six
different languages.”

“ Did they appear on terms of great intimacy

“ Qch sir, and what is it you’re driving at ? I have
been o marvied woman, and this is a rispictable house
I'd have you to know.” .

“ You mistahe we,” cricd he, hastily scching to
allay her rising fury, “1 mecan, did they appear on
terms of friendship.”

“ Och! I'll engage and they did too; she.used to
sniile, and she hasu’t such a pair of cyes inher bhead
without knowing it ; and the first time she cried, ah!
buttetly too; may be she bad something to repent her
uof—little good cumes of such doings, I’ll cugage.”

The conversation was continued in this strain some-
what longer, aud his lordship’s information was tri-
vallyaugmented, though his original suspirions wereall
confirmed.  That Miss Belmont bad a favoured and
a seeret lover was cvident on the face of things, but
who this individual was he was not as yet destined to
discover. On rising to take leave be put a crown into
the boy’s hand, and wishing Mrs. Laggon good morn-
ing, lold her be would probably do himsclf the pleasure
of calling on her again.

“ And won’t T be glad to see you, sir ?” said she.
“ But may be, I may hear of something between this
and then that you might wish to know: and sure it
would be myself that would be plased to bring yon
the news.  Where might 1 find you, sir?”
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"4 If you should have any information to commu-
nicate, let it be in a letter addressed. to the senior Mr,
Bolton of Threadneedle Street, and depend upon it
any trouble you take will be handsomely rewarded.”
* ¢ Och ! never name it, sir; never name it,”’ she re-
neatcd, curtseying him to the door ; where we shall
eave him to pursuc the object of his ill- dcsngned in-
quiries—thd¢ unfortunate Clarence.

‘CHAPTER XVIIL

“ \Veep on-—perhaps in after days,
They'll learn to love your name ;

And many a deed may wake in praise,
That long has slept in blame.”

DraN Swift very foolishly calls prudence an alder-
manic virtue, be should rather” have termed it a car-
dinal one. It is the want of that grand supervisor,
that has so often rendered the possession of all the
other virtues valucless and unavailing, since it is sel-
dom the world gives a ‘man credit {for much worth
who has fallen into mach errof.  And when have the
imprudent done otherwisc? Their faults arc almost
involuntary : acting from impulse, they never pause
to reflect till it is too late, and then congeious, what-
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ever may be the consequences of their conduct, that
it origivated in.no deliberatc baseness, they find little
difficulty in forgiving and palliating tbeir crrors to
themselves. Having thus made their self-confessions,
like a newly shriven sinuer they throw off the remem-
brance of their misconduct, and the sage counsels of
experience togethér, and sin against prudence and
common sense with as much facility as ever. No
such lenity actuates thosc who sit in judgment over
them—society at large, looks only to results and con-
sequences ; the various circumstances of fortune and
fecling, of temptation and temperament, that give a
peculiar bearing to every case, is never taken into
consideration. We might as well expect the whole-
sale dealer to weigh his bales and hogsheads with the
apothecary’s wcights, and adjust his balance to a
grain, Those that expect such a nicety of, justice are
mistaken ; the world? as the dealers in it, of what
class and denomihation*sod¥er, have very little to do
with scruples.

It matters not whether t.hc insolvent has become so
by the treachery of false fnends, or the trickerics of
false dice; it is enough that he has made a sudden
acquaintance with the sheriff’s officer; and a bailif
will keep friends «¢f bay moré successfully, than the
baying of the watchdog does thieves. His name in
the gazette is the only part of him they desire to gaze
al. His entrée and his exit arc contrasted, and a very
unceremonious vifo is recorded against him,

The imprudence of the other sex is visited with
even still greater severity ; and when once she steps
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fmm the pedestal of reputation, she is lost .irrevo-
Bﬂbb o e, S

' « The traveller, if be chance w stray,
. May turn uncensured to his way :

' Polluted streams.again are pure,

And deepest wounds adnit a cure!

But woinan no redemptiou knows,

The wounds of honour never close,”

3
Vaiuly she pleads the blandishments of her seducer;
the proneness of her own heart to love aud tender-
pess ; the circumstances that threw her into his dan-
gerous power, and that left her wholly at his mercy.
Her imbecility and his baseuess ave items with which
the world have nothing to do, and the broad brand of
infamy stigmatizes alike the victim of ohe repented
error, and the reckless perpetratress of a hundred.
Siuce then the want of prudence is often equiva-
lent to the want of virtue, and *visited as severely ; it
is somewhat surprising t®at it is so Wniversally undor-
rated : and while every other virtue is by turns affected,
we so seldom find pe(:ple pretending to this. Perhaps
this inconsistency may be acconated for, from the
circumstance, that this mild preservative of the eco-
nomy of life is seldom found co-existent with genius.
People will therefore affect improvidence and eccen-
tricity, in the hope of gaining credit for the possession
of their oecasignal concomitants—wit and talent. It
may also arise from a consciousness, that as prudence
is a negative rather’ than a positive virtue, it is as often
the defence of the wicked as the guard of the worthy,
and is perhaps more frequently found at the former )
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than the latter post. Prudence has been so constantly
knowa to flourish where no other flower took root—
to spring in rank luxuriance, and afford the shelter of
its shade to parsimony, cowardice, selfishness, and
all uncharitableness, that an indirect slur has been
thrown on a quality known to be indigenous to the
miscer, and the mercenary, the crafty, and the cow-
ardly. Imbecility always crouches for protection be-
hind the shield of prudence ; the weak and timid do
not advance a step, without first putting forth their
feelers, as the snail does its antenne, to ascertain that
there is no danger. The sordid and avaricious amass
their woncy, and dispense their stinted boons, under
this mask.

But prudence, rightly understood, is one of the
most desirable and esscntial qualities of mind. It is
the rudder of condunct, and wit sits vainly at the stern
when that is wanting. To this deficiency might Cla-
rence trace the serics of misfortunc that had marked
his brief career. Headlong impaticnce, and uncon-
trolled passion were his Scylla and Charybdis : and
he had that singular peculiarity, which belongs to the
professedly imprudent, of being inscusible to the
warnings of experience. He seemed to get out o.
one dilemma only to be in readiness to fall into ano-
ther. ,

His earliest perceptions found ‘him residing in se-
clusion in one of the southern provinces of France
under the protection of a priest, to whom the care of
hig education scemed rather a pleasure than a duty;
at an carly age he was removed to one of those col-
leges, of which many exist in that kingdom, where he
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received gratuitously all the advantages of a more ex-
tended plan of instruction ; and thither his protcctor
accompanicd him. As he advanced in years, and his
perceptions awakened him to the singularity of his
isolated situation, he would fréquently endeavour to
elicit information as to his birth and future destiny.
But with regard to the first object of his inquiry the
holy father observed an impenetrable reserve, and on
‘the subject of the latter he evinced an indecision, that
plainly showed he was only an ageut, and that some
bidden mover was behind the curtain, on whom de-
pended the conduct of Clarence’s fortune. At length
came the decrec, and he was doomed to a monastic
life; a denunciation from which his soul revolted.
Life was to him “a bright illusion” sketched by a
bold fancy, and tinted with the most vivid hues of an
ardent imagination, and when he contrasted it with
what he conceived the cold inanity, the sombre gloom
of a monastery, it ¢ breathed a browner horror” o’er
his soul than death itself. The more he reflected the
stronger became his antipathy to the life marked out
for him, and the more determined his resolution to
fly from it. ¢ The world was all before bim where to
choose ;" yet hec was poor and friendless, and in the
great wilderness before’ him he knew not what track
to pursuc ; but— :

¢ The young l;lood ran frolic through his veins,
And hoyhood made him sanguine.”

Under the auspices of a fine starlight night, he effect-
cd his escape from college; and with pockets ncarly
as light as his heels, he madc his way to Paris. By
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singular good fortune in the first café he entered in
that metropolis he met a schoolfellow, who did not
withdraw the hand of friendship and fellowship which
ke had extended on their first rencontre, after he was
informed of the real situation of the late companion
of his sports and studics. His father was a man o.
science ; he took Clarence home, and in a very short
time le bon pere, with the same spirit that actuated
his son, took the truant by the hand, and madc his
talent available to the procurement of a decent sub-
sistence. Thus far aided by the wind and tide of
fortunc, having made a port, when he expected only
to mcet the rocks and shoals of adversity, he for
some time evinced that circumspection of conduct,
which showed his gratitude to Heaven, and sense of
what was due to those who had served him, and to
himself. But temptat$n, which wooed him in a
thousand forms, at length succeeded in drawing him
from the strong hold of prudence; and the ungrate-
ful apostate from her precepts, soon found himself
involved in ills innumerable, the direst of which was
—poverty.

¢ Thus bad begins, but worse remains behind.”

Adversity has been called the school of virtue: it is
that comparative adversity then, that quickens indus-
tcy and prompts exertion ; which, though wanting
comforts, is not destitute of nccessaries, and which can
look forward to the futurc with some confidence.
Extreme poverty, as subjecting man to great tempta-
tions or cnfeebling his energies, is as inimical to
9 2p
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virtue as to exertion. The first is the bracing air of a
cold morning, which animates the pedestrian to a
quicker pacc: the last is the intense inclemency of a
winter’s night, which benumbs the limbs and stag-
nates the blood, which prodnces torpor and insensi-
bility. Independence is the best groundwork of vir-
tue, the healthy soil in which the salutary seed, sown
by the hand of industry, yiclds a productive harvest.
He who carns a sofficiency to mect the common calls
of nature, though unable to vic in appearance cr share
in the pleasurcs of thousands that surround him, has
still that which will prescrve bis integrity from taint,
and his feelings from insult. But the precarious state
of that being who to-day has, aud to-morrow has not,
who feels the cravings of nature without the means
to satisfy them, is one in which honour must yiceld to
necessity, and the delicacy  j feeling be disrcgarded.
When want, misfortune, and we will say misconduct,
first scud forth their victim, the remains of his betier
nature recoils from that which every where presents
itsell’; he returns iuto himself to shudder over degra-
dation tamely submitted to, to recollect rudencss and
churlishness calmly acquiesced in; but the nerve that
has been long exposed will grow callous ; his feelings
will gradually lose their poignancy, till at last he will
court debasement if it brings a recompense. Tempt-
ation to crime assails hin. The alternative of punish-
ment is little dreadcd by one who can scarcely be
made more wretched, and there is a chance that his
dclinquency may escape detection. It is thus, one by
one, poverty throws down the bareiers of integrity,
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aud the mind resigns every priuciple of honour—
every precept of virtue : that it shouold be so the phi-
lauthropist will mourn, but must forbcar to censure.

X

‘¢ Do men gather grapes of thorns, or figs of thistles 2

From the last degradations of unsparing poverty,
Clarence saved himsell by enlisting in a cavalry regi-
ment, in which he soon distinguished himself by a
bearing that evidently belonged to a superior rank,
by the graces of his person, and the advantages which
a good education never fails to afford its possessor.
The French army admits of that gradation which will
clevate the common soldier to the rank of field mar-
shal o and many withoeut a titbe of Clarence’s advan-
tuges have experienced such an exaltation ; but they
nndoubledly possessed, what /Ze did not—common
SUHRC — hd

« Wha h though no seience, i. fairly worth the seven,—'"

or ¢lse a share of good fortunc that did not fall to
him.  Uis elegant manners and companionable quali-
tics, his gaiety and good humour, securcd him the
goodwill of both comrades aud commanders.  Again
was the past given to oblivion, and the future to
hope. Again did the free spirit that dwelt within
himy vally all its powers; but like the young savage,
full of conscious strength and glowing life, uncalcu-
lating as to future contingencies, and unrcad in the
science of the world, Clarence soon gave umibrage to
pride, and opportunity to envy. Cunning, says Gold
smith, is an overmatch for wisdom, operating like

wstinet iu brates: it moves in a narrow circle, but
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within the compass of its influence it generally
operates with success. Among those whom the com-
manding officer especially distinguished was Clarence
and a young man of the name of Le Gant. Never
were beings more opposite brought into the same
sphere of action. The latter, schooled in the craft of
the world, concealed under the civilest exterior a dis-
position, that owned no kindly feeling towards any of
the human race. Like Fag in the Rivals, he rccom-
pensed himself for his abject submission to those
above, by the grossest tyranny over those below him.
His swarthy and diminutive person shrunk instinc-
tively from the neighbourhood of so fine a forin as
Clarence's.  All the little artillery of his venemous
natare, was soon furbished wvp to be in readiness to
attack the young aspirant, whenever a safe opportu-
nity should offer; while all®he ingratiating arts of
which he was master, were put in exercise to forward
his own views of promotion. The usual effects were
soon apparent: the rcgardless and unthinking Cla-
rence obtained nothing more than empty honours ;
while his seeret foe, by dint of assiduity took the pas,
and was soon scen strutting about,

< Pranked in authority, against all noble sufferance."

Clarence saw his rise without envy, but not with-
out surprise ; unable to penctrate the little artifices by
which he wormed himself into favour, he took up the
opinion so conunon to the improvident, that Le Gant
was as predestined to good, as he to ill fortune. The

timnlant again weakened, and he made no determi-
nate cxertions: while his carcless habits and un-
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guarded expressions laid him open to misrepresenta-
tion. Le Gant in the meantime was as busy in
working his downfall, as he bad been iff effecting his
own risc. But he was carcfully on his guard not to
betray his designs ; like the assassin he stabbed him
iv the dark, and then was the first to come forward
with pretended commiseration. He was the origin
and instigator of opinions and prejudices injurious to
the object of his envious hatred; but when referred
to on the subject, he affected a perfect impartiality ;
or, was the currcnt strong against him, he spoke in
extenuation ; or, was there an evident movement in
furour of the traduced, he

¢ With hesitation—humbly slow,”

presumed and enforced the possibility 3 yet still with
his accustomed caution at the cluse of every debate,
ht—

¢« Kpew what he knew, as if he knew it not,

What he remembered secemed to have forgot,

His sole opiion let whate'er betall
Cent'ring at last in havivg none at all.”

‘Thas to none, not even to Clarence bimself, did he
appear to entertain one fecling of enmity against
him. But the exercise of his authority was soon suf-
ficicutly galling to him on whom it fell. Justly has
it been said that ill-usage is as bard to relate as to
endurc. There is commonly something pitiful in
complaint, and though oppression in a general sensc
provokes the wrath of mankind, the investigation of
its minuter circumstances excites nothing but deri-
sion, Clarence daily cudured ¢ wrongs toc trifling
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to resent, but too humiliating to be borne,” and in a
moment of rashness, thought to free himsclf from the
trammels of $ubjection by desertion.

It is not our purpose to follow him through the
fugitive adventures of his flight till his meeting in the
wood at Nice, Carolinc Auber, and Emma Chudleigh.
It is safficient to say that his sufferings both physical
and mental were great. Having once taken the ill-
advised step, (and though pennyless and fricndless he
had nothing to fly to,) flight was impcrative. Often
was the grass his food, and the heavens his canopy ;
sometimes he obtained the shelter of a cottage, and
shared the paor man's crust.  Impelled by famine he
would stop the infant in its way to school, and snatch
from its little hand the uunfinished morsel, but in his
moments of wildest miscry he did no further wrong,
committed no greater violence, and not one of the
little ones hie despoiled suffered more than a momen-
tary privation, What he took was the superabund-
ance of plenty, placed in the baby-hand by maternal
tenderness-—a tenderness that would have yiclded
succour to him, could he have appealed to its charity ;
for the concurring testimony of every traveller agrees
in proclaiming the female heart the true scat of com-
passion and benevolence, in every climate.

At Nice the pleasure of Miss Aaber’s society, and
his growing passion, rendered him insensible to the
dictates of caution. Forgetful of his recent deliver-
ance from death, he also forgot that he was still in
danger ; and in a moment when he least expected it,
he was made a captive by a party sent in pursuit of
him, at the head of which was Le Gant.
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In reconducting him to head quarters he was of
necessity often lodged for the night in the prisons of
the places through which they passed ; and these pri-
sous were frequently little adapted for security, but
the vigilance of Le Gant precluded the possibility of
vscape. One night, after a weary march, and sach
farc ag—

¢ Sparrow’s would grow lank on,”

be threw himscll on the floor of a dump dangeon, glad
even of such repuse as it could offer. La belle Angluise,
and the probability that he might never behold her
more, occupied all his thoughts, and pagged bis heart
with an agony decper than any apprchension of his
impending fate.  Suddenly the focsin sounded, the
militarily was called out, all was terror and confusion :
through the bars of his grated window he saw the
crupsoned skies refleet the red flames of a vast con-
flagration. e sprung uwpon his feet; it was the
beacon of liberty to him: renovated hopes, wild
visious of future joys, flashed upon his soul, roused all
the energics of his barassed mind, and sincwed his
reluxed and wearied limbs. He effected his escape.
Ouce again he breathed the air of freedom. Once
again fate held torth a promise of trinmph over the
“ hnngry ruin”’ that pursued him. He walked boldly
forward, with a step light as though he had known
no toil—so intimate is the sympathy between the soul
and body. He had now a stimulant he had never
known belore, the most powerful perhaps the human
mind acknowledges. Miss Auber had informed him of
the possibility of. her return to England, and had
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furnished him with her address that he might write
to her whenever they should be separated. Great
Britain then was the haven of his hopes, the land of
promisc, and thither he determined to direct his
coursce; but how was this to be effected ? He that has
triumphed over many difficulties, never wants hope for
the future. With a firm reliance on the Providence
that had so far sustained him, he went boldly forward,
and took his way through a wood, his mind too much
occupied to be sensible of pbysical suffering, when
suddenly he met his mortal foe, Le Gant. He still
thought sufficiently well of him to believe he would
not take advantage of his defenceless state; but he
soon found it otherwise. His mind was then made
up. He was unarmed ; but with the velocity of light,
the strength of despair, he sprung like a lion on his
foec. In the close grapple with his wild adversary,
Le Gant found it useless to retain the sword that he
had drawn, and the contest became a wrestle in which
Clarence made himself master of onc of Le Gant’s
pistols. They werc now on cqual grounds, if cqual
it may be called, when the motives of action were so
different : both fired at the same moment. Le Gant
fell, wounded, perhaps mortally, and Clarence having
dragged him into the high road that he might have
the chance of being met by some good Samaritan, fled
unhurt.

Various and crucl were his difficulties and privations
till his meeting with Mr. Wingregin, and being
through his means made the companion of Miss
Auber’s voyage to England. But in the bliss of that
tueetiug, in the hopes that sprung from it, he forgot
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for a time the destitution and solitude of soul that
awaited him. Arrived in London, he found himself
surrounded by people all occupied in the pursuits of
trade and commerce, with few of these social qualities
that invite the stranger to confidence and companion-
ship. Reflection, which he had hitherto so successfully
shunned, now overtook him like a remorselcss credi-
tor, determined to discuss every item of his long neg-
lected account, He looked round the world, and felt
he was alone : neither parent, relative, or friend was
his. From his country he was for ever an outcast and
an alien, under the ban of her outraged laws, as a de-
serter, most probably as a murderer. One being in
the world there was, and one only, to whom his heart
could turn with confidence or comfort; and she was
divided from him by circumstances that did not leave
him even the consolation of breathing the deep and
ardent passion of his soul. His spirits sunk under
the weight that oppressed them, and he had not the
courage or perscverance to make those efforts which
would have rendered his talents availing; but the
proffered succours of Caroline Aubcr aroused his pride,
and stimulated some exertions to obtain independ-
encc. The moment those excrtions repaid him, he
took the romantic resolution of visiting Wales, in the
hope of seeing the benutiful arbitress of his destiny.
Of the fruitlessness of that journey we are already
aware, He followed his mistress to London, where
he found that his excursion had not only invaded bis
resources, but had also militated against his interest ;
and he was reduced to the lowest ebb, resourceless
and desponding, when our heroine like a’ministering
10 2r
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angel brought him timely succour. The days that
intervencd betwecen her first and second visit, were
days in which he cxperienced a renovation of spirit
and of hope to which he had been long a stranger.
He walked with more elasticity of step, he looked
around him with more interest on the objects that met
his view, and he wrote to Miss Auber in a tone of
feeling that spoke the balm that had been poured into
his wounded heart.  Cessation of pain is positive
pleasure. Kase aud tranquillity, to those who have
never known' their opposites, are but negative enjoy-
ments; to the harassed and unhappy, they are plea-
sures as vivid as they are sweet.  Extreme poverty is
probably the aggregate state of human wretchedness :
and of the details that ferm that aggregate, the cla-
mour of the vulgar and disappointed dan is the most
horrific. Long habits of sorrow and distress will
teach a patient acquicscence in privations the most
puinful, but no duration of time will stecl the sensitive
heart against the scuse of degradation. To such the
approaching step of the creditpr to whom appeal is
vain, is "more dreadful than the levelled pistol of the
footpad ; the latter draws the trigger and in one mo-
mentary pang life, and its hopes and fears, its good
and ill are past : but the former wastes his victim by
the inch, and tortures a life it would be mercy to de-
stroy. All that awakens interest in the refined and
dclicate, only quickens the inualice of the vulgar and
the gross ; and as in the catalogue of the distressed
gentleman’s calamities there are none so frightful as
the lowminded and suspicious creditor, who of all
beusts of prey is the most remorseless and voracious,
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so in the estimation of the unfeeling, the unkindly
vulgar, there is on carth nothivg so contemptible
as the poor gentleman.

From this, the timely aid of Caroline had just
rescucd her unfortunate Clarence ; and will it be won-
dered that such an exemption flushed his check
almost with the glow of pleasure, and renewed the
anticipation of brighter days? Deep indeed must be
that mdlancholy, which under such circumstances
would not vicld to the insinuations of hope ; since
however often or however long deluded, it is the
peculiar happiness of man, that he can still give bis
car to the soothings of her harmonious whispers.
Clarence devoted himself with new ardour to his pro-
fession, and put the finishing touches to the sketch of
the rain of Valle Crueis, which he had taken on the
day that Malcolm Noel visited that romantic place in
company with the Wingregins, his cousins three and
thirty times removed. This was placed with the
other specimens @f his talent in Mrs. Laggon’s win-
dow. It had not been long there before it attracted
the atteution of one well able to appreciate its beauty
and fidelity ; this one was no other than our young
Caledonian, who was strolling down the Strand, in
an idle scarch of amusement, which induced him to
louk at cvery thing. He stopped to examine the
frame of miniatures, and was instantly strock with
the picturesque view of the ruin.  Associated as that
place, and the pale and mysterious artist was in his
mind, he determined to introduce himself to the
painter ; and stepping into the house, he soon found
himsell before the identical person who had so vividly
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impressed his imagination, and with whom he so
earnestly desired an acquaintance. His prepossession
strengthened the moment he beheld Clarence, who,
won from his reserve by the open countenance and
casy address of Malcolm, gave way to the natural
sociability of his naturey and the youthful Scot be-
came every moment more interested in so superior a
being as he found Clarence to be.

How is it that the polish of exterior grace awakens
so instantaneous an interest in the heart? The
homeliest and the most vncouth, as equally sensible
of the ills of life, should be equally the objects of
commiseration ; but the fact is, we love to be ad-
dressed through the medium of the imagination, and
we more readily lean to that which pleases the fancy, .
than to that which offends it. But if this is common
to minds in general, how much more so is it the
crror of cultivated ones, who (without morbid or fas-

‘tidious feeling) will naturally cleave to that which
assimilates to their own nature and habits, sooner than
to that which is violently opposed to them. Under the
influence of pity thus heightened, Malcolm first beheld
Clarence, and conceived a friendship for him : under the
same influence, Caroline saw and loved him. Mankind
seem agreed to bestow their admiration and applause on
those distinctions which are derived from nature, rather
than on those obtained by effort, be that effort as laud-
nbleas it may : hence beauty and genius, qualitics as
independent of our own exertions as our very being,
cvery where meet that involuntary homage, which is
most gratifying to human ambition. While the
severest toil, or the striotest worth often passes un-
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noticed, or when its evidences are too striking to re-
main unobserved, are met with that measured praisc,
that unimpassioned tone, which speaks we are dis-
charging a duty, rather than fulfilling a pleasure.
Both in that happy season of life when the heart ex-
pands with the genial approach of kindness on oune
side, and confidence on the other, Malcolm and Cla-
rence soon became friends. The former, eager to at-
test in more than mere words the truth and strength
of his attachment, persuaded the latter to remove to
lodgings in the vicinity of his own, recommeuded him
to his tailor, and began scriously to reflect on souie
plan that might place Clarence in a situation more
suited to his talent and character. So that on the
last visit Miss Belmont paid, she learned that he
should that day change his residence, and he added a
request to know where he might send the miniature,
which, though this was the third setting, would yet
require some touches before it was fitted for delivery.
Unwilling to give her name, she replied that she was
leaving town immediately, but if favoured with his
card she would send for it on her return. Clarence
saw there was some motive for concealment, he bowed
in acquicscence, and as a testimony that he under-
stood and would not violate the privacy she desired,
he carefully locked up the picturc ere attending her
to the coach, How to fulfill her own wishes and
those of Miss Auber with regard to the remunera-
tion which she so eagerly desired immediately to
make, she was for a moment at & Idss, but an expe-
dient soon pre ented itsclf, which she did not put in
practice till she was scated in the carriage and on the
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point of driving off ; when, desiring him to make a
duplicate of the miniature, she put a folded paper into
his hand and bads him adicu.

Clarence bad hardly regained his room, and disco-
vered it was a bank note for thirty ponnds, ere he
heard the guick step of Malcoln on the stairs, and
believing himsclf at last in a fair way for fortunc’s
favours, he obeyed the summons of his new friend
and bade a final adieu w0 Mrs. Laggon whom he left
with no feelings of regret: fa other were the emo-
tions with which he turned to the humble Margaret,
whom he with wnuch difficulty forced to accept a
parting token, which, while it was heyond bis means,
was far within what she merited.

That evening Clarence passed at Malcolm’s lodg-
ings in Wimpole Strect, surrounded by every comfort,
sustained by the cheerful society of his lhost, and
confident of an cventful triuinph over his adversc
fortune. While the gcenerous Noel was even more
happy, more gay than the being he had rescued from
abandonment, who was so lately— ‘

< Prow the nrst of joys
Society, cut off aud left alone
Awmid this world.”

The part he acted sufficiently proves how little he
was tainted by the narrow principles and views of
society. The mav of the world, habituated to the
hearing, and probably somctimes experiefteing, the
deceptions continually pat in practice, is assailed by a
thousand suspicions, unknown to a being fecling and
thinking like Malcolin ; he will perhaps put down a
guinea to a subscription, or give a crown to some
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casc of very evident wretchedness, but he will never
throw open lis doors to the reception of one in dis-
tress and obscurity, or give him the advantages of his
evedit and his countenance, without any Jestriction
or limitation, but what the befriended individual may
impose on himsel’,

Whatever faalts and vices may be found conco-
mitant with a culiivated nmagination, cold uunsympa-
thizing inhumanity is rarely one of them ; au appeal
{0 the feclings of such is alway s acknowledged, although
s on thelr justice may often remain unanswered.

"The botthe was pushed about, and the two frieuds
were as happy as good wine and kind feclings could
mahe then: their mutual confidence was great, but
oot npitmited.  Maleolm breuthed not a word of his
dimappeinted tove 5 nor Clarence of his secret passion.
T ae former; who wus prompt and decisive in all his
plans of action, sud never suflered pleasure to super-
sede the more impertunt views of business, confined
ibe conversation chictly to Lis frieud’s present situ-
ation ; he drew up hefore they parted an advertise-
ment, which he undertook to have inscrted in The
Times, and after many wutual professions of regard
Clarence retired to bis new lodgings.  With the de-
lighttul cousciousness of having donc a good action,
Malcolm took up his chamber candle to go to bed ;
but again sat down to make some alterations in the
proposed announcement, which ultimately ran thus ;—

“ To the higher Orders and literary Circles of
Socicty.

“ A gentlemun who has received a liberal cduca=
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tion, who speaks English, French, and Italian fluently,
has an cxtensive acquaintance with books in general,
and with ancient and modern history in particular, is
qualified for the situation of a librarian or private
secretary, would wish to be employed in either capa-
city. The most satisfactory references as to character
and talent will be given, &c. &c.”

Having re-read and approved it, he folded and put
it in his pocket-book ; and peace that ever waits on
worth, when blest in circumstance and well employed,
strewed poppies on his pillow.

CHAPTER XVII.

* Here the high Tor
Rears its mighty head, alvug whose broad bold base
Impatient Derweut foams, among the crags
Roaring impetuous, till bis force all lost,
Gentle and still, a deep and silent stream,
He scarcely seems t6 move : o’er him the boughs
Bend their green foliage, shivering with the wind,
And dip uto bis surface.”

IN the course of a fortnight from the period of
Lady Milsom’s marriage, Adela was at Milsom Park
with all the Aubers and Egremonts, the Elmers and
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the Astons, and hundreds of names that embraced
every possible combination of the four and twenty
letters of thc alphabet. Flirts from fifteen to fifty,
and beaux from fourteen to fourscore: some beauty,
much eclegance, a great deal of ton, and still more
prctension.  Age was r vulgar term that no onc knew
the meaning of ; fashien supplied every deficiency of
character, conduct, and disposition, as credit did cvery
defect of fortune.

The mansion, originally extensive and convenient,
had undergone repairs and alterations so numecrous
and so advantageous, that to such of the visitors who
had known it before, it was literally an old friend with
ancw face. A long suit of drawing-rooms, thrown one
into another by folding doors, blazing with rich hang-
ings, the most sumptuous furniture, splendid lustres
and chandeliers ; the ball room, the banquet room,
the music and billiard rooms, the library, and conser-
vatory, preseutcd cvery resource that wealth could
purchase, or luxury invent to chase the demon ennui.

The grounds were labyrinths of sweets, and mazes
of beauty, where art following on the track of nature,
heightened all her charms and obviated her incon-
gruities, without that desecration, which not unfre-
quently takes place, when the landscape gardener and
his wealthy employer commerice their improvements,
or rather machinations against good taste. In fact it
might be said of Milsom Park, as was remarked of a
noble mansion in its vicinity, that it contained every
thing that was rich and elegant, yet in no instance
had convenience been sacrificed to a vain display of
superfluous ornament.

10 2F
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Matlock was at this period particularly foll of
visitors independent of those who thronged the man-
sion of the bridal pair. It baths had the attractions
of fashion and the finest weather to offer, besides
their chalybeate waters; landaus, barouches, Stan-
hopes, and phaetons, full of the gay sons and daughters
of the beaw monde were every where seen among the
beauliful scenery of the romantic place. The bright
waters of the Derwent reflected innumerable forms of
blooming and graccfal youth, who wandered beneath
its luxuriant shades, or glided in numerous pleasure
parties across its strcam. The mcanderiug course of
the lovers’ walk had iu no seasou been trod by a
more numerous assemblage. The rochs were every
moment presenting to the gazer’s cye some lone
figure pausing in the midst of a picturcsque scene,
or groups climbing the heights for the sake of the
prospect.

To Adela, who had a vivid taste for the beautics of
nature, all this was unspeakably delightful, buot still
more grateful to her hcart was the reception she met
from the gentle and lovely brlide, whose happiness,
whose virtues, were alike ,singular. Seldom does
humanity realize a felicity so perfect ; and still more
rarely is it the lot of worth so well deserving it, and
so little envied. Therc was a peace, an unobtrusive
sweetness about Lady Milsom that charmed all and
alarmed noune. '

¢ Mild as the opening worn’s serenest ray,
Mild as the close of summer’s softest day,
Her form, her virtues, (form’d alike to please,
With artleas charins, and unassuming ease ;)
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On cvery breast their mingled influence stole,
_And in sweet unson breathed oue beauteous whole.”

Her power consisted in a gentle influence, exerted
without effort, and as unconsciously submitted to as
it was excrcised. Her dress clegant, but simple ; her
manner graccful, but retiving ; she never formed a
striking figure in the circles of the gay world, and
therefore moved no feelings of eovy. She never stood
forth as a candidate for distinction and notoricty, nor
threatencd to distance the weak and vain competitors
that started cvery moment for séme prize of vanity
and ambition. She was rather a spectator, than an
actor in the busy scene before her 5 but a spectator
of so mild a character, that the victor and the van-
qujshed alike sought the repose of her society, after
the triumph of conquest, or the chagrin of defcat—the
first secure of mild gratulations unmixed with envy;
the latter of the lenient soothings of a kind regret
unvitiated by sneers.  Thus with the universal cha-
racter of the sweet Lady Milsom, it might be imagined
<he was commonplace and insipid, bat her worth was
not the less intrinsic for being known to few. Tt
was to the husband of her love that her virgin bosom
upened all its treasure ; “twas his to discover the calm
wisdom of a soul fed by veflection and obscrvation ;
the purc and warm feelings of a heart unbackneyed
1 the parade of passien and of sentiment ; the mild
dignity of a character that formed just estimates, and
marked the distinct limits of every duty, and of every
virtuc; at once too wise for excess, and too warm-
hearted to be wanting in any of the sympathics or
charities of life.
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»

She was a friend of the most valuable description,
and one whom Adela pcculiarly required ; hers were
the mild, the perspicuous reasonings, that corrected
the false colourings of a vivid imagination ; hers were
the just and equal feelings, that chastened the excess of
a highly cherished sensibility, and without demanding,
or even dcsiring their subversion, marshalled them
under the mild prescripts of judgment and of virtue.

Had Adela known her, ere yet the basis of charac-
ter was fixed, how much romantic fancy and hectic
feeling had been subdued or cxpelled. In place of
indulging wild vision of unattainable happiness, she
would have formed reasonable plans of rational en-
joyment ; instcad of yielding to the pruriency of a
delicate sensibility, she would have braced her fecl-
ings to that tone, which, while they were the friends
of her felicity, they would not be the foes of her
virtue.

But Adela took refuge in her bosom after all the
mischief was done; when her heart had become a
prey to hopeless and a guilty passion; when her peace
had been immolated at the shrine of her imagination,
In the soul-lit, passion-speaking eyes of Seeton
Auber, she had kindled the torch, that was to light
the funeral pyre of her mental innocence ; in the in-
dulged contemplations of his captivating graces,
his manly charms, his brilliggt genius, she added
force to the flame she should have smothered ;
and the circumstances that had informed her of his
reciprocity, the nameless indication which every day
ipoke to her conscicus and responding heart, that
fic loved her, instead of enfurcing flight only inducced
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her stay. Yet Adcla was no sensualist, who would )
have purchased pleasurc at the expense of honour.
Equally vivid in all ber feclings, to her delinquency
bad been death. She lived but to love, and to love
without hope ; she did not even propose to herself
the possibility of subduing her passion, or diverting
ber mind to other ohjects or to other scenes. To
her ’twas luxury to cateh the sound of his approach-
ing footsteps, while cvery trembling fibre of her
frnme warned her, bow fatal was the fascination
which she would not spurn : “twas luxury to hear the
toncs of his harmonious voice, even when addressing
another ; and to lean on his supporting arm was that
delicious, that entrancing bliss, that wordliess ecstacy,
that can only speak in sighs, and which induced her
to hang with a slight, but voluptuous pressure, to
assure herself of the reality, that it was Ais arm that
was sustaining her. Yet never did her thoughts for a
moment indulge the possibility of being his, and she
blamed herself for her disgust at the character of
Miss Egremont, because she was suspicious of the
origin of her feelings ; and readily gave her credit for
being more amiable than she appeared to an eye
prejudiced by jealousy, if such it might be called : for
Adela was not onc of those violent beings who would
rend her way to happiness, and destroy in a wild gust
of frenzy every opposing object. Her nature was
softuess itself ; and ?er heart, full of the devotion of
love, had room for no other feeling ; all she proposed
to herself was to remain near the idol of her idolatry
as long as circumstances and propriety would permit,
and then, bearing his image with her to her native
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vale, pass the remainder of her days in a devoted soli-
tude and romantic constancy.

This resolution gave a steadicr tone to her manner ;
the invariable cffect of having an ultimate determina-
tion ; and if she had lost much of the bewitching
playfulness of her earlier nature, she had also resign-
cd some of the deep melancholy that had of late pre-
vailed over her spirits. She began to grow accustomed
to the master passion of her sounl, and could lay it
deep in the bottom of her heart, while she took her
part in the gaicties that surrounded her.  She could
speak, and be spoken to by the object of it without
much external emotion, till he, who knew not it was
the effect of « mind made wvp, believed again his fancy
and his hopes had deccived him, and that the empire
of her heart was not his.

Adela had many motives in joining actively in the
pleasurcs and conversation of the circle in which she
made so brilliant a figure, in spite of the obscurity of
her birth and the narrowness of her fortune, the prin-
cipal of which was avoiding the- serious attentions of
Frederic, and the distressing assiduitics of Lord Egre-
mout ; though she had in a great measure found refuge
from the latter in the newly acquired fricndship of
Lady Ruthven, who professed so singular and so sud-
den an attachment to her as to be seldom from her
side. ®

The first week passed rapidly away, and the plea-
sures of Matlock secmed as exhaustless as its beauties.
The bloom of Miss Belmont’s cheek, which had been
somewhat paled by a London atmosphcre and London
habi‘s, began to rcgain its native tint of exquisite and
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delicate brilliancy : her heart soothed by the sweet
friendship of Lady Milsom, and her spirits sustain-
ed by her countenance and support, fele little from
the occasional shafts of the covert envy of Miss Egre-
mont and her clan, Caroline was all affection, ardent,
animated, and zealous on every occasion in which our
hercine became either the object of applause or de-
traction. Lady Ruthven distinguished her by con-
tinual attention, and evineced she was not the mere
womaun of fashion, by conversation that displayed much
varied information and mnch strength aud originality
of idea. Captain Auber was kind and gentle when-
ever he bad occasion to address her.  Sir Hubert and
his lady treated her with the cordiality and affection
due to an avowed favourite of their dear Emilia;
while the Earl of Brrol scemed to regard her with
even parental tenderness. Thus caressed and  dis-
tinguished, surrounded by splendour and breathing
in the midst of pleasures as varied as they were bril-
liant ; with an imagination ever kindling, and a
beauty ever heightening, Adcla was the Nourmahal of
Milsom Park.

Letters from france, announcing the impossibility
of the Pomenars visiting England for many weeks,
perhaps months, determined Lady Milsom no longer
to delay her long promised féte of the creation of the
knights of the Amaranth. The preparations were
immediately commenced ! and the announcement that
the installation was to be followed by a fancy ball in
which every one was to appear with the appropriate
symbols of a character chosen from the heathen
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mythology, sct more classical inquiry afloat than hed
been agitated for some time.

Ladies who had long becn in the habit of thinking
themselves goddesses, were -delighted at the oppor-
tunity of appearing as such. Vanity, that foe to good
sense, and which like a serpent stings the bosom in
which it is cherished, began to display itsclf in every
variety. A knot of young ladies who had as much
idea of the attributes of the muses, as a peacock has
of music, came to the agreement of representing the
nine : though Caroline who happened to be near them
suggested their personating the Pierides, (nine pre-
smmptuous Thessalian girls who challenged the muses
to a trial of skill, and were defeated and changed into
magpies ;) this suggestion was not attended to, pro-
bably because it was not understood ; and their ar-
rangements proceeded. Miss Barbara Blouse, whose
round fat rosy face would have suvited a Bacchante,
voted herself Melpomene. Her sister Diana, from an
unfortunate accident in her infancy, had a slight limp
incident to a deficiency in the length of one of her
legs, but then she had by way of indemnity a supera-
bundance in the size of her foot, and she proposed
herself as the representative of Zerpsichore. Penelope,
who stuttered so terribly, as at times not to be able
to pronounce her own name, (they were a gifted
family,) declared her intention of appearing as the
muse of eloquence ; and her dear friend and insepara-
ble, Selina Mopus, with a pale hollow-cheeked ema-
ciated visage, that would have made the fortune of a
methodist, would be nothing (which of course meant
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remaining in proprie persona) unless she was allowed
to appear as Zhalia. A young lady who had in the
course of that day confounded Junius Brutus with
Robert Bruce, christened herself Clio, the muse of
History.

Caroline rose from the sofa which she had occu-
pied in their vicinity, looked archly at her brothcr
Sceton who was leaning on the back of Adela’s chair,
and paying very little attention to any of the sur--
rounding objects, exclaimed as she passed him—

¢ Ju the beginning of thinge Chaes was created.”

The very spirit of waggery inhabited the breast of
Caroline, and she now saw a very fair field for its in-
dulgence before her. The only commodity in the
market was self, an article seldom below par, but on
this oceasion far above it. The sight of Frederic in
the midst of a group, looking as wild and as wicked
as he could, assured her of sport, and she soon form-
ed one of the party, prepared to be coadjutor or
auxiliary in any scheme of mischief he might be upou.
She found him in earnest couversation with a per-
sonage I shall take this opportunity of introducing to
my rveaders. This was Robert Bolton Esg. son and
heir of the Bolton of Threadneedle Strect to whom
Lord Egret:nont had desired Mrs. Laggon to address
any communication she might wish to make to his
lordship. He was a little stumpy fcllow, with a
countenance very like that of Gibbon the historian,
always saving and excepting the eye, that sure indi-
cative of mind and feeling. Mr. Bolton’s little orbs
of intelligence were something of the colour ol water-
10 2a
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gruel, and about as brilliant, and certainly were as
unfit to act as the telegraphs of his intellect (if he had
any) as can well be conceived. It was in vain that
fashion endeavoured to adorn a form, which, cast in
the hippopotamus mould, scemed slovenly by pre-
scriptive right. It was cqually in vain that society
enforced certain restrictions upon the natural freedom
of this unique specimen of human nature ; the loud
langh, abhorrent to any one imbued with one spark
of the spirit of Chesterfield, he indulged in to an ex-
cess not very advantageous to his appearance, since it
discovered a capacity of moutb, to which bad his in-
tellect been commensurate, he had been the Solomon
of the age; but there was a drawback even on this
advantlage, in the paucity of teeth that inhabited it,
and which, to deseerate a very common simile, were,

¢ Like angels’ visits, few and far between.”

They looked like the mournful emblems of delapida-
tion, even at the very moment he was performing a
peal equal to what might have issued from the mouth
of the old Tom of Lincoln.

The father of this obstreperous person, had formerly
been a dealer in spiritous liquors, the most productive
of all spiritual pursuits in this material world, and by
dint of industry, good fortune, and an unsophisti-
cated devotion to his own interest, and an equally
unsophisticated disrcgard to the interests of others,
be in course of time was enabled to dignify himself
with the more respectable appellation of wine-mer-
chant. To adopt an old joke; from being a rogue in
spirit, he became a rogue in grain, and then a rogue
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in general, otherwise 8 general merchant. He was
ulso willing to undertake the agency business of
those who liked their dirty work done by deputy, and
in this way he was of material use to Lord Egremont,
who besides other more substantial considerations,
rewarded his diligence by giving his countenance to
yvoung Bolton, who thus, and by the aid of being the
inheritor of the riches of a wealthy East India trading
uncle, got introduced into the world, and was received
in drawing-rooms when he was fit ouly for a me-
nagerie. :

Young Bolton, with a great share of hereditary
shrewdness and cunning, was deficient in that com-
mon scnse which can alone make a man respectable.
A» learning gives a fool more opportunities of exposing
himself, so did wealth furnish Bolton with mecans to
make bimself ridicalous. Vanity was the prevailing
foible of his character : it blinded him to the defects
of his person ; and without cne requisite for distinction,
he panted for display.

If ever there were a fair subject for ridicule, here
was onc; and when Caroline advanced, she found
licr brother debating with him, whether he had bet-
ter personate Apollo or Adoris.  Caroline with admi-
rable gravity joined in; though at the moment the
idea that he would be only a fit representative of the
wild boar which killed the favourite of Venus, was
nppermost in her mind : for she could not conceive
even Pulean or any of his assisting Cyclops half so
hidcous as Mr. Robert Bolton. ‘

«“ Now if you would allow me to advise,” she said,
after listening a few minutes, “ you would give the
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preference to Mercury. First of all, as the messenger
of the gods, you will be able to show your gallantry
and light heels to the ladies ; secondly, he is the god
of merchants, and of all those ingenious devices by
which they progressively rise to fortune and distinc-
ton.” .

“ Now Miss Caroline,” cried the weak and vain
booby, “ I’'m always afraid of you.”

“Then,” she continued, taking no notice of his
obscrvation, ¢ with your pefasus on your head, and
vour ¢alaria at your heels, your caduceus in your hand,
if you mind your P’s and Q's—"

“ Hold, hold,” interrupted Bolton  Potatoes on
my head, celery at my heels, aud cabbages in my hand !
and then my peas! that would look very well, truly !
I'd better have a donkey and panuiers had’nt 12”

Herc a burst of uncontrolable laughter from Fre-
deric, in which every one within hearing joined,
made the very roof ccho, and with the united efforts
of many, almost cqualled some of Bolton’s solitary
exploits in that way. .

¢ This is always the way with you, Miss Caroline,”
cried the offended cit. *“1 don’t half like it, I can tell
you

Unable to recover sufficient self-command to ap-
pease him, she made good her retreat, and was flying
across the room like another Camilla, with a step of
life and lightness, when Mr. Chudleigh, as much fas-
cinated by her wit as her beauty, intercepted her way.
The inheritor of g large fortune, and in the event of
an elder brother dying without issue, the heir to a
title, he was what is usually termed an eligible match;
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but what had infinitcly more weight with the better
part of the Auber family, he was a young man of
much unpretending worth and talent : therefore in
addition to the Captain, he had Caroline’s brothers,
her uncle and aunt, and Lord Milsom and his sweet
bride, all warmly in his favour, and rcady to advocate
his causc on every occasion. No one but our heroine
conld understand Caroline ; she was neither a prude,
nor a coguct; full of youth, beauty, and animation,
her insensibility appcared perfectly incomprehensible,
for the idea of any other attachment never occurred,
as there was nothiug to lcad to such a suspicion.

“ And in what character shall T have the pleasure
of addressing you at the common festival ?”° said the
half gay, half melancholy Chudlcigh, as he attempted
to take her hand.

*“Oh! T am saved all the trouble of an assump-
tion,” replicd she gayly, “for I hold an oftice about
the person of Amarantha, and am beside a Grand
Cross.

“ That you arc,” observed her father, who was not
far off, with something of the spirit of retaliation.

¢ And I am a Grand Cross too,” said Lady Milsom,
smiling, as she joined them.,

“ Then it’s for the first time in your life,” said Mr.
Chudleigh.

“ Ah!” said Caroline, “I shall see you and my
lord there, who by the bye is flirting with Mrs. Bray-
more, returning from Dunmow some day with a gam-
moun of bacon fastcued behind the carriage, after
having knelt on the two sharp stoncs, and sworn the
vath so few can swewr.”

2
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** [ beg your pardon,” said Lady Milsom,  not five
miuutes since we had a terrible quarpel.”

“ Then my lady you hav’nt saved vour bacon!”’
exclaimed Bolton, and then performing an extra peal
of laughter in honour of his own wit, resumed his
good humour. [ hope I shall manage better than
that some day,” he continued, * then what with the
bacon, and the cabbage and potatoes that Miss Caro-
line there was so good as 10 men ion, I sh Il do well.
cnough ou short-commons days.”

Lady Milsom not happening to be in the room at
the time of the general laugh agaiust Bolton, and now
not understanding a word he said, thought him a
greater fool than ever.

“ And if is not a very great secret,” criecd Lady
Ruthven, ¢ what did you and my lord differ about ?*

¢ Only about arrangements: Miss Belmont wished
to resign her post to me, and my lord seconded her :
but [ would suffer no infringement of my original
plan. Secondly, wc disagrced as to the number of
the knights: since the arrangements have been
thrown wholly on Carolinc and me, we have made
our clections, and from our awards there shall be no
appeal.”’

“ What is this ] hear ?” cried Lord Egremont press
ing into the circle. “Itsounds to me very like a party-
system. Why, Mr. Auber, we must lose no time in
drawing up a declaration of rights.”

“ Indecd my lord,” replied Sceton, “if I had not
the utmost faith in the framers of the laws, | should
tremble for their impartiality.”

“ Then indeed,” cried Frederic, I have no opinion of
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the lenity of the enactments where Caroline is the
legislatress,”

“ Nor I neither, Mr. Frederic,” exclaimed Bolton.
" After you're seeing she wanted to make me the
market-man as she called him, with greens a top of
my bead in a ball room, there’s no knowing what she
may not speculate upon doing to us.”

“ Upon my honour there is a great deal of truth in
Mr. Bolton’s observation,” said Lord Egremont.

“ Let us resolve ourselves into a committee of in-
quiry,” cried Frederic.

¢ Stay, stay, my gentle coz.”’ interrupted Lady
Milsom. ¢ Allow me to inquire to whom in this
mansion does authority belong? I would have ye to
l:uow, ye rebellious spirits, and thou son of anarchy
and misrule,” addressing herself especially to Fre-
derie, “ that this is an hievarchy, composed of three
embracing in their persons all the functions of the
purcst and the highest mortal government. We the
two Ladies Grand Cross frame the institutes, and
Amarantha confirms them, and the motto of our
order is—

A LADY CAN DO NO WRONG. "

The playful bumour, and assumptive gravity with
which Lady Milsom spoke, delighted every one. It
was so scldom she stepped forward to teke a con-
spicuous part in the passing scene, that its novelty
ulone was sufficicnt to render it pleasing.

The gentlemen fell back as if overcome by a sense
of their presumption.
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* We must appeal by way of petition,” said Seeton,
tarning to his companions.

“ There will be no sittings to receive them,” re-
plied his sister;  therefore spare yoursclves such
useless trouble,” and she exchanged looks with Lady
Milsom, full of the liveliest expression of archness

and vivacity.
“ How truly it is said,” observed the bridegroom,

¢ that ¢ cvil communications corrupt good manuers.’
Here is my Emilia whom [ remember once so gentle
and so kind, that she was—

¢ Like the sweet south
That breathes upon a bank of violets,
Stealing and giving odvurs,”
now as wayward and as inclined to mischicf as her
fair cousin and counsellor could desire.”

“ But there is one,” said Lord Egremont, advancing
to our heroine, “whose gentle nature no circum-
stance can change. You will not permit enactments
prejudicial to our interests and our happiness,” he
added, addressing her cxclusively.

¢ Like all sovercigns my locd,” replied she smiliag,

“ I must be guided by my ministers.

¢ Then like all ministers, these fair ladies,” said
his lordship, turning to the lovely cousins, ¢ must be
conciliated. If the remark of a great statesman is
true, that all have their price, I shall not despair of
purchasing their suffrage. Tell me,” he contivued,
addressing Caroline, “how I may hope to bribe you
to act with all your wonted ability in our behalf: how
may we deprecate any fatal machinations against us?”
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Enjoying the incertitude and apprehension she bad
created, she rose with an air of moch majesty, and
gently pushing his lordship from her, replied—

¢ Your Grace shall pardon me, T will not back ;
1 am too high-born to be property’d ;

To be a secoudary at control,

Or uscful serving man, or instrument

To any sovereign state thronghout the world ””

Mr. Bolton, who stood open-mouthed, was parti-
calarly struck with DMiss Auber’s air and diguified
person, and turning to her brother Frederie, after he
had watched her retiring figure, as accompanied by
Adela and Lady Milsom she left the drawing-room,
expre:sed his admiration in terms of the most ungua-
lified praise.  Frederie instantly conceived the idea
of instigating Bolton to make proposals to her, being
much of the opinion of Queen Elizabeth with regard
to Falstafl, that to sce him in love wonid be the beight
of the ludicrous.  Youug Auber was in the highest
spirits 3 though gencrally suspicious of his sister, he
felt tolerably sccore, that at the present period he
might depend on her good offices 5 he therefore pre-
pared bis scheme of sport in the full certainty that
nothing would occur to mar the mirth it would create.
Insurmountably difficult as appeared the task he had
ussigned himself, he suceeeded to a miracle : he found
a powerful auxiliary in the strong spirit of conecit
and sclf-love, that inhabited the breast which he as-
sailed, and he left Bolton resolved to scize the fiest
favourable opportunity of declaring himsclf, and in the
mean time he agreed to put himself under Frederic's

11 2n
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tutorage as to the most approved method of making
love.  Some observations he made on Miss Auber’s
turning the laugh against him so frequently ; but her
Lrother assured him it was nothing but pique at his
backwardness in pereeiving her penchant.

Strutting about full of the vew idea which had
been infused into his brain, he suddenly found himself
near Captain Auber, who, though regarding him in
common with cvery one else with coutempt and ridi-
cule, had his reasons for treating bim with civility ;
the extended hand of the booby was therefore shaken,
and the Captain remarked that this was the first op-
portunity e had bad of making inquiries as to whom
he was in mourning for.

“Why who do you giess now 2" said he with a
brcad grin of satisfuction on his face.

“ [ assure vou I cannet.”

“ Why old Nicholas my rich East-India uncle, and
F'm hits beir and huaible servant.”

“ My dear sir,” eried the Captain with increasing
cordiality of toue, 1 most sincerely wish you joy.
But Talways thought your uncle had a tumily abroad.”

“ No such thing—a few wny brats—no right to
a larthing.”

Oh! of course not!” cried the Captain coolly, tak-
ing a pinch of snuil, and rapping the box with bis
disengaged fingers, after the forefinger and thumb had
appropriated a second pinch. “ What false reports
are perpetually spreading ! T heard that he had mar-
ried a Yery fine native woman, who had brought hiu:
considerable property.”
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“ Not a word of truth in it all humbug ! answer-
wil Bolton with an expression of anger and irritation,
at the bare supposition of such an cvent.”

“ Oh! no doubt ! c¢himed iu the Captain, and he
was rising from his scat, where Bolton detained hin,
Nothing is so qunick as thought; and as he read the
expression of the cit’s face which evidently betrayed
that he bad something to say, that he knew not how
to express, the vivid apprchension of the Captain
conccived he was going to speak of the large sum in
which be stood indebted to Bolton's father.

“ I was going to mention a little affair to you, Cap-
tain,” said be with a timid wriggling aie.  The
listener looked his anxiety but made no veply; and
e cibarrassed booby was obliged to proceed.

| wish father was here—he has such a way—he
tales the right sow by the car directly.”

Captain Auber who fouud hLis ear taken in no very
pleasant manuer, was anxious to cud the colloquy,
and replicd—

“§ think 1 huow what you mcan.”

“0Oh! do you,” cricd Bolton much relieved.
“Then you'll do what you con-—you ar'n’t offended 1
hope, Captain?”’

“ O! not in the least, not in the least,” replied
he, who was too great an adept i dissembling to
betray any discomposare. [ only wonder it has not
been mentioned to me before.”

“Oh! then you saw it did you 2" said the delight-
ed Bolton. * You know exactly how matters stand
betwixt us 27

“Oht perfectly, perfectly,” replied the perplexed
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debtor, ““and T will do cvery thing to facilitate an
carly arrangement.”

“ Well now that’s hearty!” exclaimed Bolton tak-
ing the Captain’s hand. ¢ But laok, only think of
cvery body’s seeing it before 1 did! aye mother
always said 1 bad such taking-ways, that she couldn’t
scold me, cven when I stole the sugar.”

This 1emark did not reach the Captain, who at the
momeunt offcred his arm to Mrs. Saugrober to atteud
her to the dining-room.

CHAPTER XIX.

¢ You have done our pleasures very much giace fai ladies,
Set a fair fashion on our eutertainment,

Which was not halt so beautitul dud kind;

You've added worth untn "t and lively lustre,

And entertained me with my own device ;

1 am to thask you for it.”” TIMON oF ATHENS.

Tire days that intervened previous to the great féte
were passed in much preparation, and the usuul routine
of amusements.  Pleasure and display were the aim
of all.  Art and nature alike poured forth their ex-
haustless stores to contribute to the first, and wealth
and vanity did their utmost for the latter,
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In contemplating society apart from the false gloss
with which it decks itzelf: how few do we observe
who bring to the scene of festivity a mind attuned to
enjoyment.  Livery breast is a little empite of vary-
ing interest, and contending passions.  Hope, and
fear 5 expectation and disappointment ; security and
distrust, flit through the brain like the figures of a
magic lantern, and often withdraw the spirit from the
scene of revelry, while the body stalks about like an
automaton, moving as it were by instinet, acting
mechauically, and carried aloug the crowd by the
impulse of association,  Of those who are suilocated
at assemblics, deafened in drawing-rooms and conver-
savienes, bewildered at balls, and jammed into the
atres and cxhibitions, scarcely one out of a thousand
really taste of pleasure, while all pretend to do so.

How many at Milsom Park wore the semblance of
satisfaction and delight, while their mmds were a prey
to the tumult of passion, aud the vapidity of weari-
ness, Sote sung at the moment they would have
rather sighed —smiled when they were most inclined
to tfrown, and lauded where they loathed.  Passions
which dared not be evinced, kept gaining strength
fiony concealment; while feelings were tortured by
the perpetual recurrence of incidents and events which
threatened destruction to a thousand hopes, and rea-
lization to as many fears. Thus it is that Dr. John-
son's remark is borne out, ¢ that life is every where
a state in which much is to be endured, and little to
be enjoyed.”

Some few whose vacuity of mind was unbroken by
recolleetions of the paust, or anticipations of the future,
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gliaed down the stream with unraflled complacency
apparcutly as insensible to pleasure as to pain.
Others impressed with an overpowering sense of their
own merits, approached as near perfect felicity as per-
fect sclf-satisfaciion cau bring us: among these were
various young ladies, with pretty fuces, slight figures,
and flowing ringlets; and sondry voung gentlemen
with small waists, well-curled huir and well-setting
stocks ; the only stocks by the bye which they pos-
sessed, their funds of wealth being as uocounsolidated
as their funds of wit; and if any question had been
agitated as to the per cents, whether consols or re-
duced, they might have consoled themselves by re-
flecting that theirs were redueed to the ean de Cologne
in their handkerchicfs, or the pomade dicine in their
hair.  Many of these happy insignificants were des-
tined in no very distant period to play racket in the
Bengeh, as well as they did out of it, or else to give
their creditors caper sance to their mutton, and carry
their empty heads and pockets into another country,
in order to disgrace the British character abroad, as
they had already done their own at home.

Other disciples of vanity and folly there were also,
whose felicity was not so unqualified, as the beivgs
we have just allnded to: among these were many
who had been overtaken by age, an aftliction as anxi-
ously avoided as death, and as vehemently disclaimed
as a poor relation.  Hence stiff joiuts, asthmatic afl-
fections, and all the ills that age is heir to, were dis-
regarded ; dumpy dowagers with corns of sixty years
maturity, danced with young corncts, whose hecls
where as light as their heads.  Antiquated beaux,
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with wigs judicious,made to hide the crow’s-foot at the
temple, flirted away with all their toes, to the mani-
fest irconvenience of their sympathetic joints and ex-
heisted lungs. Not mcerely dancing, but long walks
and rides, scrambling up rocks, and down brakes,
martyied these deniers of the guilt of age; who, had
they dared to acknowledge it, had preferred a soft bed
and an casy chair to all that pleasure could offer.
But assumption must be supported, aud vanity cou-
tinued to lead out her martyrs by scores.  Figures
perversely at variance with symmetry were tortured
iuto proportion,

¢ Haunds, lips, and eves were put to school,
And cach instructed teature had 1ts rule?

Thus were the efforts of art and the charms of nature
rendered  nugatory;  pleasure became a penalty
emusement a toil ; yet the heroism of vanity uttered
no complaiut, the dandy would not have ielaxed
one tenth of an inch of his stay lace, for that ease
which wonld have compromised the beauty of his
figurc: nor the ¢i devant jeune homme have relin-
quished a feat that might implicate him of possessing
mare yews by a score than he acknowledged.

The most happy, because their happiness was built
on a solid basis, were Lord and Lady Milsom, aud to
them might be added their respective parents.  Adcla
and Caroline, Sceton and Frederie, existed in a
species of delirinm, their imaginations kindled by the
surrounding objects, and their feelings perpetually
subject to every degree of excitement and depression.
Oue moment was the cestacy of hope and passion
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the next the gloom of fear and doubt. This instant
they sparkled with irrepressible gaicty, which the
next faded into pensive sadness.  Yet of all that have
been reviewed, none felt as Lady Ruthven and Lord
Egremont; her's were the reproaches of guilt, the
cravings of revenge.  She had  ‘“been abuscd,
insulted, and betrayed,” and would have vengeauce,
as the only reparation that was left her he was all
guilty terror ; still more guilty hope.  Every bour
his dread of his infuriated paramour augmented, and
his passion for Adcla incrcased : to avoid the one,
and to obtain the other, were objects that appeared
cqually voattainable.  The post Lady Ruthven had
taken as the fricnd of his iutended victim, was one of
two-fold annoyance to hiti; she at once marred all
his plans, and was a spy ou all his looks, words, and
actions 1 if circamstauces for a moment withdiew
her, not therefore was his aceess Lo Adela more free
love and admiration drew a circle round her of the
handsomest and most distinguished, and after having
sometimes with much effort made his way through
¢ the circling Cyclades,” he found it labour in vain;
for Lady Ruthven was again at her side before hie had
time to utter a word.  Thus in the midst ¢f pleasure,
sparkling beauty, and unbounded luxury, were this
iviguitous pair utterly and hopelessly miserable.
Scarcely less so, though from causes less violent, and
motives iu some respects  different, were Captain
Auber and Miss Egremont. The former cruized
about like a ship sent out to make discoveries, and he
certainly succeeded to admiration.  He always had
the satisfaction of discovering something, though it
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usually happened to be that which gave him least
pleasure ; for instance, he would discover his eldest
son keeping up a whispering conversation with Miss
Belmont, in whose face he would at the same time
discover sundry smiles and blushes of the most be-
wirching delight and the most beautiful confusion :
having succecded in carvying away his off spring from
the “smiling mischicet;” he next beheld the checked
and melaencholy Chudleigh vainly endeavouring to fix
the attention of his erratic daughter for a moment.
When coming round to the point from whence he
started, he would find Frederie doing homage at the
very shrine from which he bad so lately dragged his
brother.  While she who endangered all seemed per-
fectly secure, even from the gallantry of his noble
fricnd and ally, Lord Egremont.

To Sophia, the betrothed of Sceron, the circle of
pleasure was like the spiked barrel in which Regulus
wus rolled, every circumvolution only picrced her
with additional pangs. The Circean cup of pleasure
was a poisoned bowl; out-vied in beauty, wit, and
splendour, vainly did she essay to rally her spirits,
which nothing but the strong stimulant of malice and
hatred could bave kept at all afloat.  Secton had be-
come more beautiful than she had ever beheld him;
he wsed to stand by her side peerless in form, but
almost as unmoved as a statue, and then she was
proud of him. What had she been now, when cvery
charm was heightened, every talent, every grace called
forth under the influence of passion and enthusiasm ?
He was a being to see, not to deseribe.  Yet now she
had lost him ! well eould she understand, and bitterly

B 21
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did she contrast his cold civility, his tame attentious,
his stately politeness to her, and his glowing delight,
his deep homage, and foud devotion when addressing
Miss Belmont.  Passion had gained so much on each
that neither were conscions how much they betrayed
themsclves to observation.  Adela was not aware of
the glow, which would not be repressed when Sceton
Aubcr approached her; nor was he sensible of the
expression that enthroned itself in his eyes when he
looked on her. Whispers began to circulate, and con-
jectures and surmises were agitated, which sonictimes
by accident, sometimes by design met the car of Miss
KEgremont.  All her passion for Sceton tarned to
hatred, her envy of our hervine became confirmed de-
testation ;3 and to be revenged of both was her dearest
hope.  To cffeet this she yearned for the day that was
to rivet the manacles that shackled her faithless lover:
she barned to breathe the vows that would make him
hers for ever, and for ever divide him from the being
he loved. Then should his nuptial home be the tem-
ple of miscry, and the wife revenge the wrongs of the
mistress.

In the midst of this scene of varying emotions,
views, and designs of love, hatred, vanity, interest, am-
bition, and revenge, Mr. Bolton, “like a sturdy
evergrecen’” was still the sanmie.  Every day he langhed
more like a rhinoceros, and looked more like
Caliban.

Amonyg the visitors at the Park there were many
not a little influenced by his ample fortune, and by
them he was caressed 5 while others attacked him with
irony and turned him out for sport with a wit too
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keen and too dclicate to offend him, siuce it was
wholly beyond the reach of bis opaque intellect : these
attentions therefore made amends for the neglect and
contempt he met from others; and having reccived
some httle encouragement from Caroline who cutered
uto her brother’s schewme, he capered into the room
like a porpns in disguise on the night of the grand fére
in the highest spitits and in the character of Zephyrus
having declined personating Cupid, though Frederic
had promised him a flaxen wig, and a pair of gos-
samer wings for the occasion.

In the principal drawing-roomathrone witha canopy
was crected for Amarantha, and the long suit of apart-
ments blazed with bghts and the most splendid aud
¢leguut  decorations.  The company, cousisting of
every speeies of fantastic assumption, presented a
scenc of the most lively and brilliant varicty.  Lady
Ruthven aptly appeared as Juno, and carvied herself
with queenly grace aud dignity. A young lady in a
rainbow guaze was a lovely Iris, and kept in close
attendance on her ladyship. Miss Melville was there
as Diana, and so truly appeared what she persouated,
that it might be imagined she was just retorned from
the woodland chase,

< Her bow across her shoulder slung
Her buskins gemmed with morming dew,”

while many of her satellites appeared as Ler atiendant
uymphs.  Ceres, Flora, the Graces, and many of the
more sweet and simple cf the heathen deities were
personated by blooming graceful girls, who displayed
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their clegant and judicions taste in the selection and
disposition of their ornaments.  The Grecian and
Roman costume adorned many of the young men who
supported their respective characters with spirit and
propricty ; among these Frederic was a perfect dlei-
hiades 5 like his prototype when among the Asiatics,
he was all splendour, grace, and gaicty.  Sveton was
the Trojan Prince Aoneas, and appeared as brilliant
and as happy as we may suppose the fonuder of
Lavintum to have been afier he had surmounted all
the difficaltiecs of his fortune, and marricd the
daughter of Latinus.  Lord Egremont, Lord Milsom,
Mr. Chudleigh, and many others appeared, perhaps
with less grace, but with equal propricty, and almost
as much spirit : while on the other hand numcrous
incongruities met the eye, and a still greater number
the mind’s eye. Many there were who only excited
the smile of those who kuew them intimately, and
who could contrast their real with their assuimed cha-
racters, but whose dress and bearing would have ex-
cited nothing but admiraticn in the stranger. DBat
there were also skilful jackdaws, who in spite of their
borrowed plamage betrayed their origin every mo-
mient.  Asscs who covered themselves with the lion’s
hide, but discovered themselves by their bray. Of this
number, to say nothing of our f{riend Bolton and the
tuncful wine, were Messrs. Fearman and Sbadows-
shade, who strutted about as Achilles and Hercules :
the first a pale weak-voiced anatomy, the latter even
still smaller, thioner, aud more feeble.  The moment
Caroline beheld, she designated them, as—
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¢ Death the skeleton
And Time the shadow.”,

Miss Egremont, who should have appcared as Meduse,
bore the name of Portia, and her fair friends person-
ated a number of virtues which they had never even
heard of before 5 so that for once in Zer life and theirs,
they were surrounded by meckness, truth, charity,
&e. &e.

Soft music at length announced the approach of
Amarantha, who heralded, by two youthful pages
dressed in green and gold, and bearing ibeense, enter-
ed abont eleven o’clock attended by Lady Milsom,
Miss Auber, and a train of attendant ladics. Having
passced up the room she seated herself on the throne,
while Caroline and Ewilia occapied sumptuous chairs
on cach side of her.  Never did Adela appear other-
wise than beautiful, but on the present occasion,
aided by a dress of oriental magnificence, high spirits,
and the splendour of the surrounding scene, she
transcended  all her former looks.  She had a smile
for cvery one, and a perpetual variety of the loveliest
expression kindled in her face—

« If tenderuness tonched her, the dark of her eye

At once took a darker, a heav'uber die;

From the depth of whose shadow, like holy revealings
From the wuermost shrine, came the hight of her Jeclings,
Then ber mirth, O! "twas sportive as ever tcoh wiug,
From the Leart with a burst Iike the wild bird yu spring,
Hlumined by wit that would fascinate sages,

Yet playful as peris just loose from their cages;

While her laugh, full of life, without any control,

But the sweet oue of gracefulness, rung from her soul,
Aud where it most sparkled vo glance could discover,

1u lips, check, or eyes, for she brightened all vver.”
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Livery eye was fixed on her, as if she was some beau-
tiful vision, that would pass if they looked away
Livery fecling of love and admiration that had eve
glowed towards her, burned with new fire. Every
fear that her charms had awakened gathered frosh
strength,  The band and arm that rested on the
crimson velvet throne, white and polished as Parian
marble, one mowent arrested the gazer’s eye, the next
it fell vpon her glossy ringlets, and the ivory neck
round which they sported; and unsated admiration had
continued to gaze without demanding more than the
privilege of contemplating the still changing, and ex-
quisite beautics of her face, when Caroline rose, and
summoned the knights whao were to be investcd with
the order.  The first she named was her brother Fre-
deric: he advanced from the circle with a countenance
brilliant with delight; that precedency which was the
mere effect of his sister’s partiality, he attributed to
Adela’s preference, und all the sanguine hopes of
happy love kindled in his soul.  He bowed and took
his place on the left hand side of the throne. The
next she called on was Seeton; but absorbed in the
overpowering feelings of his passion, he did not im-
mediately hear it, but recovering himsclf he passed to
the side of his brother.  Thus in rotation were callea
Lord Milsow, Lord Egremont, Lord Fdward Elmer,
(a young nobleman lately come of age and possessing
a fine estate in the neighbourhood of Dove Dale,) and
last, but as bhe fondly trusted not least, Mr. Chudleigh,
though his admission was cntirely owing to the kind
interference of Lady Milsom, who in right of her pri-
vi‘ege named him as onc of the knights Postulant.
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As soon as the gentlemen were selected, Caroline
addressed them with much gravity

“ Our wll beloved mistress invites you to her throae
to invest ycu with the insignia of the order of the
Amaranth, when you shall have first entered into the
epgagement to perform the obligations following :—

1.

=
/-

That a knight of the Amarauth shall believe and
maintain that a lady can do no wrong.

He shall inviolably, inexpressibly, incffably, and
unutterably adore even the shadow of his mis-
tresses shoe-tie. *

That his thoughts shall never wander from her,
not even when he is before a looking-glass.

He is never to sleep more than three conscentive
minutes, and during them to dream of his mistress
and of her alone.

That he sing every night during the winter from
sunsct to sanrise under her window,

¢« Humpy Dumpy sat upon a wall,’

with variations ; and the harder the wind blows,
the louder he is to sing ; and be it hail, rain, or
anow, the melodious knight, as he values his
knighthood must neither cough, nor suceze, nov
shiver.

That he live on nothing but his lady’s smiles,
with occasionally a silver moonbeam, and a balmy
dew drop. :

That he be absent and abstracted in company,
never comprehending or replying appropriately

to any thing; and on these occasions to inadver-
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tently swallow the decanter instead of his wiue,
if possible, stand and all.

Lastly, He must give evident symptoms of pining
away in a consumption whenever his mistress
has a fit of the vapours; be seized with sudden
maduess if he is so unfortunate as to displease
her, and to expire without a groan of a paralysis
of the heart if she frowns.”

There was far more in the manncer in which thesc
institutes were read, to produce a cowic effect, than
in the cnacthents themselves ; the smile and laugh
was general, but Bolton Dbrayed like a delighted
donkey.

After the pause of a moment or two, Caroline waved
her hand, and Frederie approached.

“ You promise,” cried she, smiling archly, “to ob-
serve these articles ?”’

He bowed as he replied with an answering smile,
“[do.”

She then led him to Adela, before whom he dropped
on one knee, who rising hung the badge of the order,
pendent to an Amaranthine ribbon, around bis neck,
and touching his shoulder with her ivory sceptre bade
him rise a knight; he kissed her hand, rose, and
again mingled in the circle of spectators.  While the
sume ceremony accompanied the investiture of the
five remaining knights.

The moment it concluded the band struck up a fine
picce of music, while many choral voices sung the fol-

lowing lines :—
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¢ Serene as | eams the orb of night,
Clear as the skies when day is bright,
Limpid as streamns which pebbles show
Amid the sands like pearls below,
Be the fate that Heaven graut her;
Hail! all hail! bright Amarautha

Sweet as the yet unopened rose,
Soft as the iufant’s lull'd repose,
True as the course the planets keep,
Pure as the tears that angeis weep,
Be the fate that Heaven grant her ;
Hail ' all hail! bright Amarantha !

At a signal the company adjourned to the ball-room,
and the amusements of the evening commenced by
Miss Egremont and Mr. Auber opening the ball, an
arrangement that had been the result of the indefati-
gable captain’s exertions.  Sceton never danced with
less spirit, and his partner looked on his amaranthine
ribbon with the eyes of a basilisk. Frederic, as soon
us he could approach Miss Belmont, solicited her
hand, but had the mortification to find he had been
anticipated by Lord Elmer, and that his brother had
cngaged her for the following dance.  He bad there-
fore no alternative but to make another selection, or
stand like patience on a monument smiling in the
midst of disappointmient, till she should be again at
liberty.  He chose to do the latter, and watched with
fuscinated eyes the exquisite form of our heroine.
Liard Milsom's offers to introduce him to a partner;
oblique hints from mammas who had five, seven, and
sometimes nine daughters, with a proportionate num-
ber of nicces on their bands; the angry admonitions
of his father, who was cruizing about as usual, were
all thrown away upon him. Lord Edward Elmer was
11 2k
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succeeded by Sceton, and again Adela’s light form
‘ moved to the melody of music’s note,” but with an
expression so differeut, that it struck the watchful
Frederic with the most fearful apprchension. Her
step was more elastic ; the buoyant and joyous cdr-
riage of her whole forar; the sweet, the soft expres-
sion of her eyes, the brilliant animation of her counte-
nance, and manner all more marked and vivid : hers
was the
* loveliness ever 1o motion, which plays

Like the light upon autumn’s soft shadow days,

Now here and now there giving light asat flies

From the hip to the cheek, fram the cheek to the eyes.

Now melung w vnsts, and now breakhmg o gleams,

Like the glimpses a saint ha- of heaven in his dreams !

When peuvsive 1t scemed asaf thar very grace,

‘T'hat charm of all others, was born in her fuce;

Aud when augry, for ¢’en in the tauquillest climes

Light breezes will ruffle the flowers sometimes,

Her sbort passiug anger hut served to awaken
New beauty, hke flowers that are swectest when shaken.”

“Whence,” Frederick asked himself, ““ this varicty of
cmotion? What means that snutoal understanding of
which they seen themselves hardly conscious?  How
flattering is the sweet attention with which she listens
to him, how still more flattering the reproving manner
with which she checks him! Doces Seeton forget that
there is such a being as Sophia Egremont in the
world ¥’ As the thought occurred to him, he looked
around, and observed that young lady equally busy
with himself in taking cognizance of the two delin-
quent dancers. The inteut and exclusive interest of
Sceton’s looks and attentions, the sweet and happy
delight of Adela’s, mutually struck them with the
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pangs of corroding jealovsy. TFrederic was so over-
whelmed by this new discovery, which it is somewhat
surprising he did not sooner make, that he suffered
Adela to return to her seat some time before he again
addressed her, so that when he did, he found her en-
gaged to Lord Egremont, and after him again to Lord
Flmer. He just waited to mark the reluctance and
delay with which Secton resigned his partner’s fair
hand to his future father-in-law, and then stepping up
to him, he whispered in his ear, and the brothers Ieft
the ball-room together.,

They did not rejoin the company till after every one
was scated at supper, and it was then remarked by
those who had leisure to make obscervations, that the
clder lookhed nneasy and abstracted, while the younger
appeared s shed and angry. Adela was one of those
who tuoh note of the brothers, for seated by accident
between tyo clderly gentlemen of the county, she had
nothing to call off her attention. The long absence of
Secton had awakened much conjecture and some un-
easiness in her bosom, and she now read in bis looks
and manners that something unpleasaut had occurred.
Her immediate neighbours were anxiously discussing
the patural productions of Deibyshire, und at length
became so loud and vehemaont, that they secmed to
forget the common decorums of society.  All the coal,
sulphur, &e. with which their minds teemed, seemed
to have ignited and to threaten a volcanic eruption,
when Lady Milsom rose, which was the signal for the
ladics retiving.

Daucing recommenced in the course of an hour,
but not with its former spirit, at least as far as our
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heroine and her immediate connection were concerned.
Frederic had at length succeeded in obtaining her
hand, bnt her vivacity had flown, and she suffered
herself to be led down the last dances more as a beau-
tiful automaton, than otherwise. Sccton approached
her no more, and pleading fatigue to Lady Milsom
she was the first to leave the ball-room, anxious to
escape the gallantries of many of the gentlemen who
circled round her, as soon as her determination to
dance no mote was known,

Disappointment must ever be the cousequence where
many arc pursuing the same object. To Frederic
and Lord Egremont the evening had proved most un-
propitious, and the knights of the Amarantha were
rallied on their anti-brilliaut looks. Miss Egremont
told Mr. Auber with some bitterness, but with real
pleasure, that he looked more like the knight of the
wolul countenance ; and this remark, and the abscnce
of Miss Belmont assisted the recovery of Ber spirits
amazingly.

The night ended as most ball nights do—the jaded
dauncers wiscly shunned the light of day, and as the
rosy dawn began to steal along the skies, fled to the
repose they stood so much in need of.
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CHAPTER XX

« OF Heaven's protection who can be
So coufident to utter this—
To worrow | will spend 1n bliss !**
F. Lewis,

A LETTER from Mrs. Belmont was the next morn-
ing put into Adela’s hand. The well known super-
seription, the well known seal, the very fold of the
letter (for every one has some pcculiarity even in the
merest trifles,) awakened a thousand tender emotions,
and delightful associations, aud she pressed the letter
to her lips before she broke the seal.  Bot the delight
with whicgly she begad its perusal, gradually became a
mixed feeling of joy and sorrow, as she found it
Ireathed an anxious wish for her retarn.

“ You have now my child,” continued her mother’s
letter, ¢ been gone above two months. How Jong
shat time has appeared to me you can little imagine.
When 1 rise of a morning 1 look around me, but do
not sce my Adela. My walks, my books, have lost all
their charms since I have not you to share them, and
when the evening closes in, that time of calm con-
verse, when T use to sit and spend a social hour with
wy child, and kiss and bless her ere we parted for the
sight, [ am often weak enough to weep.  Hasten then,
my love, hasten to me.  Return to the calm sweets of
Your paaceful home, the fond arms of your adoring
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mother. Were you other than I know you to be, 1
should tremble lest discontent should be the com-
panion of your return. But my Adela has a soul that
can expatiate amid the rich scenes of nature, and
draw from them, and her own mental resources plea-
sures far beyond what the world of fashion can offer
her. She can prefer the pure arfections of her mo-
ther’s heart to the false homage of flatterers, and the
pure communion with a higher nature, to the mere
carthly round of fashionable existence.”

Mauach more in the same strain the letter contained,
and Adela’s heart glowed with filial fondness, with
filial gratitude. To behold her mother, to be clasped
to her heart, wounld be a transport of delight that lan-
guage could not paint! But oh! to leave Sceton
Auber, perhaps for ever, was an agony equally beyoud
the power of expression.  Yielding to her feelings she
burst iuto tears; anticipatious the most pzﬂnfnl were
accuomndating on her imagination ; in the petulance of
grief ste lamented her ever leaving Wales; in the
despaic of hopeless love she wished herself in the cold
repose of the grave, the only place that scemed to
promise peace to her beating heart,

In the midst of this paroxysm of cmotion Lady
Mlilsom entered her room. IHer light step and lively
look were iustantly checked on beholding Adela’s
distress.  Approaching her with the gentlest tender-
ness she inquired the cause of her tears, and taking
lier baud essayed to soothe her.  The first impulse of
Adcla’s heart was to confide to Lady Milsom the full
extent of her sufferings, but a sense of shame withheld
her, and smiling throngh her tears she put Mrs. Bel-
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mont’s letter into her ladyship’s hand. As soon as
she perceived its perusal was finished she cried—

“ Do not deem me ungrateful or insensible. T love
my mother with the deepest tenderness ; but I have
uow other tics.” She took Lady Milsom’s hand,
¢ and I should be ungrateful and inscosible indeed if
[ counld leave them without regret.”

“ My dear Adela,” replied ber ladyship, € 1 rejoice
to find vour tears have no bitterer source than
sortow at forsaking uvs; but we cannot resign you
vet. I am unfortunately a stranger to Mrs, Belmont,
but T will write to her, and urge your stay. 'Uhe car-
riages are getting ready for an excursion to Dove Dale,
therefore my love be speedy with your Ietter, as 1
shatl be with mine, we mawnot have aunother oppor-
tunity belore the post goes out.”  So saying the
youthful bride hastily retreated to her dressing vroom,
where the following letter was speedily pented, care-
fully scaled, and dispatched to the post:—

Milsom Park, August 31, 18—
“ Mapam,

“That niy first letter should contain a petition shows
my presumption, but it also evinces the conviction 1
have of your goodness. 1 find from a communication
I had this morning from Miss Belmont, that you are
desirous for her return, and so conscivus do [ feel of
liow great that desire must be, that was my own gra-
tification merely concerned I should not have the cou-
rage to oppgse it.

“The truth is, dcar Madam, Miss Belmont has made
a couquest of Lord Edward Elmer. He is a young
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nobleman of real worth, and what will perhaps have
less weight with yoa than the generality of mothers,
of large and unincumbered fortune. He instantly, ap-
plied himself to my lord to know to whom he was to
look as the disposer of Miss Belmont’s hand, and it
was with some difficulty we prevented him paying you
a post haste visit, to procure your sanction to bis ad-
dresses: but as I am highly interested in his success,
I bave persuaded him to suffer me to negociate with
you, while he prefers his suit with your Adcla.

“You sce | have taken much upon mysclf, but believe
me madam your daughter has a true friend in me.
If I am acting wrong pray lct me hear from you im-
mediately. The plan I have adopted will not endauger
the object of your fond solicitude ; if therefore you
wish to give the subject consideration, a short delay
would be of no material consequence. From the obser-
vations I have made, I can perceive Adela is ust onc
to be caught by merc exterior graces. Lord Llner
(as is cver the case with merit) is too timid to mahe
an immediate display of the real wealth of his mind
amd worth of bis character. I design therefore to
diaw hint forth, and show nm as he really is, Lefore
I permit him to make advances, which might throngh
ignorance of hisestimable and hidden qualities mect a
check, that might operate injuriously on the interest
of both parties.  If you enter into my views yon will
oblige me by making no allusion to the circumstance
m your letters to Miss Belmont, but mercly ohserve
that you have acceded to my wish for her prolonged
stay. T am writing in so much haste, that [ scar cely
know if I have made myself intelligible. Trusting
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that the day is not far distant when 1 sha!l have the
happicess of a personal knowledge of Mrs. I'clmont.
¢ I have the honour to be, &c. &ec.
Emilia Milsom.”

A phacton and four prancing greys drove rapidly up
to the great entrance, as Mr. Auber returned from a
walk, (for he had been among the few who had risen
carly after the revel of the preceding night,) Lord
Elmer leaped out, and flew into the house without per-
cciving him, but returning immediately to give some
directions to the scrvants, he then recognized him,
tbey exchanged salutations, and cntered the house
together.,

On reaching the saloon they found Lord Milsom,
I'rederie, and Mr. Chudleigh,  The party was soon
alter angmented by the appearance of Miss Auber,
Miss Melville, Lord LEgremout, and the Karl of Errol,
who had just left the breakfast room.  One after an-
other dropped in Lady Ruthven, Mrs. Saugrober, Miss
Egremont, Mr. Finley, and Mr. Bolton.

At length Lord Edward becoming impatient, ob-
served to Lord Milsony :—

“ We are losing the beauty of the day 17

His lordship smiled and left the room in quest of
his bride and Miss Belmout, with whom he soon re-
turned. Resigniug the latter to Lord Elmer, the com-
pany began to move to their carriages.  The first that
left the lodge was the young peer, beariug off in tri-
umph our heroine and Lady Milsom. Mr. Auber was
ou duty in his attendance on his betrothed, but the
ennui was a little relieved by the comypany of Misy

12 21
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Melville and Oscar Finley. Chance so contrived it
that most of the company werc matched rather as they
ought, than as they wished to be, for Lord Egremont
found himself seated by Lady Ruthven, and Caroline
narrowly escaped the companionship of Mr. Chuodleigh.
" Secing what awaited her she darted to the Egremonts’
carriage, which had not yet driven away, and whispered
something in Miss Meclvilles car, who resigned her
place to her. Many of the gentlemen of whom there
was a superabundance went on horscback, which wich
servants formed rather a numerous cavalcade.

The romantic scenery throngh which they past, in-
fused feelings of pleasure into most of the party.  Lady
Milsom was full of cloguent sweetness and drew out
Lord Elmer by inquiries and observations, with a tact
as admirable as it was well meant.

Adcla appeared less brilliant and striking, than she

ad done the night before when aitived magnificently
and surrounded by splendour; but to the eye of true
taste infinitely more lovely, She looked more delicate,
more cthereal, and vet full-of intense and pocetical
feeling as she viewed the wonders, and the charms of
nature, objects, which with whatever facility she
might enter into the pleasures of dissipation, were
those which truly touched her heart.

At Elmer House, a noble mansion, our heroine was
introduced to the Dowager Lady Elmer; a lady per-
fectly of the old school, full of stately politeness, mea-
sured accents, and remarkable for her high notious
and high hecls.

After taking refreshment the party scattered ; some
in pursuit of one amusement, some of another.  Two
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or thiee of he gentlemen went to the Billiard rcom,
A few of the ladies were led to the music room, while
others, (among whom was Caroline,) preferred a
ramble.  Adela sat down to play chess with Lord
Elmer, and Lady Milsom to look on, often exchanging
inoks of intelligence with her young and noble fricud
ol which the fair chess player was little conscious.
Adela played well, having had much practice from her
childhood in playing with old Mr. Annesley, and after
hiv decease oceastonally with his son and her own
mother.  Lord Elmer was also reputed to possess no
mean skill in this delightful and most superior game ;
tnt he certainly very hittle evineed it on the present
oceasion. He was perpetually making wrong moves,
twitling his bishops as it they were hnights, and giving
his knights long diagoual marches as if they were
bisheps, putting his hing in cheek, &c. &e. Lady
Milsom was of great usce in rectifying all these errors,
but iu spite of her kind intentions he ultimately ex-
pericnced a cheek mate : which he might have regarded
a5 prophetic of one he was destined to nieet in a more
anportant game.

Adela vose as soon as she gained the victory, and
the lovdly bride proposed adjourning to the music
reom, ard tripping off she led the way, while Lord
Plmer offered his arm to Miss Belmont and they fol
Iowed, A geotleman whose back was towards them,
was singing whew they entered, and Adela fancied she
was familiar with the voice. Scating herself on a
couchr by the side of Lady Milsom, while Edward
took his place bchind, she listened attentively to the
following words :—
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Funny and free
Is a bachelor’s revery,
Checiily, merrily passes lus hfe,
Nothing knows he
Of cobuubial devilry,
Troublesome children and clamorous wifeg
Free from satiety,
Care and anxiety,
( harms in vanety fall to his share,
Racchus’s blisses,
Aud Veuns's kisses,
‘This, my boys, this is the bachelor's fare.

A wife like a ca:’_istcr
Clattering, clittering,

Tied to a dog for his torment aud drcad,
All bespattering,
Bumping, battering,

Hurries and worries him tiil he is dead
Old ones are two devils
Hauuted with blue dewils,

Young ones are uew devils raising de pais,
Doctors and nurses
Combining their curses,

Adicu to full purses and bachelor’s fare.

Th¥ough such folly days,
Once sweet holidays,

Scon are embittered by wrangling «trife 3
Wives turn jolly days
To melancholy days,

A'l perplexing and vexing one’s life,
Children are riotous,
Servant-maids fly at us,

Mothers to quiet us growl like a bear;
Polly is squalling,

And Molly is bawling,
Winle dad is recalling his bachelor's fare.

When they are older grown
Theu they are bolder grown,
Turming your temper and spurning your rule ;
Girls through fool’shness,
Passiou or mul.shness,
Parry your wishes. aad marry a fool.
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Boys will anticipate,
Lavish, and dissipate
All that your busy pate hoarded with care;
Thean tell me what jollity, )
Fun and frivolity, 4
Equals in quahty bachelor's fare 2

« T wonder the Jadies have not called you to order
Noct " eried Loird Elmer.

“ [ was not conscious of the presence of any,” re-
plied our friend Malcolm as he turned hastily round :
for the few ladies who had visited the music room had
feft it again before Adela and Lady Milsom entered.
The moment he recoguized her ladyship and Miss Bel-
mout be advanced to pay his compliments ; and the
casy and friendly manner with which he entered into
com crsation with them, began to discompose the har-
mouy of Lord Elmer’s temper, when a letter was de-
bvered to him, on which he bowed and immediately
withdrew.  Lady Milsom not finding Adela inclined
tor music, asked her to walk, and Lord Elmer had the
pleasure of being their escort.

“ Of all the scenery you have viewed,” ashed Lady
Milsom, as they wonnd through a romantic path on the
margiu of the Dove, ““in the different countries you
lizve visited, to which do you give the preference 2

“The present undoabtedly,” said he.

« Yet it 15 not that nature has shed o'er the scene
The purest of crystal, and brightest of green,

15 not the sof. magie ot streamlet or hill,
Ob! no, it is somethng more exquisite still,”

“AVEll, of all excepting this 27 replied her ladyship
stling.

“The seenery of Switzerland,” replicd he. “ Though
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something may be owing to the circumstances under
which I visited that romantic country. It was not as
I afterwards travelled under the cold and petrifying
authority of an old tutor, but in the society of my
father, my brother, and that rattling fellow Harry
" Melville. T was besides searcely fifteen, and it was the
first time | had ¢ winged from view of the nest.””

“ You went on a visit to your aunt Lady Elphin-
stone,” cried the voung bride.  * T was to have been
of the party if Lady Elmer and yvour sisters had gone,
and much disappointed was 1 at the altcration which
took place in the original arrangements. Her ladyship
still resides abroad @’

“ Yes she has a sweet place between Berne awd
Thun. It is a rich pasture country, aud you can con-
ceive nothing more pleasurable than to see the pea-
santry at work in their pretty villages.”

“The costume of the Swiss peasant is 1 believe
very picturesque 2”7 observed Adcla,

“ Completely so,” replied the young peer, ‘it is in
perfect keeping with the sceues by which they are
sorrounded.”

“The Berne Alps are more beautiful than the Alps
of Savoy i” resumed Miss Belmont.

“ They are less stupendous and sublime, but the
Alps of Berne are groupced more picturesquely, more
beautifolly. My aunt’s chateaw is not far from Thun
Castle, the rapid waters of the Aar flow by it, and the
prospect it commands beggars description.  The
snowy heights tinged with the celestial hues of heaven ;
beneath them some cliffs covered with trees of gigantic
growth, others bare, jagged, and rugged, below them
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again, the neat town, rich vallies, and pure waters,
form a picture too exquisite too magnificent for the
imagination to reach. But 1 am running on—perhaps
you have beheld the scenes and can feel the poverty
of my description.”

“ Alas! ouly in fancy,” Adela replicd. ¢ Would
that it were my destiny to visit them and dear Flo-
rence. Who then would be so happy as T should he ?”

“Those who accompanied you far more so,” said
e, ¢ for—

¢¢ Oh how the best charms of natare improve,
When we see them reflected in looks that we love.”

“ Music is much cultivated in Switzerland I believe,”
itjuined Adela, diverting the conversation from hersclf.

“ [t very properly forms a part of the eduocation
even of the poorest, and humblest classes.”’

“Why very proparly, my dear Lord Edward?”
whed Lady Milsom.,

“ Because it furnishes them an amusement calen-
leted to refine and humanize their character.  Relax-
ation is as .necessary to the well-being of man as in-
dustry. It is a purt of wisdom then to provide the
poor with innoxions and casy means of amusciient :
as it tends to preserve them fiom debasing excesses.
This is a point mach neglected o England. What are
the consequences?  Grossness and brutality.  The
lower classes of this country make no approach to the
cefinement of mind, and courtesy of manucrs, that
characterize the same class in France aund Switzer-
land.”

“ You must attribute somcthing to temperament,”
urged Lady Milsom.
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¢ [ beg your pardon, my dear Emilin, it is the result
of a wrong system. Treat a man as a brute, and he
becomes such. The distance between the high aud
low in Eungland, is greater than in any other country [
have visited. While the great are perhaps the most
refined, cnlightened and luxurious in the world; the
low, I mean the most subordinate ranks, are the very
reverse. Penal laws are enacted to correct their aber-
rations, but any effort to afford them innoccut amusc-
ment is never thought of.  The people left to themscelves
choose those which are most casily attained, or which
their own debased imaginations suggest.  The bow
cannot be always bent. The sinews of toil must some-
times relax; they cease from labour, ouly to indulge
in excess.  While the poor of France and Switzerland
are dancing, singing, and conversing, tie poor of Eng-
land are stupifying themsclves in alchouses.”

“ I must confess,” said Lady Milsom, ¢ I sometimes
blush for my country, and never more so than when 1
am in Paris. There all the exhibitions, so rich in the
works of art, and the productions of nature, are open
to the public. The poor and rich, the humble and the
elevated, are equally at liberty to study and admire
them, and never do you hear of a vulgar hand pro-
faning or dispoiling one spccimen of the wonders of
the world, however much it may be above his power o
cstimate or comprchend it.  No, the French appear
to me to have an intuitive admiration of genins. To
pay it deference, and attention, wherever and however
they meet it.”

“ And how different is the picture of London!”
cricd Lord Elmer. One place, and one ouly is open
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gratutously to the public, the British Muscum. Where
are our public gardens? Why even that paltry place
the Temple, is guarded with an a '+ ocratic suspicion,
that excludes even those whose bearing bespeaks them
of a better order.”

The approach of Lord Milsom diverted the conver-
sation into anoth.r channel, and the path becoming
narrow, the young bride and bridegroom fell back to
walk by themsclves,  As the scenery grew more bold
and striking, Adela stopped to gaze upon it in speech-
less admiration, while her conduactor detailed the local
superstitions, the cvents that might have marked, or
the natural circumstances that were cither interesting
or memorable in its diversified and picturesque ob-
jeers.

The course of the Dove broken every now and then by
waterfalls, as pellucid as light, at leugth brought them
to that part of the Dale, where at a great height in the
rocks a fine natural arch called Reynard's Hole, be-
comes visible.  Lord Bluer again stopped to point it
out with precision. Tts form is a kind of sharply-
pointed gothic, about forty fect in height and about
cightcen in width. A steep and precipitous path
leads to the cavern, and to thosc who will risk the
danger and fatiguc of the ascent, it presents a prospect
grand and beautiful in the extreme.

As they stood contemplating the sccue, they fancied
they distingunished figures making way along the edge
of the precipice, when the slow steps of Lord and Lady
Milsom at length bronght them up with ber.  Adcla
communicated to them her supposition that there
were persons climbing the height. His lordship raised

12 2 M
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his glass, which he had brought out with him for the
sake of viewing distant objects, uttered an cjuculation of
horror, and almost the next moment, a horse and his
unfortunate rider were dashed to the bottom.

The rocks echoed the shricks of Lady Milsom and
Adcla, while the gentlemen hastened to the assistance
of the unfortunate.  When they recached him, as they
expected, he was scarce alive, being braised and man-
gled dreadfully. They raiscd him with the gentlest
care, and as they did so recognized Oscar Fiuley. He
revived a little and then murmured, “ Miss Auber—
is she dead 27

« Great Heaven ! excliimed Lord Milsom, ¢ Caro .
line has been the companion of this perilous adventure,”

Lord Elmer resigning his charge solcely to the care
of his friend, hastened back to the ladies, whom he
found pale, trembling, and hastening to the spot,

“ Be composed,” he cried, taking a hand of cach,
the sufferer lives, and is I trust not material injured.”

“ Whois it ?” inquired Lady Milsom iu a voice of
anguish. 1s it any of our pargty ?”

“Ttis,” replied his lordship, but doubtful how far
cither of the ladies might be interested in Mr. Fivley,
he said no more.

Adcla would bhave sunk had he not caught her in
his arms, for the apprchension that it was Seeton
Auber seized her soul.

¢ Speak for Heaven’s sake!” cried Lady Milsom.
“ It is not either of my cousins !”

“No, thank Heaven,” he replicd. “Itis Mr, Finley.”

He immediately saw he had relieved their worst
apprehensions ; again repeating his assnrances, and
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leaving them to hasten to the unfortunate aud Lord
Milsom, he flew off to procure assistance.

The moment the ladies approached, Lord Milsom
resigued Mr. Finley to their care, anxious to ascertain
the fate of Caroline. TFor a moment he hesitated to
jeave them @ but their courage was restored, as much
as their compassion was awakened, and Le felt there
was nothing to apprebend.

The sinuosity of the Dale soon shut bim from their
view 3 and never were mowmecents of greater agony, than
those they passed watching the faint and suffering
Fiuley.  "The approach of Lord Llmer, with several
persons, among whom they soon distinguished Fre-
deric and Lord Bgremont, was relicf to an agouny that
would not shed tears, but which flowed copiously, as
the servants placed the uuhappy Finley on a litter.
Paint groans were the ouly evidence of life, and the
procession moved along with countenances as mourn-
tal as if he was already dead, for few could cutertain
amy hopes of his ultimate recovery.  Adcela leaned
heavily on the arm of Frederie, she had been shaken
by ferrors the most fearful.  Lord Bgremout support-
e Lady Milsom, and Lord Ldward walked by the
side of the litter.  In this mauner they reached Elmer
tonse, where they heard the horse that had fallen
from the precipice had just arrived before them unin-
jured.

While Lord Elmer stayed to sce Mr. Finley con-
veved to bed, and dispatched a messenger for medical
assistance, the rest of the party proceedtd to the
drawing-room, where Lady Bimer, Lady Rathven,
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and Mrs. Saugrober and her neice were seated, to
whom they detailed the shocking occurrence.

“ It was quite an lrish trick, however,” cricd Miss
Egremont in a voice of little sympathy, “to attempt
such an ascent on horscback.”

“ You arc very rvight my dear,” cried her aunt,
¢ what could the silly yonug man expect ?”’

“ Was he alone ?” inquired Lady Ruthven.

“ 1 think pot,” said Adela, “for I am sure | dis-
cerned wore than one figure on the precipice ; but we
were so terrified that we unever thought of ascer-
taining."”

“ You still tremble my sweet Miss Belmout,™ eried
Frederice, taking ber hand.

“ Indeed 1 do,” she replied, withdrawing it; * and
never, never, shall I think of this day without.”

“ If you are so delicate I wond.r vou counld under-
take to walk so far this morniug ; but [ suppose some
of the gentlemen promised to carry you.”

The silly malice of this weak remark was in a men-
sure unheard, as Lord Milsom at the moment eutered.
His lady flew to him exclaiming—

“ My dear love what is the matter? vou are pale.
pale as death, aud quite cold,” continuced she taking
bis hand.

Advancing to a sofa he threw himscll on e it, and
drew Lady Milsom to his side, then putting his hand
to bis forchead he cried—

“ T have never been so shocked in my life ! such an
escape ! nothing short of miraculcus!™”

“ What do you mcan, my love ?” said his bride;
“Mr. Fiuley’s
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% No, not Mr. Finley ; who do you conceive was
mad enough to mount behind himy, in order to reach
the cavern of Reynard's hole ¥’

« Maria Melville, I’ll be bound,” exclaimed Miss
Egremont, ¢ its just like her.”

« Caroline Auber !” replied his lordship. Frederic
started on his feet, and clasped his hands. Adela and
smilia gasped but could not speak, while Miss Egre-
mont first found words to ask what was become of
her.

“ Her ercape,” eried his lordship, ¢ has been in-
deed providential.  Her long hair got cutangled in a
bramble bush, which checked her descent, till a gen-
tleman who happened to be on the height at the emi-
nent peril of his life effected her rescue, and brought
her sufe down. The moment he had resigned her
into other hands he fainted.  This took place just as |
reached them, and T assure you, at the moment I
deemed  them both dead.  Some of Mrs. Stan-
hope's people came to their assistance, and thither
Caroline has been conveyed, where she still lies
in a state of insensibility.”

“ What is beecome of her noble delivererer?” itn-
paticntly asked Frederie.

“ 1 left bim with your father and brother, at Mrs.
Stanhope’s.”

“ Who is he, my lord " asked Miss Egremont.

“Indeed | did nou iuquire. He spoke about my
father as knowing him, but'l did not distinctly hear
what be said. He was talking to the captain, and
Mr. Auber was speaking to me at the same moment,”

* Is he quite recovered 27 asked Lady Elmer.
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“QO! perfectly, but upon my soul, I oerver saw such a
faint as his. The whole mass of bis blood must have
been turned by the peril of her sitwation.  Poor
Caroline !

“ Let us fly to her,” cried Adela to Lady Milsom,
now first breaking silence, and starting from her scar.

¢ Pardou me,” cried his lordship, restraining them.
*“ Her own woman is with her, and the doctor insists
that no other person be suflered to approach her.”

The fiiends again resumed their scats, and the con-
versation turned solely on the frightful adventure, till
the ladics retived to dress for diuner.

Adcla and Lady Milsom had little spirits for the
task, though soothed by a favourable message as to
the state of Caroline 5 they therefore made but a slight
alteration iu their appearance, and returned to the
drawing-room, anxious to learn farther particulars.

As they entered they perceived a group of gentle-
men at the further end of the room, in carnest cou-
versation.  Captain Auber was amongst them, and he
hastened to Lady Milsom, whom he had not seen
since the preeeding night,  Having kissed her checek,
and noticed Miss Belmont, he cried as he introduced
a tall elegant young man to hier ladyship—

¢ Behold Ewilia the preserver of my child.  Miss
Belmmont,” he continued, ¢ allow me to present to you
one to whom I owe eternal gratitude.”

Adclalovked up and beheld Clarence ! they mutually
acknowledged the introduction in silenece ; but vain
was cvery effort on cither side to suppress the sur-
prise and emotion occasioved by the sudden and un-
expeeted recognition.  Captain Auber was too much
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agitated by recent circumstances, Lady Milsom too
much interested in the inquiries che was makiog of her
uncle, to take any notice of what passed. Dut there
were two persons present who marked cvery glance
of thought, cvery flush of ¢motion that had flitted
across the countenance of either. These two were
Mr. Anber and Lord Fgremont. There is an appear-
ance of an understanding between two persons known
to cach other, which must ever strike the watchful
cve of scratiny.  The nature of that understanding is
conjectured according to the mind that canvasses the
subjeet.  To Secton recurred the circumstance of
mecting his sister without Miss Belmont, after having
secn them leave Russel Square together ; the ramours
that had reached his car through Miss Egremont ; the
arcumstance of the miniature, almost immediately
after her arrival in town ;—and in snmming vp, the
whole ended in a conviction that Clarence was the man
to whom her affections were pledged, and Malcolm,
whom he had formerly suspected, and whom he had
just discovered was Clarence’s friend, had only acted as
a confident between them. The wild enthusiasm of
Sceton’s passion had received a check from the open
and warm expostulation he bad undergove from Fre-
derie, who in revealing to his brother the state of
his heart, had at once warned him of the danger, and
showed him the impropriety of his cherishing a fruit-
less passion,  The appearance of Clarence operated as
a coup de grace. He determined to rouse the cner-
gics of his character, and act the part that became
him. To fly to other scencs had he only selfishly
considered himself, would have been his plan; but in
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so doing, hc should, (after the maiked attention
which in the blinduess of passion he had paid her,)
leave Adela exposed to animadversion, and awaken
injurious conjectures. Besides, she was unprotected,
beautiful and unguarded ; how many were the snares
. to which she was exposed ! If he loved her, what, he
asked himself, should be his aim to make her happy ?
He knew Frederic’s impetuosity : his presence might
avert some of its conscquences. Perhaps there were
obstacles to her union with the choscn of her heart ;
it might be in his power to remove them. ¢ To be
her fricud—to scek her happiness at the expence of
my own ! have | so much virtue, so much heroism—1
know not. I will at lcast make the cffort.”  Fecling
he shoull not be able to swallow a morsel of dinner,
he quitted the hoase, aud plunging into the wildest
scene of solitude, that the neighbourhood afforded
him, he yiclded himself up to reflection and to plan
the line of conduct it was in future his duty to pursuc.

Lord Egremont’s observations had produced the
same results as to the supposition that Clarence was
the secret and favoured lover of Miss Belmont. To
discover cvery thing relating to him was his first aim,
and then he should best be able to judge of the me-
thods he should adopt for removing him.  Of winning
the affections of his intended victim he now despair-
cd ; she was evidently averse to him. Stratagem and
violence were his only meaus of obtaining her : by the
first he must entrap her from her friends, by the last
he must preclude the possibility of her return to them.
He now therefore determined to resign those atten-
tions, which, without gaining on ler, exposed him to
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the wrath of Lady Ruthven ; and as a cat aocs with a
mouse, he looked one way, while all his designs were
dirccted another.

CHAPTER XXI.

¢ Failes, the proverb says, subsist on hope,
Delusive hope still points to distaut good,
To guod that mocks approach.” IraNcis.

€« Some faults, though small, wtolerable grow.”  Drybpes.

THE circumstances which led Clarence into Derby-
shire are casily detailed.  The advertisement Malcolm
inserted in the The Times, met the eye of the Earl of
Lol He wrote to Clarence, and pleased with his
manncrs and address, as well as satisfied of the suffi-
ciency of his powers, he engaged him as his private
secretary.  But the Earl not requiring his services im-
mediately, Clarence forbore to make mecntion in his
letters to Caroline of bis engagement, fearful from the
waywardness of his fate that' something might inter-
vene, and then she would uunccessarily be a shaver
in his disappointment. He however wrote in excel
lent spirits, which created a correspondent gaicty in

12 2~
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her; and that bouyancy and bhappiness induced the
rashness which led to the fatal accident.

A few days previous to that circumstance the Earl
wrote to Clarence to come down to Milsom Park; as
he had discovered some old manuscripts in his son’s
sibrary he wished him to collate. This summons was
of course attended to with all possible dispatch, and
not finding the Earl at the Park, he was informed by
the porter he was probably at Lord Elmer’s.  But his
lordship had in fact gone to Chalsworth. Again dis-
appointcd, Clarence thought it fruitless and unnecessary
to scek his noble patron any further, and feeling his
time his own began to explore the country. The strik-
ing and romantic scenery of Dove Dale attracted his
imagination, and learning how maguificent the view
the precipice commandecd, he scaled it just in time to
save the life of Caroline. The cffort of raising her
from the ledge of the rock, and disentangling her hair
from the bramble that had caught it, required almost
super-human strength and courage. Had he lost his
balance, had the giddy hecight dazzled his cye or
shaken his nerves, they had both been lost. But more
than life was at stake, and after efforts that may be
counceived, not described, he bore her down the path.
From the moment the horse fell, her scuses had for-
saken her; she had no consciousness of her rescue or
of her rescuer, and when Clarence resigned her into
the hands of those whom chance brought to his aid,
he just heard them cxclaim, ““ She lives ! she breathes!”
when exhausted nature failed, and he sunk apparently
lifeless on the earth, in a faint so terrific that it was
imagined that the dews of death were on his brow. It
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was nothivg however but the effect of high wrought
terror, & 1cvulsion of feeling; and though a deadly
palcuess sat on his face the remainder of the day, he
appearcd not otherwise to suffer from the event.

Captain Auber, who be bis fanlts what they may,
hnid a great share of paternal affection, and more espe-
cially for his daughter, in the first gush of his feelings
overwhelmed Clarence with the expressions of his gra-
titude, expressions which weve not weakened when oo
the Buel’s arrival he perceived the estimation he was
held in by that venerable nobleman.

Could Clarence have divested himsclf of apprehen-
sion, how brilliant were the prospects which suddenly
opened upon him.  As he felt his hand clasped by the
futher, brothers, and other noble relatives of his mis-
tiess, a hope such as be bad never felt before broke

] I\C
« The first blush of the sun-gilded aic”

upon his mind.  He contrasted his state on landing in
Great Britain, with the footing on which he at present
stood.  Then an outeast, alike resourceless and un-
known ; now in the very bosom of her family, bound
to them by the ties of gratitude, and estimated and
valued as his talent and education merited.  But oh!
le secvetly exclaimed, as these thoughts past rapidly
through his mind, ** How soon may this bright pros-
pect be blasted, and the eye, that could cheer me in
wisery and destitution, close for ever and leave me
benighted in the midst of homour and of fortune.”

On entering the breakfast room the following morn-
ing Clarence found our heroine alone. They had mu-
tually desired an opportunity of speaking, and that had
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probably been the inducement for their leaving their
rooms at so early an hour. If such had been their
wish it was realized, for not a member of the family
was a-stir but themselves.

She rose as he entered, and resigned the book she
had been reading. There was a something in the
casy friendliness of her air, which confirmed a suspicion
that had glanced into his mind the day before at the
moment she entered the drawing-room with Ludy
Milsom, and after the first salutations were over he
cried with a tonc of suppressed emotion—

“ Will you pardon the inquiry Madam if I ask, was
the desire of sitting for your picture the sole motive
that led you to the Strand? Had you no previons
kuowledge of the being you found there? And was
not the aid you there afforded me a tribute to my ne-
cessity rather than to my taleut ?

Adela coloured and felt at a loss how to reply.

“1 sec madam how it is, and the same gencrosity
which then brought you to my relicf, would now in-
duce you to shun the acknowledgments of my grati-
tade.”

“ It is vain to attempt a concealment, which I could
not support, and for which I do not see the necessity.
Your thanks Sir, are not due to me, ] was but an
agent.”

“There is but one in the world who would take
such an interest in my fate,” cried he with emotion.
““ Yet not less is my gratitude due to you Madam, for
undertaking such an office—in stepping from your
elevated sphere, to assist in succouring an outcast and
an unfortunate. I must conclude that my story is
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known to you.” And a flush that borrowed some of
its crimson from pride, mantled on his cheek.

¢ 1 hope you do not regret the partial confidence
that has been reposed in me? And allow me to rectify
a mistake into which you secm to have fallen. [ am
no high-born daughter of wealth and power. [t was
therefore no descent ; T met you rather on the broad
level of similar fortunes, similar obscurity.”

Clarence felt the delicacy which induced her to
wound her own feelings to spare his.

“ Since then Madam, you share the counfidence of
one who has met in you a sister-spirit ; since she has
imparted to your breast some share of the interest she
takes in my fate, may [ trust, dare I hope that pity
for me will induce you to be the medium of sentiments
I dare convey by no unsafe channel, and give me
details 1 dare not exact from others

There was an imploring urgency in his look and
voice that touched Adcla’s heart, and she replied—

“You may rest assured that my best services are
yours. Clarence bowed: then tahing a small parcel
from his pockct he would have presented it to her, but
at the moment Mr. Auber entered, with the air of one
who evidently expected to find the room empty. He
changed colour on beholding Clarence ; but command-
ing his feelings he bowed to Adela, and advancing to
her companion, whom he cndeavoured to think of
ouly as thc preserver of his sister, he shook his
hand. :

“ "This is not the conduct of people who have only
met for the first time yesterday,” thought Secton. “ My
conjectures are borne out.”” aund he would bave taken

PY3)
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an cpportunity to leave the room, as he saw he had
interrupted them, but others of the family entered.

* Has any oune scen Mr. Finley?” inquired the
captain.

“ T have,” replied Sceton. 1 have only just
- quitted him.”

“ And what is your opinion dear Secton?’’ cried
Lady Milsom.

“That his state is a precarious one: but he bas
youth in his favour.”

The breakfust past heavily, every one being out of
spirits and full of fears as to the ultimate fate of the
sufferers.  The majority of the party had returned to
Milsom Park, where Lady Ruthven bad consented to
do the honors, till such time as Miss Auber's state
would admit of the family leaving her vicinity ; til]
then Lord Elmer had insisted on their cousidering Lis
housc as their own.

For three days Caroline lay in a state of insensi-
bility, and as her senses graduoally returned, so excessive
was her weakness that the utmost caotion was neces-
sary as to thosc who were permitted to approach her.
She was still ignorant as to whom she owed her pre-
servation ; and Adela who bad not been admitted till
the paticnt asked for her, saw it would be long before
she could venture to make such a commuuication.
Iustituting herselfas chicf nurse, she nowseldom quitted
the invalid’s room, while Lady Milsom, and Mrs. Stan-
hope who had so hospitably opened her doors to the
sufferer, and who was an amiable and clegaut woman,
shared in the daties of the office.

After the first shock of the accident was past, the
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gentlemen whose politics it had disarranged, Pegan
sccretly and sclfishly to murmur at the loss of Miss
Belmont. In her short and occasional visits to Elmer
House, she permitted no one to engross her for a mo-
ment cxcepting Clarence. She could not refusc to his
agonized inquiries the details that would soothe and
dissipate his terrors. By that singular fatality which
sometimes takes place, Mr. Auber was generally the
witness of these confidential communications, and
they left him without a doubt as to the truth of his
conjectures ; and as he recalled Adela’s conduct to
him he could not acquit her of the charge of coquctry.
I}is manner, although he had not designed it, became
rhanged 5 and by the natural chain of cayse aud effect
so did our heroine’s. Hurt by his scrious and cold
politeness, his studied reserve, she became spiritless
and ubstracted ; and it was not long ere her melancholy
attracted remark. Lady Milsom thought it attributable
to anxiety and watching, aud urged her to return to
Matlock for a short time for change of scene. The
same idea struck the captain, and be joined in the cn-
treaty. He was much touched by Adela’s attachment
to his danghter, and having been made acquainted
with Lord Elmer’s design of laying his title and fortune
at her feet, he alrcady began to feel towards her the
respect and deference due to the wife of a peer of the
realm. He did not for a moment douht, that his
lordship would be accepted, and he rejoiced that Lord
Egremont had withdrawn himself, and he trusted
given up all his designs ; while the remembrance of
the countenance he had given them created some un-
pleasant qualms.
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Mr. Auber thought her mclancholy the result of
“ hope deferred,” and endeavoured to rouse himself
to that energy which would bring things to a crisis,
consummate her happiness, andscal his own despair. In
this state he hung wavering and irresolute, waiting
for events, which he had not the courage to accclerate.
Much of his time was spent at Matlock, as he felt
what was due to Miss Egremont, and she was not
wanting contrivances to detain him.

In the mean time Frederic was in a state of restless-
ness that he could ill endure. The manner in which
his sister had flattered his hopes, aided by the coun-
sciousuess of his own pretensions, had created in his
mind a certajnty of ultimate success which ne circam-
stances, no appearances could entirely baffle. Her
coldness and reserve he sometimes attributed to her
retired education ; but when again he recollected the
much greater favour his brother had been viewed with,
he was staggered ; yet he solaced himself with think-
ing of the caprices of the sex, and that Seeton might
be regarded almost as a married man, and he knew
the ladics allowed a latitude to them which was not
accorded to bachelors.

In this state matters continucd nearly three wecks,
in which time Mr. Finley gave symptoms of recovery,
but still with very very distant prospects of conva-
lescence, while at the expiration of that time Caroline
was able to descend to Mrs. Stanhope’s little drawing
room, and for a few hours in the day enjoy the society
of her family. It was now that Adela began to con-
template, revealing the circumstances which she at
once feared and desired to divulge. When an allusion
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had been first made to the event, the remembrance
of the borror she had experienced when the horse first
lost his footing so overcame her that she fainted away,
after which all reference to the subject had been so
much avoided, and every one who approached her had
been so guarded in their conversation, that Clarence
had never been mentioned. But Adela now saw that
her increasing convalescence would soon lead to a
removal ; of which the natural consequence must be
hes.meeting her lover. Such a meeting, if she was not
prepared for it, might not only endanger her health,
but lead to fatal discoveries. She therefore snatched
the first opportunity that offered to lead to the sub-
ject. She began by speaking of Mr. Finley, from
whom the current of remark naturally flowed to her-
self, who had bekn the companion of the rash enter-
prise. Her miraculous preservation induced a mention
of her preserver; she was left to guess who it might
be, who she wounld have wished it to be, till gradually
the whole truth broke upon her. Her emotion was
great, but tears came to her relicf, and she listened
with interest to the detail of all that had occurred re -
garding Clarence since his arrival in Derbyshire, and
heard with pleasure the situation hr neld under the
aged Earl of Errol.

To see Clarence was now her utmost wish, and to
see him unrestrained by the presence of any of her
family. Adela promised to do her utmost to coutrive
the interview. -Carolitie pressed her hand in’ silent
gratitude, and then addressed to Clarence a few lines,
the first she had written since the event.

" On the morning of this disclosure to Caroline, her
13 20
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brother Frederic had come to the determination of
ending the suspense under which he painfully existed,
by endeavouring to obtain an interview with the source
of all his disquietude. The necessity of attending a
summons from the Horse Guards, which would detain
"him some time in town, added to his natural impa-
tience, tended to urge matters to a crisis.

“ Where are you going Frederic?”’ asked his
father as he prepared to quit the breakfast room.

¢ To Mrs. Stanhope’s,”” was the reply. .

“ Oh! there will be plenty of time for your taking
leave of your sister between this and to-morrow morn-
ing. Come with me to the library, there are matters
I wish to consult you upon.”

“ But my dear Sir,” replied he impatiently, ¢ can-
not they wait. Do they concern me?”

“ Yes Sir,” cried his father with some displeasure,
and passing him he led the way to the library.

When they were seated how great was the young
man’s mortification to find, the subject to be discussed
was Mr. Bolton’s pretensions <0 his sister’s band, a
subject on which he had recently spoken more fully
to the captain. Frederic would have cut the matter
short at once, by disclosing the share he had in it,
when the captain checked him, and entered rather
diffusely on the topic.

The large sum in which he stood indebted to Mr.
Bolton senior, the interest they possessed with the
Egremonts, and their great wealth, were all circum-
stances that weighed heavily aganst any procedure
that might irritate or offend the wooer; but on the
other hand the captain could not, had he even been
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able to reckon on the obedience of his daughter, ¢n-
dure the idea of sacrificing her to a man of low origin,
and vulgar manners. The captain therefure began to
lay out some of the schemes of his temporizing aund
crooked policy, in which he contemplated requiring
his son’s aid, when Frederic again endcavoured to fly
off in a tangent. But his flight was once more arrested,
and he saw with horror his father draw forth a budget
of bills, and begin, like a chancellor of the exchequer,
to prose upon ways and means. As many of the long
ill-looking papers, were accounts to which his extra-
vagance had added many an item, he was obliged to
listen with what patience he could, and when at last
he effected his escape, it was with an aching head,
and a deadened intellect. Darting down stairs to re-
cain some of his accustomed clearness and intclligence
in the open air, he was met by Lord Elmer, who
turned back, took his arm, and insisted on dragging
himn to the stables to look at some horses he had lately
purchased. Yielding with heroic acquiescence to the
fate that pursued him, he attended his lordship to his
stud, when he heard his brother’s voice informing
some one that he was going to Mrs. Stanhope’s but
that his return would be speedy. Knowing that in the
humble though elegant habitation of the young widow
there was no library, no boudoir to which he could
lead Miss Belmont, and that he could only depend for
a private interview with her on his sister’s taking
Mts. Stanhope from the small drawing-room, which
e knew a look from him would be sufficient to make
her do, he lounged about with his young host for
half an hour, and then repaired to the precincts of the
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dwelling that contained the object of his devotion, to
watch his brother’s exit. At length he had the satis-
faction to see him depart, and in a few minutes he
rapped at the door, hoping as he did so, that as his
sister was allowed few visitors he should find the
‘ladics alone. The door was opened, and he was on
the point of stepping in, when he received a violent
slap on the back, and turning suddenly to ascertain te
whom he was so indebted, he beheld Bolton with a
broad grin on his face preparing to follow him. Never
was he in a temper less fitted to endure pleasantry of
this kind; previously irritated by the obstructions that
had been thrown in his path, this acted as a coup de
grace, and turning furiously on the intruder, he with
one blow felled him to the ground.

Surprise at the demoniac look of rage that had
glared upon him, when Frederic turned about, had
half done the work of the blow ; and he was struck
dumb as well as prostrate ; but a motnent’s consider-
ation convinced him that he was much hurt, and that
it was very proper he should cry out ; therefore instead
of endeavouring to recover his footing he commenced
a loud and continued bellow. A noise so great and
so unusual created a gencral consternation. The peo-
ple ran out of the neighbouring houses, and Mrs.
Stanhopc and her servants flew to the door.

“ What a detestable beast!” exclaimed Frederic
furiously, just as Mrs. Stanhope catching his arm and
drawing Lim aside whispered with earnestness, © My
dear sir, for Heaven’s sake what is the cause of this ?
You will terrify your sister to death.”

The consciousness of what he had done and how it
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might affect the invalid, now first flashed upon his
miud, and he felt inclined to immolate Bolton as the
cause of all, who still continued his dismal roarings as
he was raised and assisted into the house.

“ Heavens ! do you hear the awful noise he's mak-
ing?” ejaculated Frederic, as he felt that nothing but
smiting the foe to his peace, counld appcase' his rage.
Mrs. Stanhope though distressed at the whole affair,
could scarcely preserve her gravity, while she entreat-
cd the assailant to depart, and leave her to soothe and
(jniet the victim of his fury ; at length she succeeded,
Frederic retired ‘and she returned to the house.

On entering the parlour, she beheld Mr. Bolton
blubbering over a bason of water in which hc was
washing his face, while her servaut acting under his
direction, was soaking stripes of brown paper in vine-
gar, with which be alterwards intersected his face in
every direction, and then patted them with his hand-
kerchief to make them adhere. This process was
continually interrupted by bitter lamentations over the
brutglity with which he had been treated, and appeals
to Mrs. Stanhope’s compassion.

Carvline in the meantime having been informed of
all the circumstances of the case, determined to ven-
ture down stairs, to offer some apology for the outrage
her bLrother had committed, and to endeavour to
soothe the feelings of one, whose errors were those of
ignorance, not of ill-nature, and therefore did not de-
serve such severity of treatment. Full of these kind
intentions, she reached the parlour leaning on the arm
of her maid. The door was thrown open, but alas |

¢« Good-patured soul, all unadvised”
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of what she had to see, the moment her eyes rested
on the visage of Mr. Bolton, her gravity forsook her,
and there was no alternative but making a precnpxtate
retreat.

To form some excuse for this apparent want of
humanity, it must be necessary to conceive the citizen
as he appeared, and to remember that Caroline was
wholly unprepared for such an exhibition.

4 His lank and scanty hair was black,
His visage sallow, and his back

As broad and strong as Plato’s.
His grey eye on his face so wan,
Looked like an oyster spilt upon

A dish of mash’d potatoes.”’

His nose had experienced considerablc enlargement,
and the corners of his capacious mouth were drawn
down in the true lincs of dolorous distress, while the
continual application of his handkerchief to his eyes,
the perpetual rolling of his unwicldly bulk, which
kept time to the moaning of his husky voice, completed
the picture. v

Caroline had much levity of temper, but she was
not deficient in good feelings, and by the time she had
regained the drawing-rom, and her risibility had in a
degree subsided, she severely blamed herself for not
baving had more self-command.

Mrs. Stanhope, who was standing opposite Bolton
at the moment of Miss Auber’s .entrde and exit, was -
placed in a most trying situation. Nothing is more
infectious than laughing, even when there is no appa-
rent cause for it, but, with Bolton beforc her eyes, and
the suppressed burst of Caroline’s voice, and the quick
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wread of Caroline’s step on her ear, to preserve her
composure was an effort that taxed her muscles to
the utmost, and induced her to bite her lips till ‘they
almost bled.

All this did not escape its object, who like Scrub in
the Beau Stratagem, was very apt to suspect all langh-
ing had some reference to himself; on the present oc-
casion he could have little doubt on the subject, and
his rage began to kindle.

“ WellI” he at length exclaimed as he endeavoured
to parry the choking effects of passion, < I thought
any one would say this was hard usage; but it seems
its all a joke 1o cvery one of you. 'Fhere’s Miss Caro-
line, she’s as pleased as if her brother had given me so
many cakes and comfits, instead of kicks and cuffs,
Never mind, she may laugh at the other side of her face
soon. Gad! if I don’t think that there’s not one of
you here that would mind murdering me!” And
seizing his hat and repelling all attempts to conciliate
him, he precipately left the house.

A walk of about a mile, under the influence of a
powerful sun was not calculated to cool Mr. Bolton,
yet neveriheless by the time he reached Lord Elmer’s
library, his rage had subsided into the calm of settled
purpose—the resolution of revenge rather than the
acrimony of invective, in fact the determination of his
soul was to recal the offer he had made Miss Auber;
and full of this intention he had sought the library,
where he was informed her father was.

That gentleman was busily engaged in writing letters,
80 that he .did not immediately look up on Bolton’s
entrance ; but when he did he dropped the pen from
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his hand, adjusted his spectacles, took them off, and
seemed to doubt the evidence of his eyes and their
auxiliaries, as he gazed on the spectacle before him ;
at length he exclaimed—

“ In the name of wonder, Mr. Bolton, what is the
matter with you ?”

“ Why I've been nearly assassinated—that’s all !”
replied he with affected calmness, as he attempted to
regulate the brown paper patches, which had become
somewhat disarranged in the course of his walk.

¢ Good Heavens !” uttered the Captain, all*amaze-
ment, “ who can have attacked you in this desperate
manner? and in the broad day too!”

¢ 0! if it bad been night I should have been done
for 1’ and he shook his big head in unison with his
despairing tones as he thought how narrowly he had
escaped death ; then after a momentary pause, he re-
sumed with a grin of a malicions irony—

 You've nice children Captain, uncommonly nice
children.”

¢ What do you mean, sir,’* cried the Captain some-
what offended by his manaer.

¢ 1 mean, sir,” cried Bolton, raising his voice and
relapsing into all his original vulgarity, “that this
slaughtering work is Mr. Firelock’s. Aye sir, that
son of a cannon Mr. Frederic. He knocked me down;
traversed my body up and down, right and left; stood
a quarter of an hour on my nose, and I believe wanted
to march down my throat.”

I am all amazement ! cried the Captain. “ Are
you speaking of my son Frederic ?” .

““ Yes, the raging firebrand ! God help the coun-
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try with a standing army of such! Wall Sir, at last I
was picked up in the mangled condition you éegl and
carried into Mrs. Stanhope’s. All this time mind ye,
1 didn’t utter a sound for fear of disturbing Miss Caro-
line. Well I was covering my bruiscs, as you sec,
with brown paper, wetted with vinegar, and dabbing
them thus with my handkerchief, when Mrs. Stanhope
came in, who by the by had got Mr. Blood-and-thun-
der off, and for which to be sure I was much obliged
to her. Well Sir, instead of coming up to me in that
coaxing way that females have when there’s any thing
a matter with you, she goes right slap up to the win-
dow, and never as much as said, are you dead or alive.
Well Sir, stay awhile,” be countinued as he saw the
Captain inclined to speak ; “ presently the door opens,
and who should [ clap my eyes upon but Miss Caro-
line ! at last thinks [ bere’s somebody that ’ll pity me,
and 1 looked most pathetically at her, when all of a
sudden, she gives herself a twist, and took herself off,
laughing enough to dislocate her bones. Now I hope
you call this elegance and humanity

“1 cannot comprehend a word you have said,” cried
the Captain, “ It appears to me a miracle !”

“Then I’m the miracle; for it's a miracle I'm
alive,” cried Bolton. .

“But if Frederic has done all this,” rejoined his
tather, “he must have received some provocation,
What did you do to offend him ? 'What was it enraged
him ¥ '

“ That's not for me to kpow !” rejoined the injured
man, “ I looked into the same house—to be sure {
didn’t ask his leave, and perhaps he don’t allow that.”

13 e
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“ Come Sir,” said the Captain out of panenoe,
¢ there is somewhat too much of this.”

I think so,” cried Bolton drily, ‘ so [ mean to have
no 1ore of it. As I have no wish to be langhed at by
my wife, and battered by her brother, whenever the
fiery fit takes them, and perhaps give Mr. Firelock
nephews and neices to assist him on such pléasant
diverting occasions, 1 beg you’l]l think no more about
what I have said about Miss Caroline. 1 prefer carry-
ing my fortune into a family where 1 shall have my
life spared to enjoy it; and where, if 1 do happen to
look the same way with one of the family I mayn’t be
beat to a mummy for it.”

That Mr. Bolton should resign s pretensions to
Miss Auber, gave the Captain any thing but displea-
sure ; but that it should be in consequence of conduct
so flagrant as that gentleman deseribed, gave him
some uneasiness, and his tone softened as he said—

¢“ My good Mr. Bolton, if Frederic is the trans-
gressor, which from yoor account it scems he is, |
shall insist on his making ydu every reparation in his
power by begging your pardon: and with regard to
Miss Auber, believe me you must have becn entirely
mistaken. Remember her family, her breeding,” ex-
postulated the Captain,

I shall remember both for the remainder of my
life. Don’t pretend to tell me, Sir; I saw her quaking
as she left the room, and 1 had not been quaking so
long under her brother’s heels, but that I knew it
when I saw it. Bat this isn’t the first joke I've bad
of hers, by many. ! wonder she didn’t drag me up
the rock instead of that poor Mr, Finley, for the mere
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pleasure of seeing me tumble down. And as for
making Mr. Frederic beg my pardon, pray don’t think
of it. My reparation shall be repairing somewhere
¢lse, and never presenting myself before that pounder
again.”

] see my son coming,” cried the Captain ad-
vancing to the window, “ now I shall have every thing
explained.”

“ Then pray let me get out of the way, for perhaps
he mayn’t like the way | have patched my bruis .
Where, where can I go? Isn’t therc a back staircase ?
1 would not meet Mr. Fire-and-tow for the world!
half as much again would kill me.”

Looking around, he espied another door opposite to
that at which he cxpeccted to see Frederic enter.
Hurrying through it, with an agility perfectly unusual,
and turning at the same time to ascertain the fact as
to whether his encmy was approaching, he made a
false step, the consequence of which was a precipitate
descent to the bottom of a flight of -stairs. Bouncing
with tremendous force against a door, it flew open,
and presented him to the astonished eyes of Lady
Elmer,

« Squat as the figure of a bonze

* Upon a Chinese drawing.*”
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CHAPTER XXII.

¢¢ Not faster in the summer’s ray,

The spring’s frail beauties fade away,

Than anguish and decay consume

The smiling virgin’s rosy bloom.

Some beauty's suatch'd each day, each hours

For beauty is a flceting flower;

Then how cau wisdom e'er confide

In beauty's momentary pride,” ELPHINSTON,

CLarRgENCE was now almost entirely confined to
Milsom Park, and little opportunity of a meeting be-
tween him and Caroline presented itself. Caroline
therefore, as the only prospect of privately seeing him,
expressed a wish to return to Matlock. Her desire
was no sooner expressed than acceded to, and she
once more found herself in the stately mansion of her
cousin, beneath the same roof with Clarence. *

¢ Adela,” cried she, as she reposed on a couch in her
dressing room, I must see him before I meet him in
the presence of my family. I will plead continued
indisposition, nor enter the saloon till that is accom-
plished. To suppress my feelings at our first meeting
would be an effort too great, too deep; and were my
strength equal to it, I fear I should evince too much,
in spite of every effort.
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_ Our heroine listened to her without making any
reply, she was absorbed in anxieties of her own. Her
return to Matlock had found it a different place to
what it had been on her first arrival. All was now
changed, since Seeton Auber was no louger the same.
He neither sought nor made opportunities to see and
to converse with her, nay he even avoided those which
presented themselves ; yet he hovered about, as if in-
voluntarily, and there frequently discovered her in cir-
cumstances, which, however innocent in themselves,
had a suspicious appearance. Thus he sometimes
found her in conversation with Clarence, which from
its subject of course instantly ceased on the approach
of a third person, he also saw her give to and receive
letters from him, and suffer snatched and whispering
intimations which no person, but one under peculiar
circumstances, would be privileged to address to her.

Seeton Auber believed himself incapable of acting
the mean part of a spy on any ones actions, but he
was in fact doing no other with regard to Adela.
Viewing every thing as he did, through the medium of
passion and prejudice, he imperted to every circum-
stance, the colours that tinctured his own mind: and
in the transactions of a few days he imagined he saw
the approaching event which was to tear Adela for
ever from his eyes.

Frederic on his return from Mrs. Stanhope’s on the
day of his assault upon poor Bolton, had sought his
father, and found him angry and bewildered at the
cvent of the morning. All was however forgotten, all
absorbed in the astounding intelligence that burst
upon him, in the disclosure that his son made of his
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passion for Miss Belmont, and his intentions of
making his pretensions known,and having them re-
cognized before he left Derbashire, let the conse-
quences be what they might.
It were tedious to enter on the detail of the Cap-
"tain's dismay and distraction, his expostulation, eu-
treaties, and threats; or Frederic's obstinacy and
warmth, his extenuation, resolves and defiance ; suffice
it to say that the library was a scene of violence and
commotion when Lord Milsom entered. His cha-
racter and the relation in which he stood to the par-
ties, at once led them to or >y i, him the state of af-
fairs; and he listened wit:: £gqual complacency to the
worldly minded Captain, and the headstrong Ensign
of the Guards. As the best meaus of bringing them
to reason, he calmed the fears of the first by assuring
him, of the perfect conviction he felt that Miss Bel-
mont would enter into no engagement that wanted the
sanction of parental authority; and he lowered the
pride and haughty bearing of the latter, by questioning
his chance of success ; and reminding him that he was
not the only one who admired Miss Belmont, nor
might he be the one who found most favor in her eyes.
None hut Lord Milsom could have dared to take such
dangerous ground; nonc other could have uttered
such a sentiment with impunity; but his lordship’s
situation precluded the fears of jealousy, as his man-
ner averted the effects of anger. Frederic reddened,
but his colour gradually subsided, and his spirit also.
Imagining he had sufficiently prepared him for such
a communication, he mentioned that he had just had a
conversation with Lord and Lady Elmer, in which that
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young nob eman had made his mother acquainted
with his intention of addressing Miss Belmont, and
added his lordship :—

¢ My Emelia, who is highly interested in his cause
assures me that the young lady seems much struck
with Lord Edward’s graces und virtues. All compari-
sons are odious, and I wish to draw no parallel be-
tween Frederie and my noble friend; both are I believe
ciually dear to me. But I cannot but remind Mr.
Auber, that Lord Elmer can make such a choice with-
out incurring the charge of imprudence, or precipi-
raney, Ae hw artained manhood, aud has an ample
Torc, 0~ ’

“ Waile 7 an still in my boyhood and have no for-
tme,” eried Frederic impetuously, ¢ that is the infer-
ence of vour lordship’s speech.”

*Tis even s0,” replicd his cousin, “and to those
whao can view the suhjeel dispassionately, the conclu-
sions to which it leads are cqually obvious. The lady
is portionless, she is formed for the sphere of refined
society, but

s« Lips, though blooming, must still be fed,

And not e’en love can live on flowers.”
In that sphere Lord Elmer can nat only place, but pre-
serve her; and therefore—"

« He is the most deserving of her,” interrupted
Frederic, ¢ with ill-disguised rage !”

“ The most suited to her,” replied his lordship
calmly, “ and certainly, putting rank and fortune out
of the question, were | impartially to decide between
yon, he is cqually worthy of her as yourself : the odds
therefore are his.”
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¢ That is not for your lordship to decide,” said
Prederic proudly as he quitted the room, and left his
father and cousin to conclude the conference.

Young Auber’s mind was now in a ferment of varions
and contending passions, the necessity for his depar-
ture was imperative; but he would see Adela befure
he went, and more than all, he would see and have an
explanation with Lord Elmer. This night must wind
up the ball, and as he rushed down the stairs he might
have cxclaimed with Richard—

———t¢ | have set my life upon a cast,
And 1 will stand the hazard of the die.”

Crossing the hall, he observed a post chaise at the
door, as if some one was on the efe of departure, and
a confused something, in which Lord Elmer, was men.
tioned, met his ear. That his rival was departing that
he might elude him, that he might not be going alone,
flashed like successive gleams of lurid lightning on his
brain, and with the wildness of frenzy he darted to the
post chaise. :

But there sat the harmless Bolton and his bruises,
ready and willing to take his departure for Thread-
necdle Street. The moment he saw Frederic, whom
be believed possesscd with the devil, and who looked
as if be came to finish the work of destruction he had
begun, he sunk to the bottom of the chaise with a
single ejacalation of “O Lord ! but uttered with a
depth of feeling, that plainly evinced he was giving up
the ghost by anticipation. He could scarcely believe
the evidence of the feeble senses that fear had left
him, when he saw Frederic, whom he imagined had
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come to slay him, walk rapidly away, aud re-cuter the
house.

“ Oh! he’s gone for a poker, or something. [ shall
Le murdered at last,” he exclaimed. Then screaming
to the servants, he entrcated them to use dispatch, and
in a short time he had the felicity of flying from Elmer
House as fast as four horses could carry him.

Six o’clock came, and the dinner bell souunded ; every
one assembled, but Lord Elmer and Frederic. Lady
Elmer would not wait. ! .

“ They will be here with the second course, per-
haps,” cricd she,

Captain Auber and Lord Milsom exchanged looks.
The second course appeared, but not the gentlemen;
dinner concluded, the dessert and coffee succeeded, but
still came no tidings, and

“« The day had closed in dim showers,”

when a groom mounted on a horse covered with foam,
rode rapidly into the court-yard, and throwing himself
from his panting stced, delivered letters which he de-
sired might be immediately given to Captain Auber
and Lord Milsom.

The former trembled as he broke the scal, and his
eyes grew dim; Lord Milsom saw his emotion, and
guessed too well the fatal import of the letters. To
avoid exciting observation, he suggested thcir retiring
to the iibrary. As soon as they entered, the captain
handed the letter he had just perused to his nephew;
and throwing himself into a chair, leaned his head
upon his hand, while bis elbow rested on the library
table,

13 2q
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- Frederick’s letter ran thus ;—

“ Perhaps there Is no folly my rashness could com-
mit that' you, my dear Sir, would be surprised at. 1
will therefore hope the sitvation in which I now stand
will the less affect you. Lord Elmer and I have had a
meeting. He is wounded and is 8t W, under
the care of Mr., Stratton and Mr. Braymore. You
must break this to Lady Elmer. I shall instantly de-
part for Paris; Sir Charles Linden, who attended me
on the fatal occasion, accompanies me.

One word more, though it maddens me to look that
way. All my bopes in one quarter are vanished, 1
leave her for ever. The sccret machinations of iny
rival have undone me, and if he survives he will reap
the harvest of his trcachery. She like myself has been
the victim of deception ; she is too unpractised to dis-
cern the arts by which she has been won. May she
be happy.

You will inform Seeton and Caroline of my situation
when and as you think proper.

¢ Your unfortunate Son,

¢ Frederic Auber.”

His letter to Lord Milsom was still. more intem-
perate, accusing his lordship of being the abettor of
Lord Elmer’s gold-blooded schemes.” Yet he-entreated
‘him to hasten to'his friead who lay at a place about
five and twenty miles distant, dangerously wounded.
He also begged he would soothe his father, and take
every precaution as to how the story reached bhis
sister. And as he should bc anxious te know his
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rival’s state, he hopr.d his cousin would write till he
was out of danger, directing his letters, Post réstante
Calais, till he heard from him again.

The flood of thought that buist upon the captain’s
mind was overpowering, and rising from his seat in
the bitterness of his soul, he cursed the rash tempers
of his children. In what dilemmas had they not in-
volved themselves and others within a few days ! Not
content with treading the wild acclivitics of danger
with desperate temerity themselves, they must drag
others along with them, and thus ingulph all con-
nected with them in common ruin.

“Truly my lord,” cried the unbappy father, ¢ [ feel
as if I were the guilty cause of all, instead of the
passive endurer of the miseries my children heap upon
me. How shall I bear to meet Lady Elmer? What
is the retarn her hospitality has met? First her house
has been turned into an hospital for invalids, and the
wretched Mr. Finley will not soon be in a state to
quit it, if ever. Next i has been disturbed by the in-
temperate violence inflicted on Mr. Bolton, who has
absolutely flown her peaccful house in bodily fear.
My words of sorrow and apology are yet warm upon
her ear in palliation of these outrages, and here is a
Jetter,” spatching the one to himself from the table
where Lord Milsom had thrown it, ¢ here is a letter,”
lic continued, grinding his tecth, “ which bids me tell
her that the heir'of the honours of her house, her ouly
son, has fallen, has been dragged to the scene of
blood by miue!” And the captain clasped his hands
and paced the room with the air of one distracted. -

Lord Milsom used every argument to.soothe him,
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and proposed seeing Lady Elmer himself; but the
recollection that the unfortunate young nobleman
would demand his immediate attention, detcrmined
him to delegate the task to another, ahd ringing the
bell, he bade the servant inform Mr. Auber that he
wished to see him.

“ What I” ejaculated the distressed captain as the

servant closed the door—‘‘ what will be the conse-
quence of this rashness to his own interests—even if
Lord Elmer survives !” .and he continued pacing the
room. .
He stopped as his son entered, who, shocked at the
haggard expression of his countenance, exclaimed,
¢ Great Heaven! my dearest Sir what has occurred ?
Wihat is the meaning of all this ?”

The only reply he received was having his brother's
letters put into his hand. He ran them over with
haste and apprehension, and then throwing them from
him uttered an ejaculation of sorrow and surprise.

Captain Auber and Lord Milsomn were not more
convinced that Lord Elmer was the favoured lover of
Miss Belmont, than Seeton that he was not : the con-
cern of all parties for what had occurred was equally
great, though arising from different views of the sub-
ject. Lord Milsom and the Captain lamented, (setting
aside every other consideration,} that the happiness of
the young pair should be thus endangered and inter-
rupted. The former lost all resentful feeling against
Adela, in the consideration of her sufferings, and the
probable loss of such 2 prospect of elevation.. While
Seeton sorrowed to think, that had the duellists really
known as he did the state of her affections, how much
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they might have spared themselves the charge of
guilty folly, and their friends the pains of griefv aud
anxiety.

It was ultimately determined to keep the matter as
much hushed as possible; Seeton enguged to sce Lady
Elmer, and place matters in the best light ; Lord Mil-
som, whom the Captain insisted on accompanying,
ordered his carriage, to attend the wounded peer.
And thus every thing was so arranged that Adela and
Caroline retorned to Matlock ignorant of the circum-
stance of the duel.

While Lord Elmer lingered under the effects of his
wound, and Frederic winged his way to France, the
uncounscious cause of all was giving herself up to the
absorbing influence of love. She even sought the
society of Miss Egremont, since it promised to place
her in the vicinity of Seeton Auber, similed on Lord
Egremont, clung to Lady Ruthven, and endured the
tedions Mrs. Saugrober :—

¢ What will not woman do who loves !

What means will she refuse to keep that heart

Where all her joys are placed!”
The vain, the weak, ‘the malicious Miss Egremont, the
designing, base, and shallow man her father, the
prosing, dull, and pompous widow her aunt, with the
beartless, though talented Lady Ruthven, were a circle
from which she would bave flown with disgust and
contempt, but that within it she beheld him, whose
voice was to her the music of the spheres, whose smile
was the sunshine of her existence.

Many departures had taken place, and the inhabit-

ants of Milsom park were almost reduced to a family
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‘party. This circumstance drew them more closely
#nd more frequently into union, and Caroline had unot
‘been* many days from Dove Dale before Lady Milsom
began to urge her to make one of the family circle.

¢ Come,” she cried one evening, ‘‘ I should imagine
you would be impatient to see your preserver, believe
me he deserves your gratitude; let me promise that
you will appear at dinner to-morrow. In truth Caro-
line, I know not when you will be yourself sgain.”

* Nor I neither,” cried she, putting her hand to her
head to hide the emotion which the mention of Clareuce
had excited.

“ Will you take a stroll through the gardest with
me?”’ asked Lady Milsom.

It was a beautiful September evening, and as her
cousin led her to the window, Caroline inhaled the
sweet breath of the shrubs and flowers, which seemed
to invite her forth. Tying ou her hat and mantle, she
put her arm in her cousin’s, and they wandered into
the garden. There is often a sweet communion be-
tween minds, which is fclt rather than expressed, and
such was the calm and almost mclancholy tone of fecl-
ing that pervaded the lovely cousins : neither spoke;
Emilia felt by a kind of intuition that her companion
was -bot inclined for talking, and Caroline yielding to
& thousaud thoughts and anticipations did not perceive
whither she was led, till she founduby ]f on the steps
of a little pavilion, which arose in p . beauty
in'one of the loveliest spots in the garﬁen.‘,, .

¢ You are fatigued Caroline,” said her sw&wﬁ« '
ductor, ¢ Let us go in, and rest.” ,

" On entering the little fanciful retreat, she foun
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every thing prepared for an elegant entertainment,
though on a small scale. Fruits and flowers, music,
pictures, all that could please the eye and charm the
fancy, was asscmbled with delicate taste.
“We will have a Roman supper Caroline,” said
Lady Milsom, discngaging her cousin from her hat and
mantle, and seating her on a couch. At that moment
our heroine entered, and called her ladyship away,
and Caroline was left alone. It was a rich and glow-
ing sunset, and the scene was like the green Elysium
into which uneas entercd. All was beautifal and
calm, and the social few thal were to assemble were
therc already by anticipation, as Caroline looked around
her. But thcy passed rapidly through her fancy, and
as her mind rested on onec whom she did not
doubt would be among their number, thoughts full of
fond recollections rosc upon her mind. She was
scated on a low couch, her white arm sustainiug her
head ; whilst the rich glow of the sinking sun, which
penctrated the light drapery of a window nearly oppo-
site gleamed upon the thousand beautiful labyrinths in
which ber dark tresses interwove themselves, and on
the white muslin robe which gave her form no other
ornament thau grace and simplicity.
As she sat she had been a study fyr a painter, what
did she not appear to Clarence, (who bad entered un-
perceived, angestiipd contemplating her in silent rap-
ture_angd piidfifelion,) to him whose passion was the
y ceutrated devotion of despairing idolatry. A door,
%a "" t from that by which she had entered, stood
i»open, his step had made no sound as he advanced, and

the silence of the apartment he anoroached, led him
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to belicve it was unoccupied. He entered—he beheld
her~—a momentary suspension of breath left him with-
ont power to move or speak. There she sat, beautiful
as when she rose in dreams upon his fancy; uncon-
scious of his presence, yet perhaps thinking of him—
he had but to put forth his hand to pluck the fruit,
but that hand had not the power to move. At length
a sigh, which burst like a rescued prisoner from his
breast, made Caroline look up—but the lower end of
the apartment was enveloped in gloom, aud she could
merely distinguish that a figure was approaching, but
not whom. She rose, the next moment he was at her
feet.

In & measure prepared to meet him that evening,
but a little surprise blended with great emotion,
would have precipitated her on the floor, had not her
lover started on his feet, and received her in his arms.
As she recovered, she felt the beating of the heart to
which she was pressed, and when her eloquent cyes
looked up to meet those that were beaming upon her,
she did not make an cffort to disengage herself.
Clarence felt the wordless confession, and dwelling for
a moment on the humid sweetness of her melting eyes,
he for the first time pressed her lips, and thus without
a sound beiug uttered, was the declaration and ac-
knowledgment of their mutual love recognized and
registered. o

The silence around them, the sl  wiiigl § #\.~venial
to that silence, the elegance of the . «in :ﬂi‘d tugys &)
not distinctly observed, all those auxiliaries ha. 2w ;a;’
effect in bosoms of taste and scntiment,) the light yet
confiding pressure of her sweet form upon his bosom ;



OR, LOVF AT FIRST SIGHT. 313

her respiration almost breathing oo’ his lips, as he
gazed on her face touched with the delicacy incident
to illness, and where passion kindled under the veil of
sweet confusion, all held him in a trance too exquisite
for description. It flits before the efforts of language
to embody it, like those beautiful sun-lined clouds,
which vary into a thousand hues of celestial beauty,
ere the painter can fix a tint.

“Leave me, Clarence!” at length exclaimed his
mistress, ‘“leave me, that | may regain some com-
posure ere my family surround me.”” Again he pressed
her to bis glowing heart, and then running down the
steps of the pavilion, flew into the garden; while Ca-
roline sunk on the couch, and yielded to a flood of
tears, warm, wild, delicious.

But she was not long left to the indulgence of the
swect feelings that overpowered her. Lights were
kindling, steps approaching, voices sounding, and she
cndeavoured to compose herself, and prepare for the
part she was to act—the nhecessity of meeting Cla-
rence as a stranger.

[ owe you many apologies, dear Caroline,” cried
her lovely cousin, as she returned alone into the pa-
vilion : * first for bringing you here before the prepa-
rations were completed, and secondly for leavivg you
alone. The orders were not given till late, as the idea
only struck me asd.rose from dinner, so the servants
are not to blame; though I might wish, I-cannot ex-
pect to find them magicians. Unfortgnately, there
are no magic wauds in the world now. For the next
charge—"' . .

* Pray dear Ewilia,” interrupted Caroliné, conscious

14 2 R
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how much she was indebted to these very circum-
stances for which her cousin was apologizing,  spare
yoarself all this trouble of explanation, and allow me
an opportunity of thanking you for your kind thought,
and delightful arrangements. Who will be of our little
party 7

“Very few. T have selected those I thought you
would like, or rather 1 have detained them, for our
neighbour, Sir Benjamin Benfield, gives an entertain-
ment to-night ; therefore, though 1 did not expect to
draw many away from him, yet lest, in an unwary fit
of friendship, some that I did not wish might remain,
] only whispered about my pavilion party to the dear
few 1 was desirous of drawing round us.”

¢ And who may those be ?”’ inquired Caroline.

“ Miss Belmont of course, your gallant preserver,
his friend Mr. Noel, your brother Seeton, Mr. Chud-
leigh, the Earl of Errol, and perhaps mamma.”

“Then my father, Sir Hubert, Frederic, and Lord
Elmer, are all at Sir Benjamin’s; and Lord Milsom
too | how is it that you are become such a fashionable
pair already ?"

<« 8ir Hubert is particularly engaged to Sir Benjamin,
they are very old friends, you know; all the others
yon bave named are at Elmer House. My lord has
been much there for some days, but I had a note from
him, excusing himself from dinner, but promising to
be home this evening, so we may possibly have his
company; bub he says not a word of the other geutle-
men.”

“What are they atl about ?*’ asked Caroline.

“Indced 1 nssure you I am alinost as full of cu-
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riosity as Blue Beard’s lady,” answered her ladyship,
smiling, “and am even worse off for means of in-
formation. Mais voila mon pére!” she exclsimed,
as the Earl of Errol entered with Adela, and followed.
by Mr. Chudleigh.

Caroline immediately drew our heroine to her side
on the couch, apprehensive of the latter gentleman
assuming the place ; and having given to his inquiries
and congratulations the attention that courtesy de-
manded, cntered into conversation with the Earl,
while the kind Lady Milsom devoted herself to M.
Chudleigh, whose pleasure at beholding Caroline had
been succeeded by chagrin and grief, from the cold-
ness with which she met him.

Some time after, Mr. Auber appeared arm in arm
with Clarence. How interesting, how delightful to
Caroline’s eyes, to vicw him on such terms with her
brother! Her heart palpitated to suffocation as they
approached ; and though not unpractised in hiding her
feelings, a burning blush kindled on her cheek in spite
of every cffort.

Adela, who could well understand her feelings,
looked at her, and actually coloured in sympathy,
as Clarence was presented ; but the crimson mantled
even to her brow, as she looked up, and met the eye
of Seeton fixed on her with intense earnestness.

She immediately hecame unconscious of all that was
passing round her. She heard voices, but they con-
veyed no meaning to her mind, nor did she again dare
to lift her eyes, full of conscionsness and counfusion as
she felt they were, till her embarassment was relieved.
by the company moving to the supper room.
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In vain I try with livelier air
To wake the breathing string,
The voice of other times is there,
Aud saddens all | sing.”

Lowering his voice as hc exclusively addressed Caro-
line, he added, with a sigh, *“Do you remember the
duets you used to sing with Emma ?”’

““Oh! how well!” replied Caroline, as the remem-
brance of her young and lovely friend, past like a fair
and smiling vision before her imagination. ‘[ will
prove to you that I do, by attempting one of her fa-
vourite songs, if Lady Melsom will play the accom-
paniment ?”

“Oh! most willingly;” cried that lady, delighted
to find her effort to draw her friends out, likely to
prove successful; and delicately touching the jnstru-
ment, Carolinc began—

¢ *Twas sad to leave thy shore
Sweet islaud of my birth,
For thou to e art more
Than any spot on earth. *
And shall 1 ever tread again
Thy green and flow'ry vales,
And seek, and ah! not seek in vain,
Sweet health from thy free gales ?
Come balmy breath of Britain,
And fan wy fainting brow,
Come balmy breath of Britain,
And call me homeward now. R

How light along thy meads
My childish footsteps strayed
Though ebbing time recedes,
Thy image shall ndt fade :
Still green in memory borne,
Though far away [ rove,
To thee, to thee ] turn
My home of early love.
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Come balmy breath of Britain,
And fan my faiuting brow,

Come balmy breath of Britain,
And call me homeward now.”

The melody and the memories attached to it, were
the chief charms of this little canzonet, which Caro-
line sung with sweetness and feeling, while a tear to
the gentle Emma glistencd in her eye. She thought
of her at all times with tender regret, but attuned as
her feelings now were to sweet and soft emotion, thosc
remiuniscencics were accompanied with a more than
ordinary sensation. Emma became the subject of con-
versation. Lady Milsom, Seeton Auber, and the Earl
had all known and loved her, and Mr. Chudleigh
heard them join Caroline in culogizing her virtues
with pride and pleasure.

“Our house at Nice,” cried Caroline, particularly
addressing lady Milsom, ¢ was about half a mile from
the sea, in a delightful and sequested spot quite out of
the town. 1 can recal Emma as she used to sit with me
in the balcony of the drawing-room and enjoy the
charming prospect, the surrounding mountains, many
of them topped with snow, and every object tinged
with sunbeams, the groves and orange gardens with
the white and scattered habitations. 1 have some
of her sketches : you have seen them Adela,” address-
ing our heroine.

“Yes,” she replied, “ they are all pretty, but I
chiefly admire those in which she introduces a view of
the Mediterranean.” ‘

¢ What a sea |” exclaimed Clarence with the admi.
ration of an enthusiast, *“ so blue, so transparent. My
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happiest recollections revert to the period when [ used
to sit or wander on its shore.”

A blush half pleasure, half confusion, flitted across
Caroline’s cheek as he spoke, and which she strove to
conceal by shading her eyes with her hand.

““1 too, can revert to Nice with feelings of no com
mon intevest,” cried Mr. Chudleigh, “ though | only
arrived in time to attend Emma’s funcral ; but T had
reckoned so long and with so much cerlainty on
that termination to her sufferings, that after the first
shook the news of her death gave me, 1 cannot say 1
grieved. 1 felt that she was removed to the only
place she was fitted for; and I would suffer no mas-
muring spirit to arise. Necvertheless I could not en-
tirely shake off the gloom it had cast over me, and to
dissipate it 1 made frequent journeys, sometimes ac-
companied by my mother, sometimes alone. On one
of my solitary rambles I met with a singular adven-
ture, one which 1 recur to with® pleasure, since I re-
gard myself as the means of saving the life of a fellow
creature.

After 1 had been travelling some days, | reached
Pont du Gard, put up at a little inn, and retired at an
early hour. But the first sweet sleep, so refreshing to
to the weary traveller, had secarcely come over me,
before I was roused by the most alarming noises, mixed
with cries and shrieks. 1 rose with the utmoat dis-
patch, and looking from the window of mon petit au-
berge, T soon perceived ®ere was a dreadful fire.
I thought I might be of some use at all events ; and
the grand and awful view of a vast conflagration, is a
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sight 1 wenld never lose. 1 hastened to the scene.; all
was confusion and dismay. The flames were spread-
ing rapidly under the influence of a stirring breeze, and
illuminated the rapid waters of the Gard. Every
countenance exhibited wild and varied expressions of
horror, anxiety, awe, and curiosity, for the red light
made every object visible. The skies, which bad a few
hours before been a deep bright blue, were now one
vast vault of crimson. 1 stood in wondering udmi-
ration one moment, to pause upon the scene, ere |
mingled in the crowd ; when a young man rushed past
me with the rapidity of light, I gazed after himn and
saw him take a direction opposite to the scene of
alarm. My first idea that he was rushing to the pre-
servation of some friend was of course dissipated ; sud-
denly 1 saw him scized by two of the military, he strug-
gled ; I was hastening toward him, but ere I approached
he had by despesate efforts escaped their grasp. Al
past in less time than I take to relate it. The young
fugitive and his pursuers presented a picture I shall
not soon forgot, though I could not distinctly mark
their countenances., He was young and agile, full of
graceful energy and picturesque beauty, though in the
tattered habit of a peasant. His head was uncovered,
a circamstance that marked him out to me even ata
distance. The assailers were elder men, one of them
tall and meagre, the other thickset, and robust; and
after the tallest had measured his length on the ground,
this sturdy little fellow, gabe my interesting unknown
some trouble. At length he freed himself and darted
forward with the swiftness of the deer, pursued by the
little soldier. 1 followed, and regardless of whether 1
14 2s
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was doing right or wrong, arrested the progress of
the man of arms, in order to facilitate the fugitive's
escape. 1 was rewarded by a volley of oaths, and we
werc ou the point of coming to a more serious ren-
contre, when a rush of the crowd, who were retreating
from a new burst of the flames, separated us. [ saw
no more of my military friend, or him whom he pur-
sued ; and | soon forgot both in active exertions on
behalf of the sufferers in the conflagration.”

During this recital, Caroline stole a glance at Cla-
rence, and marked the deep interest and varying colour
his conntenance displayed.

« The custom in France of sounding all the bells,”
resumed Mr. Chudleigh, “in cases of conflagration,
adds considerable solemnity and interest to the scene ;
these mixing with the weeping and shrieks of the
women und children the prayers and exclamations
uttered by . the men, formed a tumult 1 shall never
cease to remember. The day was advancing ere 1
quitted the scene; where the subdued fire was still
but & slumbering epemy, who might awake at some
unexpacted moment with new fury, and baving re-
freshed myself with a change of dress, and ordered my
servans to be in readiness for my departure, in the
course of a coaple of hours 1 set off for Avignon. As
1 was travelling for pleasure, 1 deviated as the road
invited me, and thus | was about entering a wood that
Iny to my left, when judge my horror at beholding a
men appasently lifeless lying on the road. | dis-
wonnted, and calling to my servant, hastened to the
undortunate, - to Rscertain whether he was .alive or
dead—" ‘ -
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“You found him dead !’ ejaculated Clarence in a
tone of horror.

“No sir!” replied Mr. Chudleigh, “but I found
him badly wounded, We carefually conveyed him to
the nearest habitation, where every necessary service
was rendered him, and he recovered sufficiently to in-
form me, that the stat¢ in which I. found him was the
effect of a desperate rencontre with a deserter, who
had effected his escape, and whom he had accidentally
met as he was coming through the wood. From his
description, | had no doubt but he was the very man
whose escape I had been the means of facilitating.
He gave me & most tervible account of him, but I
traced in it a great deal of the bitterness of enmity,
and therefore did not suffer myself to regret the good
turn I had done the unfortunate, any more than the
succour I had rendered his foe.” .

As this recital proceeded, Carolinc was -agonized
with the apprebemsion that Clarence would betray
himself, for though she had never bheard his history re-
gularly or minutely, she knew enough of it to see how
deeply he was interested in the adventures Mr, Chud-
leigh was recounting. Vainly, however, did she walch
to catch her lover's eye, in order to give him an admo-
nitory glance; all his attcution was devoted to his
rival’s narrative, in whom he so unexpectedly disco-
vered, not merely a-benefactor, &s fur as regarded his
escape, but the being also who preserved bim from
having Le Gaut’s life to auswer for. Every one is
flattered by attention, and that which arises from otheg
feelings, self-love is often apt to attribute to the striks
ing nature of the circumstances recorded, and the
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power and ability with which they are detailed. ' This
supposition, together with the knowledgce of the French
habits of animated gesture and expression, prevented
Mr. Chudleigh feeling any surprise at the excess of in-
terest with which Clarcnce listened to him, and
pleased in proportion as he imagined he imparted
pleasure he continued his narrative.—

¢ So impatient was my new friend of the delay which
might effectually prevent the retaking of the descrter,
that he got me to write to those he had left at Pont
du Gard, and my servant was entrusted with the dis-
patches. [ then endeavoured to persuade Le Gant
(that was the wounded man’s name) to compose hinm-
self Lo rest; and as the noon was advauced, I set him
the example. The combined effects of heat, fatiguc,
and agitation, threw me into a sleep of many hours
duration, and when [ awoke, I found my new friend
had insisted on Leing removed, and had departed sans
ceremonie, too polite, | suppose,so rouse me out of my
afternoon.nap to wish me good by.”

% But you heard from him afterwards, I supposc,”
cried Lady Milsom ; “in common gratitude that was
to be expected.”

¢§ never heard more of mm,” replicd Mr. Chud-
leigh, ““ though [ made inguiries on my return ; how-
ever, as he had ifsterested me but little, that was of no
consequence. 1 had done my duty, and the satisfac-~
tion attendant on that consciousness, is always a suf-
ficient reward ; but I was by no means so indifferent
about the deserter, in whom I felt singularly in-
terested; all my efforts were however unavailing, I
conld gain no clue of him; perhaps my motives of
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inquiry werc wmistaken, and supposing me actuated
by hostile intentions, some who might have been able
to direct me, were perhaps deterred from giving in-
formation, for 1 have reason to think I was at times
hard upon the fugitive.”

“Then you are unaware as to what was his ulti-
mate destiny,” said Mr. Auber, ¥ whether he escaped
or was taken.”

*“Entirely ; but” continned Mr. Chudleigh, * though
you will probably smile at the notice of such a thing,
I have been most singularly and continually visited
by him in dreams. If I was given to superstition, I
should say he was destined to cross my path some
way or other.”

*¢ Aud you do think so, Chudlcigh,” resumed Seeton,
““in spite of your philosophy. Superstition is a part
of our nature, a weakness to which we have an inhe-
rent tendency, and which is strengthened and nortured
by those cabalistic sybils, our nurses.”

“ And in after 1ifé, a thousand things arise to in-
crease, at least to confinm it,” observed the carl:
¢ the unfortunate 1 have always found prone to super-
stition.”

“Because they are always anxious to refer the
events of their lives to causes independent of them-
selves,” said Mr. Chudleigh, ““and thus avoid the
odium and self-reproach attached to misconduct.
Our love of the marvellous, also, is another loop-hole
for superstition.” ,

¢ And how many are the writers in all countries, that
feed and nourish that depraved appetite,” snid Mr. Noel,
‘‘ by the most eccentric and romantic productions,”



88 THE BEAUTY OF THE BRITISH ALPS;

- “ No country is more prolific of such works than
your own, Mr. Noel,” observed Caroline, ‘“a’ course
of reading fra’ north of the Tweed, would make me
superstitious to my heart’s content.”

“ 1 hope there is not so much mischief in it as you
would infer,” said Adela, smiling, *or I am lost.
The manners and customs of a people tinged with a
spirit of superstition and romance, are more inter-
csting to me than any other. I am never happier
than when surrounded by witches, and warlocks, and
€lfin sprites.”

““'Then you are of course an admirer of Sir Walter
Scott,” cried Noel.

“ Undoubtedly ;" she replied.

# Your admiration,”” resumed Malcolm, ¢ were he
aware of it, would compensate for all that cold cntacs
have vented against him.”

““Oh! Ido not deem him a writer to stand the se-
vere and regular ordeal of the-critic;” said Adela,
animating with the subject,  he ‘nust not be judged
by rule and compass. His prodactions arc very un-
equal, they are deformed by numerous faults, but there
is a sparkling spari¢ that runs through them, that suf-
fuses them, which to thuse who can feel it, possesses
an indescribable charm. Tt is like the light in a land-
scape, which beautifics even barrenness; it is like
the effect complexion and expression produce in a
countenance otherwise plain ; it is in fact what 1 can
vividly feel, but vainly attempt to describe.”

“1 perfectly enter into it}" replied Seeton Auber,
catching the tone of Adela's feelings. * The charac-
teristics'of a country will always be found in its poetry.



OR, LOYE AT PIRST SIGHT. 327

To this national influence much of the beauty of Sir
Walter’s may be traced. Well versed in the éarly and
interesting history of Seottish awld lamg syne; he has
caught and embodied the high spirit of the people of
former days,—the proud and noble daring of the
cheftain—the enthusiasm, the devntedness of eonfede-
rate clans. Amid the deep glens—the dark ravines—
the mountains and mountain-torrents of his native
clime, he caught feelings and ideas which are the con-
stituents of poetry: it is therefore but fair simce his
country has done #0 much for him, that he should do
something for his country.”

“ The Lady of the Lake, is my favourite of all his
poems,” cried Lady Milsom. ¢ Ellen is a character so
sweetly simple, I cannot believe there is any one in
the world stoic enough not to admire her. The story
is not darkened by his usual obscurity, and the denue-
ment is gratifying and interesting. But I never admired
Marmion.”

“Qh! itis a striking poem,” cried Adela, ¢ abound-
ing in fine descriptions. What can be more beautifud -
thap these lines as the knell is heard for Constance :-

¢¢ Slow o’er the midnight wavs it swung,
Northumbrian rocks in answer rung ;
To Wentworth cell the echoes roll'd,—
His beads the wakeful hermit told ;=
So-far was heard the mighty kovell,

The stag sprung vp on Cheviot.fell,
Spread his broad nostrils to the wind,
Then couched him down beside his hind,
And quaked amid the mountain fern,,

To hear that sound so dull and stern.”

Since they had quitted Wales, Seeton had sclrwlv
seen Adela engaged with s0 much earnestness a1,
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delight on any subject of literature, as this cvening,
and it forcibly rccalled some of the happy and charm-
.ig hours he had spent in Belmont Cottage. Her
varied and sweet annunciation, her animated and
beautifal expression as she delivered the lines from
Marmion, had never struck him with more vivid ad-
miration,

Not less delighted was Caroline that the conversa-
tion had diverged into another channel than that into
which Mr. Chudleigh had thrown it, and as much for
the sake of keeping on its present current, as from the
pleasure she should derive from it, she requested
Adela to repeat thosc lines from Scott which were so
much admired by her mother.

The softness of filial love, full of the sweetest recol-
lections, immediatcly rose in her countenance, and
with a voice of touching sweetness she complicd, un-
cmbarrassed by the admiring eyes that were bent upon
her, for her thoughts and her heart were at that moment
in Wales. She had so often heard her mother breathe
the lines, that every word she uttered recalled some
look, some tone, which was registered in ber memory 3
and as Caroline listened to her she could nlimost have
fancied Mrs. Belmont was speaking :—

¢ When musing on companions gune,
We doubly feel ourselves alone,
Something, my friend, we yet may gainw=
There is a pleasure in the pain ;
It soothes the love of lonely rest
Deep in each geutler heart imprest,
*Tis silent amid worldly toils '
And stified soon hy mental broils ;
But in a bosom thus prepared,

" Its still small voice is often heard,
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Whispering a mingled sentiment,
*Twixt resignation aud congeut.

Oft in my mind such thoughts awake
By lone St. Mary's silent lake ;

Thou knowest it well—nor fen, nor sedge,
Pollute the pure lake’s crystal edge ;
Abrupt and sheer the mountains sink

At ouce upon the level brink ;

Aud just a trace of silver sand

Marks where the water meets the land.
Far in the mirror bright and blue,

Each hill’s huge outline you may view,
Shaggy with heath, and lone and bare,
Nor tree not bush, vor brake 1s there,
Save where of land you slender line
Bears thwart the lake the scattered pine.
Yet e’en this nakedness has power,

And aids the feeling of the hour;

Nor thicket, copse, nor dell ye spy,
Where living thing concealed might lie ,
Nor point retiring hides a dell

Where swain or woodman, lone may dwell;
There’s nothing left to fancy’s guess ;
You see that all is loneliness ;

And silence aids, though the steep hilla
Send to the lake a thousand rills.

In summer tide so soft they weep,

The sound but lulls the ear to sleep,
Nought living meets the eye or ear,

But well 1 ween the dead is near;

For though 1u feudal strife a foe

Has laid our lady’s chapel low,

Yet still beneath the hallowed soil,

The peasant rests him from his toil,
And Jying, bids his bones be laid,
‘Where erst his.simple fathers prayed.

If age had tamed the passion’s strife
And fate had cut my ties to life,

Here have I thought ‘twas sweet to dwell,

. And rear again the chaplain’s cellj

Like that same pn.cefuil hermitage,
Where Milton longed to spend his age.”

2T
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* When she had coneluded the lines, she rose and
went to the window, to hide the tears that had gathered
in ber eyes. Some feelings of self-reproach for the
lengthened period of her absence mingled with her
home recollections. Drawing ‘aside the curtain she
looked upon the moon-lit garden, and saw the bright
waters of the Derwent glancing in the distance, and
her native scenes recurred to her in all their vividness
and beauty.

“ [ think I can guess the source of that sigh,” cried
Seeton Auber, as he followed her to the window.
¢ Your thoughts are, where I was most happy, in
your sweet home, and with your lovely mother.”

Adelalooked up with her wet lashes, and her smiling,
tearful eye, with an expression of such pensive sweet-
ness that he forgot every thing but that he loved her,
and, taking her hand, he continued—

“ How dear to me will ever be the memory of those
days, when you accorded me the privileges of a friend
and brother, and the dull formalities of the world's
etiquette was unknown to our httle locial circle.
How sweet to me were : :

¢ Those garden rambles in the ailent night,

Those trees so shady; and that moes so brighty -

That thickset alley by the arbour closed,

That woodbine seat where we at last reposed ;

- And then the hopes that came, and thien were gode,

Quick as the clouds beseath the moow past o0.Y
Adela bent her head to hide her blushes. A feeling of
ddight thrilled her heart, at Seeton’s sudden return of
‘sttention and gallunu'y, aftér & coldness so. matked
and so prolonged. Confused with the wnexpectedness

" of his address, she did not sufficiently recollect herself
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to withdraw her hand till she felt it pressed as he
added— "

“ Would that I were there again and for ever—

¢ Where simply to feel that we breathe, that we live,
Is worth the ‘Imt,joys that life elsewhere can give.’

“ We are much indebted to the poets this evening,”
cried she, moving from the window. ‘ We have
borrowed largely from them.”

“ Not without acknowledgment, however,” replied
Seeton, following her,” and you pay back by the new
charms with which you invest them, any beauty they
may have lent you. Scott does not yet know how
toneful a poet he is, since he has never heard his verses
from your lips.”

Resuming her seat, near which Seeton drew his,
Adela found the party engaged on the guestion of the
Scotch novels, and Noel was drawing parallels be-
tween them and Sir Walter’s poems, to prove the
author of both was one and the same person.

“ Take Rokeby, and the Pirate for instance, and
you identify the writer throughout,” continued he;
““ in the notes to the former you find all the raw mate-
rials for the latter.”

Just then the entrance of Lady Auber, Sir Hubert,
and Lord Milsom terminated the argument, ind gave
a new tarn to the discourse. In the course of an hour
after the party broke up; avd returned to the house.
Seeton had offered his arm to Adela, and such was.
the mutual enchantment they felt in each other's
society, that they did not perceive that the circuit
they had taken, and the slow pace at which they
moved, had left them the sole tenants of the garden.
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To have breathed into her ear the passion that ani-
mated his heart had been the first impulse of a soul
less restrained by the dictates of duty, and of prineiple ;
for again the apprehension of a rival in her affections,
had flitted before the eloquent language of her eyes.
She had received his attentions with a delight so vivid ;
her spirits, her beauty had kindled to such sparkling
animation from the moment he approached her with
his former air of admiration and devotedness, that it
was impossible to believe he was an object of indiffer-
ence to her. Who then was Clarence, what was the
tie that held them on so confidential and familiar a
footing ? And eager to penctrate the mystery, and feel-
ing less sore on the subject than he bad hitherto done,
he turned the conversation that way. He was startled
to find Adela shunned the subject ; but as he who has
once attempted to cross a ford, will endcavour to gain
the opposite side, however difficult he may find the
passage, he continued to press the matter. Adela be-
came embarrassed and confused, and again a train of
fears and conjectures bewildered and distressed his
mind. The accidental resemblance that Caroline had
noticed now gave room for speculation. He was a
foreigner, so was Mrs. Belmont; might there not be
some link of unacknowledged relationship. Willing
to mscertain this point, after some general remarks on
the good opinion Clarence every where conciliated,
be asked, what was the estimation he was held in by
Mrs. Belmont?

¢ She docs not know him,” replied Adela.

“Not know him!” he repeated with surprise.
“ You just now told me in answer to my inguiry if he:
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had ever been in Wales, that he had very recently;
and I now remember in the course of this evening
Mr. Noel made some allusions to their meeting there;
therefore—"'

This remark was suddenly interrupted by the ap-
proach of the identical person who formed the subject
of his inquiry. Carolive, impatient to unbosom herself
to Adela, had expressed a wish to sec her as she quit-
ted the drawing room; Clarence catching at the sound,
asked if he should seek her; his mistress bowed her
acquiescence, and thus commissioned he flew into the
garden.

The expression with which he had just parted from
Miss Auber was still glowing in his countenance, and
regarding Adela’s as he did with admiration, gratitude,
and confidence, there was a something in his manner
that Seeton’s soW¥ could neither brook nor understand.
The moment he discovered that he came for the sole
purpose of seeking our heroine, Mr. Auber resigned
her, bowed distantly, and coldly, and turned back
into the garden, while Adela, scarcely knowing what
she did, took the offered arm of Clarence, and pro-
ceeded to the house.
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CHAPTER XXIII.

¢ Absence—is not the soul lorn by it
Prom more than kight, thau life aud breach,
*Tis Lethe's gloom, but wot its quiet,
The pain without the peace of death."”
CAMPBELL,

1HE circumstance of the duel, and Frederic’s de-
parture for France, was necessarily disclosed in a
short time, and excited various feelings of regret, sor-
row, and uneasiness, as the parties to whom it was
made known was variously interested.

Adela expressed so lively a concern in the fate of
Lord Elmer, and made such frequent inquiries as to
the progress of his rccovery, that Lady Milsom and
her lord flattered themselves, with the most happy
termingtion of their young friend’s hopes. It is dif-
ficult to distinguish between incipicnt love, and the
kind interest and admiration which so amiable a being
as Lord Edward is calculated to excite, especially
under such circumstances. Besides people are always
particularly ready to fancy such indications, even
where therc is not a shadow of their existence.
Thus it became thoroughly established in the minds
of Captain Auber, the Earl of Errol, Lord and Lady
Milsom, and some few others, that Adela would at no
very distant day be Lady Elmer; and it induced new
motives of interest, attention, and affection from all of
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them, towards her : while she, happy in the possession
of such frieuds, neither analyzed nor imagined the
motives of their actions.

Mrs. Belmont, deceived by Lady Milsom’s letters, in-
dulged the same dclusion, and petitioned Heaven for
the happiness of her child. The sweet mistress at
Milsom Park had urged her to join their party, but
accustomed to habits of seclusion, she was strongly
averse Lo again mixing with the world. She had other
motives also ; her daughter’s letters had named some
individuals whom she had formerly known, cither per-
sonally, or by report, and these she had no wish to
encounter again, and endure the shock of revived and
paiuful recollection. She therefore politely but firmly
declined Lady Milsom’s invitation, but at the same
time acceded Adela to her without limit or restriction.

In truth Mrs. Belmont could not but rejoice at the
prospect that had opened for her child, who was, she
proudly felt, fitted to embellish the most exalted sta-
tion; and her maternal anxieties were infinitely allayed,
when she considered the dear object of her tender so-
licitude under the protecting friendship of such women
as Lady Auber, Lady Milsom, and Caroline; and sur-
rounded by society to which a hope of introducing her
had vever glanced into her mind. Often as Adela
advanced to womanhood, had she looked around and
wondered who would be the possessor of the affections
of her young and ardent heart, of her enriched and
enthusiastic mind; and she had seen nene, but the
placid Mr. Annesley, to whom she could bear the idea
of confiding ber. Little did she imagine when she
first beheld the Captain and his daughter, what were
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the events of interest and importance to which that
intimacy would lead. Little did she calculate that
they were so soon to transp ant her child from the
simple and secluded scenes in which she had been
bred, to become the magnet of attraction in the bril-
liant and polished circles of fashion. It was a transi-
tion she neither dreamed of nor desired ; believing as
she did that peace and safety best sorted with retire-
ment : but a superior power had ordered it otherwise,
and she yielded to the current the fortune of her child
seemed taking. It had not been sought, it was the
effect of chance, perhaps, still better, of a superintend-
ing Prcvidence, and .contiding in that she trusted to
behold the bappiest cvents.

It may be Iaid down as a position that there is little
hazard of seeing controverted, that religion is the first
grand essential in life, the ultimatum of human happ:-
ness. “Philosophy readily triumphs over past or future
evil, but present evil triumphs over philosophy.” Not
so with religion, it is an impregnable fortress, which
¢ present-evil”’ assails in vain, and in which, if some
of the arrows of calamity reach us, we readily obtaiu
a balsam which mitigates the anguish of the wound.
This bad been the solace and experience of Mrs. Bel-
mont throughout an eventful life, a lifc pregnant with
sorrow and calamity. It had taught her a patient ac-
guiescence in the decrees of fate, a trust that whatever
happened was for the best, was for some good pur-
pose that she could not penetrate, but which she did
not suffer herself to donbt would in due time be
brought to bear.

This happy disposition of mind, was neither the
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gift of nature, nor the sudden result of misfortune or
reason. It was the work of time acting upon a mind
finely organized to judge wisely, and a teruper willing
to receive the chastisement of calamity as the ncces-
sary probation to virtue.

In veligion she found a sweet a peaccful sanctuary,
in which she sought the repose suited to her years,
without any of the austeritics of a bigot or a scctarian.
So little of parade was there in her devotion, that it
was neeessary to know her long and intimately to be-
vonie acqoainted with the strietness with which she
performed her religious duties, and the pure piety that
animated her mind.

Religion is the strong hold of humanity; but it is
not to be rushed into at the moment of emergency, by
cvery weary or worried fugitive on the road of life :
those who have neglected the duties and virtues with
which it is garrisoned, cannot expect to find it a re-
fuge in’ the hour of danger and distress, when they
contributed nothing to its strength in the days of their
safety and prosperity.

The vices and virtues are not indigenous to the hu-
man soul, though there arc some who contend for the
natural depravity of man; however this may be, it
appears rather that the mind is a blank on which it is
unfortunately casier to inscribe the characters of vice
thau of virtue. The former, like those she inspires,
lies lurking in ambush and in daikness, to seize her
prey; she can similate and dissimilate, and while ap-
pealing to the senses, is anxious to leave our reason
asleep: like the midnight maraunder, who avails him-
sell of the treachery of our servants, but avoids arousing

15 2vu
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the vigilancc of the house-dog. Vice then cannot be
too carefully guarded against, as she owes all her
strength to our weakness. Virtue, on the other haud,
would call forth our reason, as her best friend, und
places our senses under subjection as her worst enc-
mies. To be won she must be wooed, to be preserved
she must be faithfully served ; but it is a service which
is richly rewarded, for our weakness may always rely
with security on her strength.

Mrs. Belinont was also the possessor of one of the
most important essentials of human happiness,~—a
good temper, a quality which had been largely called
into exercise by the irritubility of his to whom her
destiny was united.

From the constitution of sociely, the government of
temper is more necessary to woman than to maun;
her situation continually exposcs her to circuamstances
in which patience and gentleness are more immediately
requisite. There are ills in life that force cannot con-
quer, though meekness may subdue; which violence
cannot expel, but gentleness may avert. While a bad
temper yields to the petty grievances of life, a good
one overcomes them ; the former renders us disgusting
to society, and unfit for the kind interchanges of
friendship and affection ; how much more unfit then
mus} it make us to converse with “ Him in whom we
live, and move, and have our being.”” Temper is the
porter of the mind, and religion is too dignified a vi-
sitant to seek the habitation which is guarded by so
surly a one as a bad temper, while on the contrary its
opposite invites her approach and propitiates her stay.
“ A good mind easily assimilates with religion, but one
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soured by discontent, or agitated by turbuleut passions,
will admit nothing exhilarating.” Nay, it fosters that
which will sting the bosom wherein it has been
cherished, for there is no recoil so certain ; the sally
that was directed at another, only weakens ourselves,
aud at once leaves us open to attack, and incapable of
defence.
¢ Whoso diggeth a pit shall full therein.”

The woman who possesses sweetness of temper, ob-
tains credit for many virtues which perbaps she may
not possess 3 like sunshine, it beautifics many things
which have in themselves no intrinsic lnstre.

Feeling, as Mrs. Belmout did, that the aggregate of
lite is made up of trifics, and more especially the life
of woman, because it is her provisce to enter into the
minate details of existence ; it was her earliest care
to infuse that < balm ¢f being” in Adcla’s bosom.
She thought the sweetness, the gentleness, which is
the result of that haleyou tone of mind, was one of the
constitucnts of beauty.  She saw in her child the deli-
cate outline of form and feature, from which the
Greciau sculptor formed his deathless works of genius
and of beauty ; but she knew the perfection of her
charms depended on that principle which imparts be-
nignity to the countenance, and softness to the air,
Thus she sedulously cultivated all the milder, gentler
qualities and sensibilitics of Adela’s young nature.
Often would she converse on the subject, and illustrate
it with characters from real life : on one of these occa-
sions, she drew a skeich in which many it is feared
mnay trace the portaiture’of themselves.
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“Diane,” she said as she held Adela’s hand, ane
gazed with maternal delight on her intelligent coun-
tenance, ¢ was my cousin, and though many ycars
older than me, we were much together. Her lively
wit and animated bcauty, won a heart formed to love
with the deepest, truest tenderness ; and in early life
she became a wife and mother, and might have been
a happy onc. She had rank and beauty, wealth and
love, many virtues and much intelleet ; you will ask
then what made her otherwise 2—the want of temper.
Belicve me if it is not the inspiver, it is certainly the
preserver of love. She was often gay, bat she was
not habitually cheerfulj as the darkest nights will emit
momentary flashes of brilliancy, but it is the day that
dispenscs sunshine.  She rattled in socicty, but vever
harmonized with it; even with all the aid of wit, she
was but the comct of the company, whose crratic
lustre canght by surprize and dazzied for a moment ;
but neither warmed the heart, nor exhilarated the
mind. Captivated by hev briliancy Monsieur Lorraine
made her an offer of his hand, which she accepted.
Wahile the change was yet new, and the little difficul-
tics and duties inscparable {rom ber station were yet
distant, she lost little of her eclat ; but, like all false
ornament, the gilding gradually wore away. She be-
cami¢ petulant to her husband, tyrannical to her ser-
vants, irritable with her children. In vain Lorraine
reminded her, that all that is done by violence, can be
cffected as well, nay much better, by gentleness : that
the reguest is often complied with, when the commmand
is defied : that when the sun and the wind attacked the
traveller with the view of inducing him to part with
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his cloak, all the boisterous force of the latter, only
induced him to wrap it more closely around him,
while he instantly surrendered it to the melting in-
fluence of the sun. These and similar arguments 1
have frequently heard him use, but they availed no-
thing. The moment she rose her voice was heard in
nmurmurings or upbiaidings. She spoke of the most
simple, most trifling things with asperity. Her ser-
vants revolted from her authority ; the duties which
under proper management, they would have performed
with cheerfulness, they neglected or only half did.
Her children, whose minds were cultivated and regu-
lated by their father, who had much difficulty in coun-
teracting the ill effects of their mother’s example,
forbore it is true to opposc her openly ; but they inter-
nally condenmmed her proceedings, and often reasoncd
anong themselves on ber want of temper and conduct.
Reasoning is fatal to all government, whether domestic
or political, where the ruler is faulty. As night be
supposed, it weakened their affection and lessened
their respect for her.  Frequently have 1 known them
experience more pleusure in a refusal from their
father, than in a compiiance from their mother. Thus,
though possessed of some of the sterling virtues
which constitute a wife, a mother, and the mistress of
a family ; like a diamond that wants the advantages of
cutting and setting, neither her friends, her children,
ner her servants, gave her credit for the good qualities
she really possessed.

“This my Adela,” she would continue, “is the fate
of those who indulge a perversc and wayward temper.
Time, which takes something from them all, makes
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them desolate indeed, and in the winter of life they
are left “to devour their own hearts in solitude and
contempt.” Despised rather than feared, shunned as
we do wasps and hornets, they become aliens from
the relationships of friendship and affection, and ¢ give
up the felicity of being loved without gaining the
hounour of being reverenced.” ™

The cold evenings of November were fast approach-
ing, and Lady Milsom began to think of leaving Mat-
luck, particularly as the duily amendment in the health
of Mr. Finley and Lord Elmer, promised her the plea-
sure of uniting them to the number of ber guests ; but
so delightful to her were the social eveniugs, afier the
cartains werc drawn and the circle approached the
fire, that she still found some pretext for delay. Sir
Hubert and Lady Auber bad departed for Norfolk
Lord Egremont had been called into Scotland; and
Mr. Chudieigh obeyed a summons from some gentle-
men of the long robe, and took wing for the deserted
metropolis, from which every thing that wore the
livery of fashion had long fled.

I suppose,” cried Lady Milsom, as she entered the
saloon one evening, I shall shortly be left, like ¢ Le
Cavalier sewl,” to figure away as 1can by myself,
Every day 1 am informed of some new desertion,
Mr. Chudleigh departed yesterday. Who am I to
lose next ?” '

¢ I shall make my conge in a day or two,” eried
Seeton with a melancholy smile. ‘I shall have the
honour of protecting these ladies,” bowing to Miss
Egremont and Lady Ruthven, “to his lordship’s seat
at Woburn.” ¢
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“ Whither [ also shall accompany them,” added the
Captain ; and taking his niece aside, he began a whis-
pering conversation of which the valetudinarians were
the subject. In rccommending them strongly to her
ladyship’s attention, he not only urged from prescnt
circumstances his own inability to recompense by the
distinctions of friendship and hospitality, the suffer-
ings they had endured through the folly and rashuess
of Frederic and Caroline, but, urged their connections,
and the distinguished place they were destined to hold
in the world, and how ill he could bear provoking
cause of camity or ill will from such families.

Lady Milsom smiled at his closing arguments, and
laying her band on his arm, said, in an arch though
low touc—

¢ Can you think of no other way of healing their
wounds than by recommending them to me? Go
plead for Lord Elmer with Miss Belmont—{or Mr.
Fiuley with Caroline.”

“ How!” exclaimed the Captain with looks of quick
apprchension. “ For Heaven’s sake, dear Emilia, what
is it you mcan ?”

I think it is very obvious,” said she, still smiling.
“Do you think Mr. Finley would have risked his
neck, for any onc who had not some hold on his heart?
Come give them your blessing before you depart, and
that will do more for his convalescenc., than the hos-
pitality and friendship of all the young wives and their
spouses in the kingdom.”

“ You are not used to trifle Emilia,” cricd her uncle,
still distressed and confeunded. ¢ Remember he is a
younger son, and very poor.”
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“ Emilia is tcazing you, Captain Auber,” cried Lord
Milsom, approaching. ¢ What have you becn pro-
posing or suggesting,” he continued taking her hand,
*“or what is the point on which you differ ?"

1 sadly fear,” replied the young bride, ¢ that my
uncle thinks with Milton’s Satan that it is,

¢ Better to reign in hell than serve in heaven.’

I would fain persuade him that rank and wealth make
not the difference he imagines.”

“ You do not sarely uphold the doctrine of wniver-
sal equality ?”’ cried Lady Ruthven.

Lady Milsom hesitated ; ~he saw the conversation
was likely to take a different turn froas what she in-
tended, and that her uncle’s narrow prejudices wonfd
be bat too strongly supported, Finding she did not
speak, her husband replied—

“The doctrine of universal eqnality is so absurd
that it is ridicalous to meet it with argument.”

‘ Certainly,” replied Secton,

< QOrder is Heaven's first law, and that confest,
Some are and must he greater than the rest.’

Nature has not made us equal, there are a million of
grades of worth, iutellect, strength, and beauty, which
must produce real, if society did not make nominal,
distinctions—it is with the arbitrary nature of the lat-
ter that Lady Milsom is at variance. Is it not so?”
he continucd, turning to her.
 In truth it is,” replied she; “ I am not alittle dis

gusted at the unjust p “orences, the undue pre-
cedencies, which arisc from the mere circumstances of
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being clder or younger sons, lineal or collateral des-
cendants, and to see the extent of possessions and
expectancies regulate the estimation in which indi-
viduals are to be held.”

“ The crror or justice of suffering our conduct to
be regulated by thesc things depends much upon cir-
cumstances,”’ observed the Larl of Errol. ¢ Since all
1s gradation in nature and society ; as from magnitude
to miuuteness there is a continued chain, to break auy
of the links would Le to disturb the order, and en-
danger the happiness of the world.  The monarch has
his regalia, the bishop his lawn, the judge his erminc;
you would iofringe none of these ordinaunces, then
why should you ohject to give elder and richer sons,
the place of poorer and younger ones.”

 Becawse she has some poor client in that predica-
ment, I suppose,” suid Miss Egremont, “whom her
ladyship finds some difficultics in patronizing ; some
poor nobody who has had art enough to persuade her
that they make up by their natural excellencies for
their want of birth and fortune;” and she glanced a
snecr at Adela who just then entered the room.

“ Indeed you give me a very undue distinction,”
replied her ladyship ; 1 am no patroness, but were |
ever to assume that character, it certainly would be in
favour of those whose genius and viriues, like the ore
in the mine, arc unnoticed and unvalued becauvse they
have not reccived the impress which gives carrency to
metal the most base and most alloyed ;> and reachiug
her hand to Adela as she spoke, she placed her by her
side on the couch.

Recton Auber never regarded his fovely cousin with

15 2 X
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more affection and with more admiration that at that
moment.

““ The old stuff,” rejoined Miss Egremont,  virtue
is true nobility.”

But no one scemed inclined to attend to her but
her aunt and the Captain, with whom shc kept up the
subject, whilc Mr. Auber turned to Oscar Fiuley,
exclaiming—

“ Are you fancying Herculaneum and Pompeii in
the firet”

“ Indeed, and perhaps T am,” he replied; “1 was
always fond of revery, whether by firelight or moon-
light.”’

“ Ah!”’ rejoined Secton, “ when vecollections © sad
as rcalities, and wild as dreams,’ come thronging round
the beart. You love the dun colouring of twilight,
and the silence which comes forth as the usher o
evening, to prepare her still path of gloem and
grandeuor.”

¢ Then by your account silence is the usher of the
black rod,” cried Oscar. 1 think you are rather
painting from yoursclf than from me; my poctical
vagaries are all over; my harp as wute us that of
Carolan. | am no longer a page in waiting upon
Apollo ; but have slid in among the lords in waiting at
court, and mean particularly to attach myself to Gold
stick.”’

Never tell me, Oscar,” cried Secton ; ¢ thou art a
true son of the muses, ¢ wedded to immortal verse.’
who would as soon forget to repeat the sound that
called upou her, as thou the charms of song. Think
you I've lost all memory of our college days?”
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¢ Nevertheless 1 bhave abjured the passion, and |
can apostrophize poesy as Goldsmith did :

¢ Dear charming maid neglected and decried
My shame in crowds, my solitary pride ;

Thou source of all my bliss and all iny woe,
Who found me poor at first, and keep’st me so;
Thou guide by which the nobler arts excel,
Thou nurse of every virtue, fare thee well !’ **

¢ Ah! that’s much too sweet, too affectionate an
adicu to be a last one,” obscrved Secton smiling, “ you
did not go far before you tarned back again; but go
on with those beautiful lines. They bear upon the
subject of the late argument ; and convince some of
these apostates from the homage of portionless virtue
aud untitled talent, that there is happiness and distine-
tion beyoud that which courts or wealth confer,”

€ A poet is ever held to be a poor anthority in such
v case, however we will Lry his power for once.

¢ Farewell, and O! whercer thy voice be tried,
On Torno's Cliffs, or Pambamarca's side,
Whether where equinoctial fervours glow,

Or winter wraps the Polar world in snow ;

stitd let thy veice, prevailing, over time
Redress the rigours of th' inclement clhime :

And slighted truth with thy persuasive strain :
Teach erring man to spurn the rage of gain,
Teach him that states of native strength possess'd,
Though very poor way still be very bless'd ;
That trade’s proud empire hastes to swift decay,
As ocean sweeps the labour’d mole away;
While self-dependeut power can time defy,

As rocks resist the hillows and the sky.' "

»

“If wealth cannot confer happiness,” observed
Secton Auber as soon as Mr. Finley concluded these
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lines, “surcly the hounours of birth and ancestry are
still more barren.” .
‘It is very certain,” cried Clarence, ¢ that the
" rauks of genius owe infinitely less to the elevated than
to the humble classes of mankind, The man of genius
is ennobled by the gifts of God: the man of rank by
those of kings. Which is the higher source? Which
arc the proudest distinctions ? Demosthenes was the
son of a smith. Virgil’s father was a potter. Cicero’s
an obscure Roman ; though some maintain his lincal
descent from the Sabine kings: but were it so, bad
all the blood of all the Sabinc monarchs conferred
distinction upon him beyoud the period in which he
lived, would it bave transmitted him to posterity as
his genius bas donic
The court party, not inclined for controversy, pre-
tended to be occupied by their own topics of debate,
and the opposing party lost some of the piquancy they
would have sported, from meeting no opposition.
The contested ball is the only one that is pursued
with spirit.
¢ How much geuius can fling its golden light on
origins the most obscure and degrading,” observed
Secton, *“ the literary history of every country attests,
What was Franklin? What was Ioussean ? did his
father’s being a cobler deteriorate from the magic of
his style, the delicacy of his sensibility, the elegance
of his ideas? Diderot was the child of a watchmaker ;
Fiecnier of a tallow-chaundler ; Massillon of a tanner.
The literary phalanx of England is perhaps still more
solid—Johnson—Akenside—-might head a list too
tedions to enumerate.”
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“ Next to a man of genius,” said Lord Elmer, ¢ do
I covet the society of those who are much with them;
as the Persian story declared the common carth to
be perfumed where roses grow, so do 1 find minds
sweetened aad improved by the intercommunion with
the brilliant and enlightened. T look back on some
hours of my life that were so illumined with regret.”

“Why so ?”" ¢ried Caroline 3 “ you have no fear but
that they will retarn again.  The fair field of time is
yet before you in its fiest freshness, and aniversal cul-
tivation his rendered talent common.”

“Tis true,” replicd his lordship ; ¢ vet all recollee-
tions of the past have a tinge of sudness—the very
circnmstance that they are gone never to return, is
of itsclf sofficieut to imbue them with the huc of me-
lancholy,” '

“'T'o those who are determined to cultivate night-
shade, the opportunity will never be wanting »° re-
marked the Bail of Errol.  “How remarkable is the
difference between the constitation of the French aud
English mind ! The first turns a subject about to see
what gaicty he can make out of it—docs it prove dark
and bitter, he throws it by ; while an Englishiman, on
the coutrary, is much disappoiuted if he discover not
some shade even in the brightest objects.”

“Both dispositions are objectional when carried to
the excess they often are:” said Sceton.  “ The re-
sults they produce are however much in favour of the
English. Le Fraugois chooses his friends as a lady
does her flowers, wears them a little while, and then
throws them by for others that possess the charms of
novelty ; thus he skips on to the close of his carcer,
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surrounded by some of the debris of his former plea-
sures, and pursuing new butterflies, and choosing new
chaplets and bouquets, that mock his efforts to scize
them, and render him ridiculous by the incongruous
association. But the Englishman who has regarded
with perhaps too proud a scorn the ephemeral flowers
of life, has cultivated evergreens amid which he sinks
into the repose of age, surrounded and supported by
by friends familiarized by habit, and dignified by
time.”

“I hopc you believe there may be exceptions ;”
said Clarcnee, smiling and colouring slightly. 1 as-
sure you frivolity and inconstrancy are not unfrequently
the apparent without being the real constituents of
character, It is not that we never know mclancholy,
but we reserve it for ourselves exclusively, while the
English share it liberally with all around them.”

¢ Upon my word,” cried Seeton, ““ you are so much
an Englishman in appearance and manner, that | for-
got you are not really such ; ror probably I should not
so freely have hazarded my opinion,”

Lord Milsom (who had left the saloon) at this mo-
ment again entered, and his father stopped him as he
was passing on, saying—

1 shall commit another robbery. Yesterday 1 ac-
cidentally discoveted an old journal of my brother’s.
It is peculiarly interesting to me, as it details many
particulars of his residence in Italy after 1 left him,
and returned to England.”

“ Pray take possession of it,” replied his son,
“It fell into my hands with other papers, at his
son Reginuld’s death; and though above three ycars
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have elasped, I have neither had time nor curiosity
enough to cxamine them.”

“This manuscript will be a subject of intrest to
more than me | fancy,” resumed the Larl of Errol;
“very freqnent mention is made of Mr. Belmont.”

Adela started to hear her father’s name, and Seeton
Auber also turned to give his undivided attention to
the earl.

“If Miss Belmont,” continued his lordship, “ will
favonur me with her company in the library to morrow
morning, I will point out the passages that relate to
her father, and some others of her family.”

“ 71 shall wait with impaticnce for the privileged
hour:™ cticd she, smiling with almost filial sweetness
on his lordship.  ““ The period of myfather’s residence
in ‘sunny Florence,’ is oue with which I am little
acqrainted. It is full of recollections the most
agonizing to my mother, and therefore I have never
pressed the subject 3 but since without wounding /er,
1 may become informed of what so much intcrests
me, T would not forego the happiness for thc uni-
verse !”

“Then my sweet Miss Belmont will be amply gra-
titicd—probably there is cven yet more in this myste-
rious chest, which we will examine together, if you
are not afraid of a little dust. My acquaintance with
Mr. Belmont was comparatively slight ; my brother
and he were inseparables ; we may find letters which,
as the production of your father, will be to you inva-
luable.”

The carl cngrossed our heroine for the remainder of
the evenipg; so interesting to her was the subject on
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which they conversed ; and long after she vetired, she
indulged speculative reverics, as to what the morrow
would revcal.

The next morning she tripped away from the
breakfast-table to the library with a palpitating heart.
The earl always breakfasted alone, and sometimes ex-
tremcly early, so that detained as she had been by
one and another, although but few of the family had
asscmbled, she almost feared she might be keeping his
lordship waiting; but oun entering, she found the
library vacant. Pleased to find herself thus carly, she
took up the first book that presented itsell, and assnmed
a seat near the window. |. was Lalla Rook, a brilliant
cabinet of

¢¢ All that the young heart loves most,
Flowers, music, smiles."”

And as she bung on irs sparkling flow of melody and
imagery, other scenes and thoughts than those she
came to pursue, rosc in her mind. The spirit of ro-
mance, the vividness of hope, caught new tints under
the influence of such a spell, and she looked the per-
sonification of one of those lovely creations of the
muse of Moore, as the library door opened and My,
Auber entercd.

He glanced his cyes rapidly round the room to as-
certain that she was alone, then springing forward he
took her hand. The pleasure of secing him usually
banished from her mind every other thought ; rising to
meet him full of surprise and delight, delight perhaps
more marked than it had ever been before, she did
not perceive he was in a travelling dress.

“This is beyond my hopes :”* he cried, “Ph ! Miss
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Belmont that this trial had been spared me, or that |
had the wisdom to spare myself! Did we follow the
counsel of the silent monitor that speaks within we
should always do right—I should have flown you from
the first—I should have flowa you now without be-
holding you.”

Adecla coloured deeply; her first blush bad been that
of pleasure, her sccond was that of conscious love
allied to shame; but she endeavoured to disguise it
with a laugh as she replied —

“ You are talking at random, and yet with an air so
serious that 1 know not whether it were proper for me
to laugh or weep.” '

¢ Flattering to me—precious to me, as wounld be a
tear from you,” he replicd, “1 would not pout my
fortitude to such a task—no, it is for you to smile—it
were sacrilege to gloom your radiance for a moment—
for me tears, sighs, and cxile be alone reserved.”

¢ Now if you were rchearsing the part of ZToscari,”
cried she, endeavouring to hide how much the pathes
of his manner touched her, ¢ I should give you every
promise of a successful performance.”

¢ Toscari,” rcjoined Sceton, absoibed by an idea
that he carried to madness, “ was poor amid all that
makes the real wealth of man. With ¢one fond breast
to which his own could melt, what country could be
exile? Had I becu him they might have banished me,
to any waste, to any desert, ] had turncd to her and
said,

“In exile thy bosom sball still be my home,
And thine eyes make my climate wherever we roam.’ "

cls @ 2y
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The. softness of his cxpressive cyes, the touching
tones of his harmonious voice, gave a meaning to the
words, beyond what they expressed. Adela felt that
she was the chosen of his heart, as he was of hers.
She looked down while a sigh stole from her lips, but
so low that Secton doubted whcther he had heard
aright. He gazed upon her an instant in silence and
then resumed—

¢ Will you pardon my curiosity ; but may 1 inquire
if you design remaining the guest of Lady Milsom, or
do you contemplate a return to Wales ™

“ Indceed 1 do not know. I never have regulated my
own actions and now less than ever.”

¢ Who is that cuviable being who has assumed the
right of gaidiug you? To whom have you accorded
such a privilege ?”’

“ Lndy Milsom and your sister always decide for
me.,"”’

* And is there no one clse that has an iuflucnce ?”

A new glow of confusion suffused her check; she
could have replied there was one, whose influence was
paramount to all others, and that, that onc stond
before her; but she could ncither affirm or deny, and
again Mr. Auber spoke—

“ Tell me my sweet Miss Belmont, with the con-
fidence you would reposc in a tried friend, with the con-
fidence due to a brother of Caroline, is it in my power
to serve you ? Can I in any way promote your happi-
ness ! | am now leaving you—our ever neeting again
is uncertain—many arc the events that may occur in
that interval—it were a consolation to bear away with
me some mission to fulfil for you.” ®
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Adecla started—Nhis dress, bis manuer, his conversa-
tiou all now burst upon ber at ouce with the couvic-
tion that this was a farcwell interview. Her paling
check attested the sichening sensation of her heart.
Her voice was faint as she exclaimed—

¢ You are leaving Matlock theu i

¢ This morning,” be replicd.  The dctermination
of Lady Ruthven has been sudden; 1 had hoped I had
yet two or three days of bappiness remaining ; but it
is not so; and this,” continued he taking her hand,
i~ perhaps the last time T shall behold Miss Belmout
——could she read my heart, see would see it glowing
with the most ardent wishes for her happiness. Would
to heaven she would permit me to prove the sincerity
of those wishies by confiding in me as a friend.  You
arc unhappy !” he added, as he pressed her hand o
his Lreast.

“ God knows I am,’

»

she exclaimed, bursting into
tears she could no longer restrain ; “Jeave me, sir, |
cntreat you; but O} take with you my wishes, my
prayers for your happiness ! Leave me, or suffer me
to retire.”

I shall uever forgive mysclf,” resumed Mr. Auber,
detaining ber, “ for having been the occasion ot this
emotion; but like a surgeon I probe the wound only
with the view of healing it. | bave long seen you had
some cause of sorrow ; there is a distressing mystery
hangs abont you, so unlike the disengaged and opcu-
minded bearing you had when [ first beheld you, that
1 bave a thousand times been tempted, to address you
openly on the subject. O! Miss Belmont, your ex-
treme yamth requires a friend, more than all your
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gentle, your unsuspecting nature requires an adviser.
Your mother js far from you, she is from your own
confession a stranger to some persons with whom you
arc at present in the habits of intimacy—such a situ-
ation is franght with danger.”

Adecla saw that he alluded to Clarence, but resolved
not to betray the confidence Caroline had reposed in
her; and not knowing how to excuse the apparent un-
derstanding that existed between ber and that unfor-
tunate young man, she remained silent.

“ Did yvou know,” continued Mr. Auber, ¢ the tor-
tare 1 am inflicting on myself, it would palliate my
conduact in persevering in so distressing a subject. 1
would have acted through the ageucy of my sister, but
she wounld not listen to me—she treats all that alarms
my fears as groundless chimeras —I have therefore had
no other aliernative than addressing yourself on the
subject.  The first step is every thing—you perhaps
wish, as much as you dread, an explanation with your
mother—Ilet me act for ynu—%‘ely on my honour—on my
fidelity—empower me to make her acquainted with
the circumstances in which you are cntangled—or
will you—"and he hesitated as he spoke, ¢ permit me
to obtain explanatious of any one clse ¢’

He remained silent, and Adcla found herself obliged
to answer—

“ Be assured sir,” she replied, “you are acting
under a mistake—there is no necessity for your inter-

i34
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ference.

“ [ feel the awkwardness, and the presumption of
my attempting to do so; but I cannot sec you hover-
ing on the verge of a precipice, without wasning you
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of your danger. You are ignorant of the world, un-
suspicious of baseness, which lurks but too often
under a captivating exterior. My dear, my beautiful
Miss Belmont, do you not deem me trust worthy 1>’

0! Mr. Auber, you cannot imagine how much
vou are distressing me—it tells me from circumstances
over which I have no power, how much [ must have
suflered in your good opinion. 1 will return to Wales
—wounld to heaven | had never quitted it! How often
siiee have 1 had occasion to wish it 1”

* 1 see,” eried Mr. Auber, ¢ how much I have dis-
tressed, perhaps offended you. Tew as are the mo-
meuts I have to spend with you, you perhaps wish
themn fewer,”

“O! wno, no, no,’ cried she involuntarily, inex-
pressibly hurt at his manner, and again yielded to tears.

tie took her hand, and pressing it between both
his, resumed all the tenderness of his first address—

“ My lovely Miss Belmont, I am shocked beyond
cxpression at this excessive emotion, 1 will briefly
dismiss a topic which 1 shall perbaps never have either
opportunity or occasion to broach again. 1 have, with-
out discovering my maotives, ascertained that the indi-
vidual who awakens my fears, has neither relatives
abroad, nor friends here; he has neither fortune or
expectancy, and that a dark mystery hangs on the
adventurcs of his former life. All this I have ascer=
tained from various sources, and this piccemcal know-
ledge when put together has certaiuly been the source
of much suspicion and mauvy fears. Are you acquaint
cd with these circumstances 3"

“ I am,” replied Adcla, “ bute——"

’
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* Pardon me,” resumed he, “ for interrupting you,
though 1 Lionour the candour, the sincerity which has
made you acquainted with these painful particulars,
yet what are the terrors for your fate that they do not
cngender!  How little are you fitted to be the sharer
of the precarious fortune of an adventurcr !—a being
of such delicacy, such sensibility.”

“ You are in crror, indeed you are,” cried Adcla,
much confused.

“ Deal with me sincerely,” cried Mr. Auber, © be
above the subterfuges in which your sex delight to
take refuge.  This stranger, fortunate in that, if pur-
sned by a destiny the muost adverse, has certainly
awakened an interest in yvour heart.”

He changed colour as he spoke, and gazed on her
with eyes that sought to penetrate the inmost recesses
of her soul.

“ He has awakeuned an iuterest,” said she ingenu-
ously, “such as auy one so amiable and so unfortu-
nate would be sure to excite in any breast of common
fecling.”

“ Your faucied security only renders your danger
the greater.  You are deceiving yourself Miss Belmout.
How do you know that this being posscsses the qua-
lities with which your imagination invests him 2"

% O! my heart told me he was as worthy as he was
unhappy the moment I beheld him.”

“ And is your hcart so infallible a judge ?”

“ Yes, 1 believe every one possesses an instinctive
perception of truth and falsehood, but it bocomes
darkened by the world and some modes of education
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—Acquainted with his story, the moment I behcld
him, 1 loved him—""

“ Loved him!” echoed Mr. Auber, almost out of
breath.

“ As a brother,” concluded Adela.

“ You never had a brother,” rcjoined Secton more
calmly, “how then can you judge? DBut,” he added,
starling as the sound of a clock rose on his ear, “I
should bave entered on this subject long since-—now
there ucither time nor opportunity for it. Promise
me to examine your heart; believe me -the more you
trust it the more it will betray you. Remember your
mother should have your confidence—and that mystery
may sometimes shroud innocence, but it is more often
the veil of error.  And lastly, O ! my sweet Miss Bel-
mont, my loveliest friend, promise if at any hour you
stand in need of aid, promise that you will remember
Sceton Auber! Speak, let me bear you say.you will,”
he continued as he passionately kissed her hand.

“ 1 will.” cried she, yielding it to him and averting
her head to hide her tears; and then with a strong
effort to master her feelings, she added—*¢ Farewell,
sir, may you be happy.”

“ Never !” replied he. “There is not that being on
carth whosc fate is farther from happiness than minc;
but it is worse than maduess to talk of that., Onc
more request I would make ; will you permit me to
write to you—and will you answer my letters ?"

Adela assented in silence, she did not dare to trust
her voice with a reply.

“Ten thousand thanks, 1 have yct something of
happiness. Once more adicu.”
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Adela sunk back in her chair the moment he had
closed the door, and silently exclaimed—

“ He is gone,
And J, who would bave given my blood for him,
Have nought to give but tears!"

and was yet yielding to the cxcess of her feclings,
when the Earl entered, attended by Clarence. Her
handkerchicf covered her face which was deluged by
weeping.

“ What is -the matter my dear child "> cried his
lordship, “why have yon suffered the memory of
events so long past thus to disturb you,” as he attri-
buted her disordered spirits, to recollections attached
to her parents.

¢ Will your lordship excuse me if I withdraw, [ am
unequal to the task I proposed myself. Some other
time—"" -

She rose, and the old Earl, always really concerned
at distress, but more particularly when appearing in a
form like Adela’s, drew her towards him with parental
tenderness and kissed her forchead ; as he did so, he
felt her tremble, and turning to Clarence he desired
him to support Miss Belmont to her room.

Clarence drew her passive arm within his, and smil-
ing with effort an adieu to his lordship, she suffered
herself to be led from the library.

¢ Something more vivid than cvents buried in the
lapse of time has awakened this emotion 1 fear,” cricd
her supporter as he conducted her along the corridor.
“ Has any thing occurred in which I can be of any
service ?”
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“ No. O! no,” replicd Adcla faintly.

“ Remember,” he cried as they reached the stair-
case that led to her room, ¢ how much right you
have to command mec, that but for you I had been the
most miscrable of men, but now blest beyond my
boldest hopes—"’ -

“Q0! heavens!” ejaculated Adela as the form of
Secton Auber passing her on the stairs caught her eyc ;
he vurned, but sceing Clarence support her, he went
cu.  He was some way down just as Adela bad reach-
cd the foor of the staircasc: his first fecling was to
turn back and so avoid mceting them, but a moment’s
hesitation rendered it too late; he caught the eye of
Clarence just as he finished his last senteuce, and had
1o alternative but to pursue his way, which he did
with so much swiftness as would bave startled Adela
had it even been any other than himsclf, Bat to mcet
him, attended as she was, created anguish. Perbaps
Clarence’s words had reached him, and all these
appearances she felt would but strengthen the sus-
picions he already entertained.

Happy was she to gain theprivacy of her own room
to compose her spirits, and review the circumstances
of the morniug, Secton was leaving Matlock ; in a few
hours he would be far from her, perbaps for ever.
She might hear of him, but it would as the busband
of another—hc was lost to her, aud she to life. She
thought instautly of returning home; the tic that had
held her was broken, and she resolved to inform Lady
Milsom of her intcntion that evening.

In the midst of these reveries her door was gently
opened, and Lady Ruthven entered.

16 2z
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“ Heavens ! my dear Miss Belmont, what ails you?
You arc as pale as death, and have been weeping, |
declare,” cried her ladyship.

Adela cndeavoured to account for her appcearaunce,
on the plea of being subject to low spirits, and her
visitor was too well bred to dwell on a painful
subjeet.

“ To find you so much indisposed,”” she resumed,
“ adds to the feeling of regret with which 1 come to
take Icave of you. I am also the bearcr of Miss
Egremont’s farewell compliments.”

Adela bowed in acknowledgment to the last picce
of information, expressca a little civil regret at the
loss of Lady Rathven’s socicty, and obscrved, she
feared they should not soon mect again.”

“ Oh! why not?” said her ladyship, ¢ I shall be
at the Earl of Errol’s, and of course so will you.”

“ The Earl of Errol’s!” repeated Adela, ¢ cndea-
vouring to collect her scattered thoughts and recol-
lections. '

“ Yes: bave you forgotten all that has becn pro-
mised us at Richmond, I assure you I mean to sing
jubilate therc—and I hope you have no intention of
absenting yoursclf.”

All thoughts of returning to Wales now vanished
from her mind. The hope of mecting Seeton Auber
again, came like new life upon her heart, and Rich-
mond became immediately the sole point of attraction
in the vista of time.

Lady Ruthven withdrew, just as a scrvant entercd
to inform her that Miss Egremont was already seated
in the carriage, Adcla accompanied her to the head of
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the stairs, and pausing there heard Seeton’s voice as
he crossed the hall ; she heard the steps of the car-
riage put up, the slap of the closed door, and the
wheel-round as they drove out of the court yard :
then the hall door closed, the heavy step of the porter
sounded over the marble floor, all again was hushed ;
and to her, who yet lcancd upon the balusters, the
mansion appeared onc vast tomb, so lone, so desolate
did she feel.

Retarning to her own room, she reviewed and re-
reviewed all that the morning had given rise to, and
the only circumstance from which she could extract
consolation, was the prospect of again meeting the
object of her unfortunate attachment, at Richmond,
and recciving letters from him in the mean time.

The love that animated Adela’s bosom was such as
warmed the breast of Lara’s page.  Had it been prac-
ticable she would have sought refuge in disguise, en-
durcd privation, pain, nay even degradation, to have
traced his steps, to have breathed where he breathed,
to have gazed on him, to have listened to him.
Formed to feel with intensity, the scerecy with which
she had cherished the passion, bad increased its
strength and its devotedness.  All that was bright and
interesting in life besides was tame, was valucless in
comparison. She had no pleasures, no pains, no
hopes, no fears, but as they bore refercuce to him.
She had no thought unmixed with some idea of him.
Her religious duties, which were those of an enthu-
siast, the glowings of a breast full of the quickest
feeliugs, the aspirations of a mind intertissued with
the most varied, most vivid tints of a brilliant imagi-
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nation, were all blended with hopes, wishes, and ap-
peals for him. In the eloguence of the extemporary
prayer, which she poured forth of a morning, his
name was the first and the most fervently dwelt on,
Amid the magnificent scencs of naturc, when she
rcad the Maker in his works, the homage that flew
like wafted fncensc up to heaven, carried his name
along with it: and at night, when the day was past,
solitude invited meditation, the last orisons of the
night closed us those of the morning had begun.

Her mother, who till now, had been the centre-
piece of her heart, came upon her soul in compauion-
ship with him. All she had ever heard her utter in
his praise was registered in the most sacred recesses
of memory. In fact, from the moment they mct, he
became the arbiter of her thoughts, and the song that
she sung with most truth, was one that breathed the
sentiment of her soul, and which they bhad once sung
together :—

v

““ The dawning of morn, the daylight's sinking,
The night’s lang hours still find me thinking,
Of thee, thee, only thee.
When friends are met, and goblets crowned,
And smiles are uear, that once enchanted ;
Unreached by all that sunshine round,
My soul, like some dark spot, 15 haunted
By thee, thee, only thee.

Whate'er in fame’s high path could waken
My spirit once, is now forsaken
For thee, thee, only thee.
Like shores, by which sowe headlong bark
To the ocean hurries—resting never,
Life’s scenes gone by.;me bright and dark,
1 know not, heed not, hastening ever
To thee, thee, only thee,
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1 have not a joy but of thy briuging,
And paiu itself seems sweet, when springing
From thee, thee, ouly thee.
Like spells, that nought un earth can break,
'Till lips that know the charm, have spoken;
This heart, howe’er the world my wake
Its gnief, its scorn, can but be brokes
By thee, thee, unly thee.”

CHAPTER XXI1V.

“ Oh! togaze
Upon the pitlar’d wrechs—Ilone monuments |
Of tumes that were—but are not.”
MatuRrin,

Tur Earl of Ervol, who wis as foud of bibliography,
as cver was ancient seribe before the days of printing,
began to arrange his manuscripts, and collcet his
books, the mwoment Miss Belmont had withdrawn ;
but he was much disconcerted on missing the principal
objeet of his attention, the Journal that he had re-
cently discovered. Dceming it probable that it might
have been replaced by some once in the trunk, he rang
the bell, and had the box of papers drawn from under
the table, and placed upon a chair, so as to facilitate
his examining the conteunts.

The servants withdrew, and he commenced his
task, with that air of satisfaction with which every
man rides his hobby horse. He had scarcely taken
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the first slow survey of the trcasure which the raising
of the lid disclosed to him, than he perceived a con-
fusion and disarrangement in the appearance of the
papers, which they had not exhibited before. They
scemed to have undergone a very unceremonious
examination, or probably might have bcen thrown
into disorder by the sudden upsetting of the chest.

His lordship stood for some moments in con-
jecture, when it occurred to bim that his sou might
have anticipated him in the examination. Lord Mil-
som he knew was out, he therefore determined to
reserve his inquiries till after dinner, and in the mean
time to sort the mass of scraps and fragmeuts that
invited his curiosity.

On Clarence’s return the carl made him take a scat
near him, and with some of the garrulity of age, and
much of the affability of good nature, began to descant
on many subjects which were successively presented
to his mind by the papers that passed through his
hands.

At last he took up a very large roll, which on ex-
panding proved to be a fine view of Rome. On
looking into it wminutely, Clarence discerned the name
of Belmont traced in one of the corners, and showed
it to the Earl.

 Poor fellow !” cried his lordship, ¢ he was ag
ingenious artist, as this specimen of his talent, had 1
seen no’ other, would have convinced me. There is
the Rotunda, admirably and faithfully portrayed,
with its stately columns and its noble entrance. There
is St. Peter’s, the stupendous design of Michael
Angelo, how magnificent a mind was he gifted with }
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You have been in Italy 2 coutinucd the earl, turning
to Cilarence. He replied in the negative.

“ I would give half my fortune that 1 had such a
pleasure in rescrve.  To a mind stored with classical
lore it is the theatre of true enjuyment.  You live
among all that was great and glorious in former days.
Augustus, and the galaxy of genius that distinguished
his age, appear to rise around you. In the wide
sercnity of the Pantheoun, in the awful magnificence of
St. Peter’s, by the columns of Trajan and Aurclius,
whut memories crowd upon the mind ™

“ There are no recollections more proudly gratify-
" replied Clarence, as Lord Brrol turned over the
leuves of a manuscript entitled “ Recollections of my
owu Life.”

ing,

“ This is Belmont’s writing,” cried his lordship,
and chrowing himscll back in his chair, he presented
it to Clarence, and desired him to read it aloud,
remarking that he felt a new interest in all that con-
cerncd bim, since he had become acquainted with his
daughter Miss Belmout.

Clarence complied, and clearing his voice began :—

“ Once more I am beneath my native skies.  Once
more I am within view of the home of my fathers;
but it bears for me the cold climate of another atmos-
phere, it presents to me nothing but the repelling
fronts of cnvy and animosity. 1 will not tear afresh
the wouuds, so long seared; I will not rencw the
discord so long ceased. My rights have been invaded
some few ycars before they ought, and perhaps were
I to engage in the disgusting struggle, it would only
be to spend the close of mny cxistence in contention.
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Therc is nothing in life worth the efforts, the painful
efforts we often make to enrich and to embellish it.

¢ The scicuce of mine has becn to parry the blows
which a malignant fortunc bas largely dealt me,—its
triumph has been to survive them with a mind un-
subdued, and a spirit unbroken: and, let me say, it is
a great and an enduring pleasure to make foiled ma-
lignity at last rclax its cfforts to check the soarings
of a generous mind : to sce it fall back with a debasing
consciousness of impoteney, and obliged to let its
destined victim soar away on the strong wing of iu-
nocence and power,

‘¢ This was a pleasurc o which .xll my lacultics
expanded as [ left Nocl trailing his slime of syco-
phancy around iy father and my uncle. I bad suor-
vived the blight of his malignant wishes. 1 had
escaped the toils, the snares, which he had spread for
me, and unassisted, unalleviated as is the toil with
which 1 tread the steep acclivities of fortune, I bold it
not merely a prouder, but a happicr path, than the
highway of legalized rapine, along which the chariot
of my adversary rolls.”

“ Will your lordship pardon my interrupting this
varrative, the sentitnents of which find an echo in my
heart, to inquire if Mr, Belmont was of Scottish ex-
traction, and whether the Noel here named is one of
the family from whom [ claim the noblest of friends 2"

Lord JErrol evidently did not like the inquiry, and
hesitated ere he replide ; at length he said—

“ Mr. Belmont was of Scottish descent, and Mr.
Malcolm Noel comes of a distant branch of the same
family.”
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¢ Most singular,” replied Clarence, ¢ Miss Belmont
and he appear not to evince the least consciousness
of rclationship.”

“ It scarcely deserves to be recognized, 1 imagine,
it is so distant.  But you will hold thesc circnmstances
sacred.  1f; as 1 begin to saspect, papers of more im-
pertance cone to light, Mis. Belmont will be the
goper person to address on the subject, and 1 pre-
~ane vou woukd have no objection to act as my
deleraie u the business,”

“fu serve the cause of the lovely Miss Belmont,”
tic replied, were of itsell a sufficient stimulus to make
mie travarse the farthest part of the globe; but | have
also an invincible desire to behold her mother.
‘Therefore, my lord, there is no trast with which you
could honoar me, T would more delightedly, more
sacredly perform.™

“ Yoa will sce something of her if you resume the
manmnseript, 1 guess; for 1 caught ber name as |
glaneed throngh it,” said the Farl, And Clarence
resumed his reading with new interest.

“ Under such feelings there is a pleasure even in
poverty—in calaunty, springing from counscions sun-
weriority and independence.  The scnse of suffering
loscs hall its poiguancy when we feel it to be unde-
served : hence the heroism of maryrs,  The martyr
has ¢kat glowing at Ihis heart, which acts as an antidote
to the torturc he is doowmed to suffer: buoyed up
with enthusiasm and sclf-applause, his sufferings are
mitigated more than would rcadily be imagined.
This turn of thought and sentiment has borue me,
inscosible to mental and physical anguish, through

16 3 -
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many a rough path. Perhaps the vast space that I
have traversed, the various scencs in which I have
mixed, the very altitude of thc mountains on which |
have often paused to meditate, have contributed to
foster, and strengthen these ideas, since the mind is
greatly affected by cxternal objects. Perbaps tied
down to some soul-subduing pursuit, deprived of the
power of locomotion, and fresh air, I might have
sunk, like many an unpiticd wreteh, withered and
debased, helpless and repining.  The misfortane which
drives a man to active and laborious exertion, even at
the most inadequate recompense, makes him far less
an object of pity, than that scverer fate which leaves
him in lone obscurity, saps his spirits, and invades
his cnergies.”

“ Oh! my lord,” exclaimed Clarcnee, as a break
in the manuscript permitted bim to pause, “ How
deeply have I felt that loncliness of soul! that de-
basing and paralizing incrtia incident to obscure aud
resourceless wretchedness.”

The aged nobleman coutemplated him with looks
of interest and benevolence, and then signed to him
to resume his task. Somc pages had been torn away,
and it recommecnced rather abruptly.

I bad by this time reached the abbey ; that vene-
rable edifice which my infant eyes had so often con-
templated as [ hung upon a mother’s hand, or loitered
by her side; that pile which had excited my boyish
pride, as I told myself I should one day be its posses-
sor. As [ stood contemplating the romantic beauty
of the scene, my ear was suddenly caught by the
sweel, though still tones of a female voice, singing
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the fragment of a ballad familiar to me as my own
name : it was the favourite of one who sung it but too
well ; and what thousand nameless recollections rose
to echo every note of that well remembered song.
All the reminiscences of a first love came back upon
my heart—the arch playfulness—the sweet simplicity
~the innocent beauty which formed a bright halo
round her memory, now rose before me and banished
every other recollection.

“ The moon was rolling on through a deep blue
cloudless sky, almost equal to that which | had often
gazed on in Ttaly : the whole scene was in accordance
with the idcas and memorics that rosc upon my soul,
and yielding to their thrilling inflaence, 1 threw my-
self beneath the deep shade of a cluster of trees, to
indulge in a trance of carly and loved remembrances.

“Jn such nioments we love the minutize of detail, and
I went back to the first time I beheld her, seated on
the grass in the meadow adjoining her father’s house,
and playing with her infant brother. Shielded from
view by a thick hedge, I had lcisure to contemplate
them unobserved, and mortal eye uever lingered on a
faiver vision. The innocent boy and his not less in-
noceut sister, had been worthy of the pencil of some
of the greatest of the Italian school; and I remember
it struck me as a subject of lamentation, that some of
thesc ever changing beautics could not be snatched
and preserved for the cye of future admiration.

¢ 'T'he boy was a perfect Bacchus, his almost ruddy
limbs were {full and beautifully rounded, his little
hand fat and dimpled, his black, laughing eyes, spark-
ling with the very glee of life, and his bright brown
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hair curled in short crisp curls all over his head, and
round a face, brown indced, but enlivened with the
rosiest hue of life and beanty. His little joyous laugh
made the ficld ring again, and showed his white
teeth (a somewhat new acquisition,) through lips that
rivalled the ¢ red, red rose.’

“ His sweet sister gazed on him as though her heart
was in her eyes, in fact it had hardly been possible
for one with a hundredth part of her susceptibility
and affection, to have seen him kicking, crowing, and
jaughing, as if he was only made to be merry, without
iontuitively imbibing the spirit that animated him.
The smile that played about her beautiful mouth, the
light that strecamed from her delighted cyes, are those
recollections, which we can never kuow the lusury of
imparting, since, though impossible to forget, it iy
cqually impossible to deseribe them.

“ A wreath of blue bells and lilies, neither so puare
as the brow and bosom on which they lay, with which
she had in playfulness encircled her head, the young
rioter had balf torn off; and with it brought down
her luxuriant hair from the comb which had con-
fined it, and sent it in sweet confusion floating on
her shoulders : this feat, to judge by his most obstre-
perous mirth and antics, gave bim no common degree
of satisfaction.

“ 1 know not how long I should have stood to gazc
on beings, whom the lapsc of vears, and the inroads
of sorrow have still left in all their pristine lustre on
my memory, bad not the restless boy, with the pecr-
ing inquisitiveness, which may be remarked in quick
intelligent children, caught a glimpsc of me, and
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fearlessly determining to satisfy himselt us to the truth
of his bird’s eye discovery, posted away with all ima-
ginable haste, balf crawling, half jumpiog, to the place
where I stood. limmediately sprung over the hedge,
and caught him in my arms. His sistcr pereeiving a
stranger advance, rose hastily, and c¢ndeavoured to
arrange her dress and her disordered hair, while a
blush bright as the roseate beam of moning suffused
her face.

¢ In walking bome, for I was not wholly unknown
to ber futher, she accepted my arm, and 1 was almost
angry with the rosy rogue whom 1 held on the other,
for interrupting with his sudden springs and starts,
the indefinable sensation of languid dclight which
scemed inclined to steal upon my senscs, as 1 felt the
pressurce of his sister’s arm on mine.

“ 1 resigued my clamorous charge to his delighted
father, the moment | reached the house.  Ellen with-
drew her arm, and we eutered.

¢ The six weeks that | lingered there form that part
of my existence in which some of its best and purest
sunshine is concentrated. It was a tranced cxistence,
in which I had an exclusive perception of all that was
bright and beautiful. 1 have often thought since, it
was not perhaps that every thing arouud me was in
reality so exquisitely lovely, (save one, and she was
more thau tongue can utter or fancy picture,) as that
the tone of my heart, and the glow of my imagination,
which, in all the vividness and wildness of scventeen,
imparted their own mclody and hue to every thing
around me. However this may be, certain it is that
no place, no people, bave cver appeared to me what
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they were, and if it ws a delusion, I would experience
‘t again ; it is worth a thousand realitics.

¢ This occasioned the first serious breach at home—
the traitor Noel had dogged my steps, had betrayed,
had misrepresented cvery thing.

L » #* # » *®

¢ All, all has long past away. 1 left Lonsdale in all
its innocence, in all its beauty, never to sec it more.
Wild were the pangs that attended my parting ; bat |
speedily lost them in new scenes.  Ellen was forgotten.
In the riot of excess, or in the less pernicious hour of
social hilarity, she was not even regretted ; but never-
theless she lay deep in my soul, like a latent principle,
which only waits to be properly called forth, to attest
its power. Now speaking from the expericnce of a
life probably drawing rapidly to a close, 1 feel she was
the ounly woman I could bave loved with exclusive
devotion, and in whom I could have reposed every
thought of my soul, every event of my life with un-
limited confidence.

* » * * * *

“ Many ycars after, previous to my last and longest
exile from England, I sooght Lonsdale farm with the
design of making the geutle Ellen the sharer of my
future pilgrimage ; for treachery on the one hand and
injustice on the other, had rendered me indifferent,
and I resolved to sct all authority at defiance. But
I sought in vain; they were rearing a proud pile,
where the farm once stood. For a moment I was
transfixed with astonishment and sorrow, the next I
Jooked around for some onc to answer my iuquiries.
Alas ! it was done too soon. 'The owner of Lonsdule
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farm had long been roined; and & wanderer, his wife,
aud son weve the companions of his melancholy sojourn,
and Ellen—was in her grave! Here then was the
close of that brilliant dream, thut carlicst love, so
lately revived with all the colouring of ardent hope,
and deep-scated paussion. The very home of her 1
loved was rased to its foundation—her kindred scat
tered—1 was not even left the melancholy consolation
of revisiting the scenes she loved—and through which
we bad wandered together.  All was changed—all
was fled—and nothing remained of all that hope and
passion had once promised and painted—but to weep
over the cold grave of Llleu in the last abode of poor
homan nature—the church-yard.
+ * * * * =

« But 1 was not left long to the stupor of grief;
rage, vengeance, indignation, dried up the fountain of
my tears. Nocl, the perfidious villain, after having
torn me from Eilen, by machinations certain though
unscen, would have sacrificed my pale youug love, my
Lonsdale lily to his brutal passion! Foiled in the at-
tempt he ruined her father—and broke her heart—In
my first frenzy on learning the news I -sought the
villian who had made the wreck. He was gone abroad
—the froitlessness of my rage was a sedative, and |
now determined to seek the exiled family, and if pos-
sible obtain his parents’ consent to take their little
boy abroad with me—little did 1 say—alas! for the
lapsc of time! he must then have been ten years old.
Wild and bitter was the remorse with which [ thought
of my long neglect of Ellen; of all the events of my life,
it planted the deepest furrow in my brow, the sorest
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pang in my heart.  Three years I spent in wandering
through England and Scotland, in a vain and fruitless
effort to gain sowe tidings of the roined family. At
last I bade my country, as I then thought, an everlast-
ing furewell.

* * * * *

“ At length after fonr years” wandering, | visited
Florence, being at that time devoted to the stady of the
arts. Very soon after my arrival | was introduced to
a family, once as remarkable (or wealth, as illustrious
Ly birth; but thongh considerably reduced, some relics
of the cmbellishments of former days they still pos-
sessed 3 among these were some pietures of uncommon
beauty, and to sce these my friend took me thither.
Having to attend his brother the Barl of grrol, who
was on the eve of departare, he left me to employ my
time in the picture gallery of the noble house of
Vicenzi.

* % + N ¥ * *

“ Isabelle Vicenzi was the being who came thus
chance-directed to the very place where | stood. 1 had
scen beauty in every clime—TI had jost returned from
the Zribuna where | had been studying the Statue of
the Venus de Medicis.  Yet with an eye tihus prac-
tised, thus accustomed, I stood in voiceless admiration,
as her peerless form rose upon my view with what
¢ cloquence of motion” did she advance!

her equal tread’s fine impulse,
Fell on my ear like harmony.'*

* In these quotatious the author must beg to be forgiven an ana
chromsm.
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A being so perfect in beauty, so l')olishcd in grace, had
never yet met my eye. If my passions were more
subdued than when Ellen awakened my heart, my
perceptions were more refined, my taste more culti-
vated, I was more fitted to love aud appreciate a being
like Isabelle.  The difficulty that attended our subse-
quent meetings, only served to incrcase our passion,
T conld not prevail on her to fly—she could not en-
dare the idea of forsaking her father : we found means
however to get privately united, and that parent whom
she could not forsake, drove her from the protection
of his home at a time her sitnation most demanded
tenderness—at a time when [ was least able to offer it,
being immured within the walls of a prison uuder
some political suspicions. Who can paint the wretch-
edness of a foreign prison ! yet it was alt I had to offer
my swecet wife, and cven that was a privilege obtained
with difficulty. | received her with a tenderness and
sorrow beyond the power of words to describe. Her
fortitude was admirable ; she even sustained, or affected
to sustain the gaicty of her spirits.  She calined my
miod and animated my hopes.

“ I was in daily hope of release through the good
offices and interest of Sir Reginald Hampton and the
Earl his brather, who had most fortunately not left
Florence, when lsabelle, whom no persuasion could
induce to quit me, gave birth to a son. My anxiety
for my liberation was such as almost to endanger my
scnses. At length, when my child was about two
months old, I was summoned to attend the superior
powers, as if I were a criminal iustead of a wronged
and oppressed individual,  Isabelle would unot be

16 3u
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scparated from me—had 1 been led to death she
would have insisted on sharing my fate. Her inlan,
whose delicate health did not bear such an exposure,
was lcft in the care of a nurse, and we left the prison
together under a guard.”

Here the manuscript becanme broken—Heads of the
proceedings being given as if with a view to their being
filled up on some future occasion.  After turning over
some pages, Clarence again proceeded.—

“ The condition of my quitting Tuscany was the
terms on which my liberty was to be granted. |
looked at € my home’s sueshine,” wy ¢ bosomw’s lite,
to know how she would bear to leave her loved and
native Florence ; but [ vead in her eyes, that 1 was all
to lier.  She whispered to me with her sweet tones in
the expressive language of Rath, ¢ Whither thou gocst
I will go; where thou lodgest I will lodge : thy people
shall be my people, and thy God my God.” 1 listened
to her, I gazed on her love-illumined face, and was
happy 5 but never was happiness so soon blasted,

¢ Some necessary formula, as well as our child, re-
quired our return lo the prisou. Isabelle’s first in-
quiry was for her son; hesitation and disconcertion
were visible in the faces of the people of the prison, 1
grew alarmed, but O! what language can paint the
terrors of the mother—of my Isabelle ! my blood runs
chill as I retrace the scene, though the waves of time's
overwhelming ocean have long rolled over it. Our
child, our first-born had fallen a victim to neglect, |
have somectimes thought design ; but in that case they
would have chosen some other means of destruction—
they would have smothered—have poisoned—anot have
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burned it.  All that remained of what was so lately
full of sweet life and iufaut beauty, was a black and
calcined mass. [ had bhad many blows of the hcart,
but nonc that for ihe time unmanned me as did this !
After some hours, which it is madness to recal, 1 bore
my almost lifcless Isabelle away—some few hours
more, and we were far from Florence.  Apprehension
for my remainiug treasure superseded my sorrow for
that which | bad lost. At first 1 feared her anguish
would have overwhelmed her reasou, but gradually it
grew into the grief that fouud relief in tears.  Often
at night, when she thought 1 slept, have 1 heard her
oxcluim—

¢ <My little one ! my blooming boy—why did thy
mother leave thee ! How could shie give thy little form
to a savage stranger’s hands ! How could she leave thee
to mect a fate so cruel !’

“Time bas locked this grief deep in the sanctuary
of both our hearts,  No other little claimant has ap-
pearcd to revive the image of our murdered babe, to
southe us for its loss.  Why should T seck wealth or
honours? a withered, lonely braoch, from whom uvo
scion cver is to spring. Cast back vpon my native
country, like a wreck upon the lonely strand, I am
indifferent how the waves of fortune beat agaiost, or
whither they may drift me.”

The manuoscript was again torn and broken, as if it
had been merely used as a first draught, and had been
alterwards torn up to repage another, and probably a
more cenlarged memoir, as many notes and references
appeared to evince. Clarcnce was on the point of
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resigning the paper to the carl; when a few lines at
the bottom of a page caught his cye.

“ How singular, how puiuful and how pleasurable
arc the meetings that take place in life.  Just before 1
left Dieppe to embark for Lngland, I was onc morn-
ing lounging in a very ngelancholy mood, and looking
ut the shipping and specuolating on the changes that
might have taken place at home during the years of
my absence; when I was attracted by some load
and angry voices. 1 hastencd to the spot, and found
an Englishman engaged in a quarrel with some of the
natives. Ilc had all the ronghness of a man accus-
tomed to a scafaring life, aud all the acrimony of one
prejudiced against cvery country on the face of the
globe, but his own.  With these unconciliating points
of character added to a daring courage, much mischief
might have cnsued but for my interference.  When
the fray was over I attached mysclf to my country-
maun, in order to improve my acquaintance with him. I
found him open and communicative, and would have
invited him home ; but he was on the point of em-
barking. Finding it so, I turned his way ; the conversa-
tion naturally turned to England. He told me he was
a native of Westmorland—I mentioned Lousdale—It
was his native place—in short hc was Richard Win-
gregin, the brother of my Ellen—my ¢ first love I ”

Clarence met another name with which he was
familiar in that of Wingregin, and with which were
associated no common emotions; and with inteuse
interest he continuned to read.

“1 gazed at him with a curiosity and a mixture
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of feeling I can find no language to deseribe; 1 re-
verted to the time when I had first beheld him—he
then a baby of two years old, I a boy of scven-
teen. He was now one and twenty, (though looking
infinitely older,) I six and thirty. How short to me
appecarcd the time that had worked these changes! |
inquired into his circamstances, for [ would have
divided my last shilling with him. But he assured me
he was tolerably well to do in the world; that he
Lad warried the widow of a distant relative of his own
vame, with whom he had obtained some little fortuue,
though it was charged with a boy and girl, the fruit of
the first marriage.  But Richard was of opinion the
morce the merrier, and scemed inclined to love them
as his own. His parents were dead, and his new
family were cvery thing to him. I stayed with him
to the last moment, and then we parted, perhaps never
o meet again.”

The entrance of the Barl’s valet reminded him, that
some preparation wounld be necessary for dinner ; and
his lordship retired, leaving Clarence more inclined
to meditate thau to follow his example.

It may excite some surprise, that the Earl of Errol
should associate with a young man, standing in the
situation Clarence did, in the examination of papers of
a private, and perhaps important nature.  But besides
that his lordship lad conceived the bighest opinion of
the qualities of his young secretary’s heart and mind,
he had formed a plan which he fancied would make
the happiness of two estimable and distinguished
beings, in whose fate he felt deeply interested. From
all he had observed, from all he had gleaned in the
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course of the inquiries Seeton Auber had made of
him concerning Clarence, he persuaded himself therce
existed a secrct and mutual passion between Miss
Belmont and his protegé, to which poverty was pro-
bably the great obstacle. He generously resolved to
remove that barrier, but he also wished, now that he
knew Adcla, to discover if there was no possibility of
reviving some of her father’s dormant claims, and
thus invest her with some of the goods of this life in
a manncr more agreeable to her feeliugs, than any
gift could be, however delicately conferred.  For this
reason he meant to drain every source of information,
aud to communicate with Mrs. Delmont on the
subject.

In availing himsclf of the intelligent assistance of
bis scerctary, he felt he should ouly be informing him
of circumstances with which he was destined to be-
come acquainted, and in sending hius to Mrs. Belmont
he should at once give him an opportunity of address-
ing that lady on the subject of his passion for her
daughter, and of serving his cause by the credentials
he could exhibit of the earl’s confidence and good
opinion.

Full of these kind intentions the worthy nobleman
sat down to dinner with Adela on onc side of him,
and Clarence on the other; and often as his kindly
heart overflowed with the pleasure resulting from his
generous designs, and sanguine anticipations, he ad-
dressed them by the title of his children. Some fears
he felt from his knowledge of Lord Elmer’s views,
and the support and countenance they received from
his son and daughter; but as all castle-builders have
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a very simple method of removing any thing that may
arise to obstruct the elevation of a favourite structure,
his lordship satisfied his own mind that all would be
as he desired, whenever events should have ripened
sufficiently for him to appear and crown the happiness
of Adela and Clarence.

Adcla had descended to dinner pale and dgjected ;
the absence of Secton had rendered ber indifferent as
to how she appeared, or whether she appeared at all;
vet spiritless as she was, she could not be uninoved
by the hind and soothiug manncrs of the Earl, and che
devited to him an attention which Clarence had the
appearance of sharing, by the continual reference the
Earl kept makiong to him. [udeed, presuming on there
being icrely a family party assembled, and full of
the szheme that employed his thoughts, he kept con-
tinually adverting to sabjects in a manner somewhat
ambiguous, which only Adela and Clarence could un-
derstand, and which of course they replied to with
promptuess and facility. This species of cxclasive
aud confidential intercourse was kept up without any
intermission, as the gentlemen rose with the ladies,
and accompaniced them to the drawing-room,

Caroliue who was obliged to assume a certain re-
serve towards Clarence, and more perhaps since the
disclosurc of their sentiments than if that disclosure
had not taken place, and who was besides closely be-
sicged by Mr. Finlcy observed all this with much pain
and some of the jealousy incident to her nature. She
was not sorry therefore when Lord Elmer was an-
nounced, and shortly after some of the Benficlds and
Mortrams. But her situation was little mended, for
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though Lord Edward engrossed Miss Belmont, and
the Earl bad retired in conversation with his son to
the further end of the room, Clarence had no oppor-
tunity of addressing a word to her, for Mr. Finley never
left her for a moment; and in her own defence she
took a scat at onc of the card tables, in a state of
temper that bad cards and a stupid partner could
hardly make worse.

Wahile fortune was smiling and frowning by turns
upon the gamesters, and Adcla was the centre of a
little circle, who with some difficulty had contrived to
draw ber into conversation, the Barl of Errol was
investigating the mysterious circumstance of the dis-
appearance of the journal from the library, and the
disarrangement of the other papers. Lord Milsom
declared his entire ignorance of the matter, aud that
5o far from removing any thing he bhad not entered
the library for some days, having becn engaged in
business which had confined him much to his private
study. In order to investigate so singular an occor-
ence, the gentlemen left the saloon to dircet their in-
quiries to such of the servants as had more particu-
larly the care of those apartinents.  Nothing however
transpired that could throw auny light upon the subject.
The Journal, and perhaps other papers were gone, but
how or for what purpose it was impaossible to discover.

The subject was renewed at breakfast the next morn-
ing, every body was consulted, every view of thec mat-
ter taken; but no onc could suggest any probable
cause for the disappearance of the papers, or hazard a
supposition as to who had been the purloiner.
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CHAPTER XXV.

¢¢ ‘There’s not a bloody page J will not turn
With burning study, so that I may wreak
Their full collected pangs upon Tredolfo.” MATURIN,

AnonNG those who had taken wing fromw Matlock,
and whom it is most essential to pursuc, is Lord
Egremont, who withdrew himself for the double pur-
pose of facilitating arrangements, and lulling suspi-
cion. e had risen to fortunc and power by a long
train of petty arts and vices, so that he had grown old
1 iuiquity, and was habituated to the practice of dupli-
city so much, that he preferred compassing cven
allowable ends by artifice, rather than by direct and
open methods.

After his interest, the next dearest object of his
pursuit was plcasure ; and it was guided by the same
calculating caution, that had insured his fortuue: it
was at once gross and sclfish. Participation made no
part of his enjoyment because he was an utter stranger
to all gencrous feeling, all delicacy and refinement.
He was a sensuvalist, not a voluptuary. He knew no-
thing of the seductive arts by which the latter slopes
the way to error, and bewilders the mind in the
Elysium of luxury. He had no power of touching
the tones of the heart, as the zcphyr sweeps the
Eolian harp; he had no power to kindle the ima-
gination, as thc beams of the sun dJid the statue of
Memnon. His mind and passions were a ernde and

17 3¢
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arid ass, subjected to some of the rules of interest
and nccessity, but susceptible of nonc of the finer
and more dangcrous impulses of sensibility or tastc.
Hence all his objects were accomplished by violence,
and his chief agent was money.

In his long intercourse with the fashionable world,
his manners and conversation had adopted the prevail-
ing etiquette ; but it was the hard and bare outline of
good breeding, without any of the polish of innate
grace, without any of the tints of truc politencss.
His rank threw around him some of that imposing
lustre which it is its naturc to counfer; he carried it
well, and had the tact only to inforce his pretensions,
where he saw they would be allowed. He was not
disappointed or surprised to find he made no favour-
able impression on our heroine ; though allured by her
beauty, and deluded by the flattery of sclf-love, he had
made the attempt. He had scen himsclf feared, res-
pected, nay, even loved agd admired to a certain de-
gree and in a certain manner, But hic had never been
able to obtain over any one that influence, which acts
upon the senses like fascination, and which is the
most flattering tributc human homage can pay to
human power. This was the want of mind and feel-
ing ; dcficient in which he had no power of acting on
the minds and feclings of others.

His most extravagani compliments, his most mark-
ed attentions, bad never done morce than distress and
discoucert the object to whom they were addressed.
Adela regarded him with the same cold and moment-
ary attention, and avoided him with the same indiffer-
ence, as she did an ugly fashion, or an inconvenient
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scat ; when of nccessity obliged to endurc either for a
time, she summonced her patience to the task, and
availed herself of the first opportunity of a change.

He had marked this, but it had no way altered or
decrcased his desive of possessing her.  He saw the
futility of endeavouring to assume a power nature
had denied himn, and he therefore retired more into
the back ground, a conduct he saw the policy of
adopting, as it vegarded Lady Ruthven, whom in the
first onsct of bis design on Adela had been alimost
forgotien.  She was truly a thorn in his side, and he
often wondered how lie could have so far forgotten
the prudence that had marked his systematic caccer
of vice, as to place bimsclf so much in her power as
he hiad done 5 but it was the effect of superior iutel-
leet, it was the effect of the attractive power the great
has over the little, especially as there were certain
points of character in which they evinced a singular
congeniality.

Besides Lady Ruathven was too artful a woman, not
to strengthen and confirm her power by seizing on
cvery thing that could command the fears and inter-
ests of her paramour.  As an able genceral never en-
gages in a battle without some view to the facility
and practicability of escape in case of defeat ; so in the
first days of their iniquitous union, she possessed her-
self of every thing that could arm her against deser-
tion or injustice. He had also assisted this accuma
lation of power in her hands, by occasionally availing
himself of her talent.

There is a species of noble villany (if such words
may be coupled,) from which we cannot withhold
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admiration, nay, cven respect. The daring spirit
which will attack superior force, which will brave the
front of power, stand undaunted on the ridge of dan-
ger, though rapine, though murder, be his object, so
long as he respects the feelings of the helpless and
unhappy—the innocent and unprotected ; we view him
as a being, who in some incasure sanctifics the crime
he commits; we believe that under other circam-
stances he might have been a better man, Dut he
who can trample on the wretch he has overthrown —
pour poison into the wound he has himsclf inflicted,
and pour it with a steady hand, and count the drops,
is a wretch *“without remorse or pity.” The first
might be the wreck of a proud and noble vature, hurl-
cd into the broad sca of vice by the resistless tide of
overwhelming fate: the last partakes of the reptile
nature of the snake, born to crawl in dust, and sting
in secrct.  Such was Lord Egremont.

His scat in Scotland to which he had retired, for the
ostensible purpose of superintending improvements and
alterations, previous to the marriage of his duughter,and
was destined to be again the theatre of crime. Thither
Adela was to be conveyed. There he waited to re-
ceive her.  First, as deficient in personal conrage, be
would not risk attending so hazardous an enterprize
bimself, and secondly, should it miscarry he should
remein safe from suspicion, secure that his well-paid
emissaries would not betray him, and by that means
deprive themselves of his powerful aid, and the barvest
of future and similar adventures. His long absence
also, and apparent indifference of all the movements
of Adcla aud her conncctions, would preclude any
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idca of his being concerned in her flight, whenever it
should take place. Having thus taken every precau-
tion for security and success ; he wrote to Lady Ruth-
ven and his daughter, informing them of his intention
of remaining in Scotland during the winter, and in-
viting them (which he knew he might safely do) to
join bim, or not as they pleased. 'To his myrmidons
he never wrote himself always having one with him
who acted as his agent, so that oral evidence was
all that could (in the event of any miscarriage) be ad-
duced against him. Through this mcans he kept up
a commuunication with those whom he had placed in
the vicinity of Milsom Park, to watch and inform him
of all the movements of Miss Belmont, and at last he
received an intimation that she had accompanied the
Earl and his family to Richmond for the purpose of
spending the Christmas there.

His impaticoce increased as the accomplishment of
his scheme secemed likely to be fulfilled.  Instructions
the most ample were transmitted to those to whom
its execution was cntrusted. The night of the masked
ball was to be chosen ; a carriage aund four was to be
in atrendance; and a letter, importing that her mother
lay ut the point of death, was at some well-chosen
moment to be presented to Adela; and in the first
alarm of her feelings, before she had time to consult
with any one, she was to be hurried away. Much dif-
ficulty he knew would be attendant on the execution
of this plan, surrounded as Adcla always was ; but be
knew from experience the skill of those he employed,
and the power of the large recompense they would carn
for sharpening the wits.
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Fresh letters brought fresh hopes, the ball was to
take place on Christmas eve—many guests had ar-
rived—and the Earl’s mansion promiscd to be a scene
of confusion favourable to their design. Mr, Auber
was absent—not expected—Miss Egremont and Lady
Ruthven not yet arrived. Miss Belmont w.onid appear
in the character of a nun~her health apparcutly deli-
cate and her spirits bad—somc talk of her returning
to Wales—rclays of horses ordered on the road—aud
no expense spured that would facilitate seercey and
di-patch.  Such were the heads of the last letters that
reached his lordship.

He counted the hours as they wenf by ; he ranged
thiough the snit of apartments which he had pre-
pared for the reception of his victim. They were
gorgeous with splendour.  Gold mouldings sct off' the
richest silk haugings—Persian carpets lined the long
vista of magnificent rooms, that glittered with splen-
did mirrors—costly chandeliers, aud noble pictures.
The windows oveilooked a fine expanse of country,
bleak indeed, under the intluence of the preseut un-
geuial scason, but not without its beauties; while the
war and sparkling of the distant ocean added grandeur
to the whole.

The access to this mansion, veucrable from its an-
tiquity, was through a deep dell which wound along
the rock on which it was scated. Narrow aud sinu-
ous, and clothed with stunted pines and rock herbage,
it was in many parts impervious to the sun; scveral
springs formed tiny rivulets, which wound along in
silence till, meeling others, they formed a confluence,
and fell cascading into a hollow of the rock, from
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which they foamed forth again, waking the echoes as
they went, and took their course to the sca.

This pass, dark and gloomy in the gayest season of
the vear, was ten times more so under the rigid reign
of winter. The frost-bound waters, had certainly
wosed their hoarse and melancholy ravings 3 but the
ooty now in wild blasts, now in low and dismal
1. onings, tore echo from her cave, as the expected
cariage made the difficult and dreary pass, and rolled
sionfy through the sinunosities of the vale.

The torches of the postillions and  attendants,
aleamed dimly throngh a dense fog; and it was not
ull they were In view of the castle that the owner of
it was apprised of their approach. A dreadful agita-
tion scized him, and he determined to postpone the
mecting till the lovely and unfortunate traveller should
be somewhat recruited and composed from  the
fatigues of ber long and fearful journcy. Dismissing
her servants to attend her, with the strictest charges
to show every mark of solicitude and respect, he with-
drew to a station from whence he could sce Adela
alight.,  He saw the coach door opened, the steps let
down ; and alter a pause that appeared to him an age,
she descended, enveloped in a large mantle, the hood
of which v 15 drawn over her head. As she entered,
she exhibitcu cvery mark of languor and fatigue,
treading slowly and- heavily, and leaning much on
thnse who supported her, as if suffering from extreme
exhaustion.

It immediately struck the dark machinator who
watched her, that the attack he meaditated were best
made while her spirits were thus subdued. He there-
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fore called for wine, and drank dcep to gain the cou-
rage that he needed. He also assumed all the insignia
of his rank, that his appearance might be in accordance
with the splendour and magnificence with which he
had surrounded her.

Again he drained the goblet 5 ana takiug his cambric
handkerchicf from the table, descended from his dres-
sing-room. He hcsitated ; and as he approached the
rooms, thought he would defer the mceeting till the
morning, and in the mean time sce his servants and
creatures, and learn the particulars of their journcy,
Yet why should he deloy his pleasure ?® The first
shock would not be less feaful in the morning than
now, (he cried, as be passed through an anti-ronm,) or
the effect of the magnificence of the scene less im-
posing. That last thought was sufficient to decide him,
and he passed on,

From the day that he had expected Adela’s arrival,
the range of apartments had been kept in a style of
preparation suited to the reception of guests of the
highest order. He lamented that her late habits had
80 much accustomed her to similar scenes, yet still he
hoped that his almost royal magnificence would sur-
prize and dazzle her. Here was all the littleness and
barrenness of mind, all the destitution of sensibility
and feeling that characterized his soul. At no time
was Adela particularly affected by the cxternals of
pomp and grandeur. ’Twas in the vast temple of na-
ture her spirit was touched and clevated :

When calm night
Hath silenced the still hum of wakeful Loure,
And the lone prises beat, as if it were
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The general pulse of nature; when the eye
OF fixed and awe-struck meditation looks
From world to world.”

Still less likely was she to be moved by such thiugs
now, apprised as she must by this time have been, of
the deception that had becn practised upon her, and
that a fate, fearful though unknown, awaited her.

Inflated with ideas of his own importance; full of
triumph in the success of his scheme; and heated with
the gnantity of wine he had drank, the fumes of which
began to mount to his head, he proceeded through
the rooms till he reached that in which his innocent
victim sat, in a rcclining posture, on a couch at a
fittle distance from the fire, with her face buried in
her handkerchief, the haud that held it resting on the
arm of the sofa, while the other fell listless by her
side.

A black dress in the style of the habit of a nun,
formed her simple attire; the only ornament of which
was the cross and rosary that hung at her side.  Lord
Egrcmont smiled as he contrasted her appearance with
the scene around her; and a still more sardonic light
gleamed in his eyes, as he thought it was not the first
time the wearer of the couventual garb had kindled
and rewarded an earthly passion.

She did not move on his approach ; perhaps her
scnses had forsaken- her. He drew near, softly
breathed her name, and took her hand. She slowly
raised her drooping and dejected head, looked up, and
he beheld—Lady Ruthven.

The slight touch of inebriety which had quickened
his lordship’s spirits, vanished at this unexpected, this

17 3p



394 THE BEAUTY OF THE BRITISH ALPS;

appalling recognition, and he stepped back in his
first surprisc, as sober as he who had never tasted
ought but the pure beverage of naturc’s fountain.
Pale rage and bitter disappointment followed fast
upon the hecls of astonishment, all as distinctly
marked by Lady Ruthven, as they werc felt by her
noble friend.

¢ Nay my lord;”’ cried she, disscmbling her own
rage, that she might have the gratification of observing
his ; and speaking with bitter irony—¢ let me not fright
away your courtesy. You play the gallant well. |
wish I had been less prompt in the discovery of my-
sclf, since it has deprived me of so much complaisance.
Methiuks you might bid me welcome, for old fricud-
ship’s sake.”

Bitterly did Lord Egremont cursc the precipitancy
which had prevented his having communications with
those who had attended his unexpected guest ; for ex-
cepting what she might gathel from the evident pre-
parations, and the name by which he bad addressed her
on entering the saloon, he was ignorant how far she
might be acquainted with his designs. Every thing

bout her decclared that she had by some means or
other become informed of them, and mcant to thwart
them, yet as he had invited her on his first coming
down, there might be less in her visit than he feared,
and he felt it necessary to observe the utmost caution
that he might not betray any thing, of which, in spite
of appearances, she miht probably be still iguorant.
"Sammoning therefore the presence of mind which bad
been put to flight, and assuming as disengaged an air
as he could, but which ill concealed the real tumult of
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his soul, he affected not to feel the irony of her ad-
dress, as he replied—

“You may remember that it was my first request on
making this my winter quarters, that you should en-
tiven it with your socicty. I hope then you do not
doubt that you arc a welcome guest ?”

“Indeed ! said she, with the same ironical tone
she had at first assumed, “ Yet I am evidently an un-
expected one.”’

“Did you not yoursclf refuse my invitation ?” re-
plicd his lordship, cautiously guarding his own words,
as well as watching hers.,

“ And whom then had you sclected as my substi-
tute 27 said she, looking round her

“ Many,” he replied : 1 fancy it is not a few these
vast apartments will contain 3 they are suited to be
the scene of no humble pageant.”

“ You have become wondroas hospitable, as well as
magnificent, since we parted,” she rejoined, sarcasti-
cally, “but as you meditate so much festivity, you
Mave perhaps also provided some presiding goddess to
be the mistress of the revels?”

“And am I uot provided,” cried he, endcavouring
to force a smile, * since you are come, who are no less
mistress here than I am master "’

‘Who should be mistress here;’’ exclaimed she,
now first rising with. an air of majesty that well be-
came her, and which she well knew how to assume,
““ who ought to be mistress here by other rights than
those of sufferance? 1 have no longer patience to
bandy words with you, thougn did I but give you rope
enough You know the adage. In fine, then, know
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to your confusion, I am aware of the whole motive of
your sojourn here. Your late dissembling, Egremont,
deceived not me, Miss Belmont shall be as much be-
yond your power, as you are deep in mine.

Lord Egremont saw all farther dissembling was
useless, and his rage which he had hitherto withheld,
began to get the mastery, yet it was not unmixed
with fear. He now in his turn borrowed the tones of
sarcasm as hc replied—

¢ You have doue nobly, if it is for Aer sake you’ve
given yourself this trouble. 1 knew not Lady Ruthven
was so strong in virtue.”

« You aim but a recoiling shaft my lord. T preach
no penitence, I parade no virtuc, but let me tell you
none know better how to prize, than those who’ve
lost it. I would purchase back my days of innocence
at any price, not on the plea that prudes and puritans
uphold it, and preserve it; but because it gave me
power—it upheld my pride.”

¢ Pride ! repeated his lordship—

¢ By that sin fell the angels.”

Lady Ruthven smiled scornfully : none knew better
than she did the extent of his lordship’s erudition, and
the was aware he scldom hazarded a quotation, unless
when he wished to fill up an uunpleasant hiatus in con-
versation, or make it diverge into another chanuel.
This however was not to be done on the present
occasion; Lady Ruthven came like an experienced
archer determined to strike her shaft into a certain
mark, and her eye was not to be diverted from the
point at which she aimed.
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¢ But though, as you have well reminded me,” she
resumed, 1 boast no claims from virtue; reft of
her panoply, by the very one who dares to taunt me
with the want; I have other power—Iless proud but
not less potent. I bear the sword of vengeance, and T
will wield it with no coward hand. Is your lordship
armed so strong in conscious innocence as to disregard
my threats ?”

« I have too much faith in the attachment which
has long made our intercsts one,” he replied, endea-
vouring to soften her. ¢ Besides you may deceive
yourself as to the extent of power youo possess ; how-
ever strong the conviction which we feel, we may not
be always able to impart that conviction to others.”

“ Doubt not my power, nor my will to use it,” re-
joined she. “ The first is strong as your worst fears
could picture, the latter as my wrongs, my injarics,
could makeit.”

“ Remember,” he cried a little staggered by the
manner in which she delivered the last words ;  re-
member that if I fall; I fall not alone ; the blind fury
that drags me down, will involve itself in the same
ruin.”

“ Be it so,”” she cried; “like Samson, I shall not
scize the pillars with less force for that anticipation.
I came hither to convince myself that all was as I
fcared, that you were the traitor, the apostate that [
find you. 1 would leave no ¢loop to hang a doubt
upon.’ Being thus certain, my path is chosen—when
next you hear of me, trust me my name will not come
upon your ear, coupled with the wail of sorrow, the
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moanings of complaint, the appeal of penitence or
dependence ; neither with the joyousness of revelry, or
the homage of applause—far different—far otherwise
~—it shall come in blasts of dire denunciation.”

She rung the bell, and desiring the servant who
answered the summons to send the housekeeper Mrs.
Margaret Thorpe to attend her, she quitted the room.
This movement Lord Egremont did not attempt to im-
pede ; he paced up and down with the irregular step
of one whose mind was torn and harassed. Taken
as he was by surprise, he was in no mood to mect
Lady Ruthven’s rage with the subtleties of which he
was usually master; neither had he sufficient com-
mand of his temper to soothe her with penitence or
promiscs.

Soon after her ladyship withdrew, he retired to his
dressing-room, and desired to have Oswald (the person
to whom he had entrusted the conduet of the affair
which had had so singular a termivation) sent to him,
and he resumed the same pacing that he had ex-
hibited in the saloon, only more heavily and rapidly,
and accompanied with violent starts and stamps. He
was at length interrupted by the cntrance of the
domestic, to inform him that Oswald was not among
the persons who had attended the lady.”

*“ How !” exclaimed his lordship furiously. ¢ Oswald
not here, who then was he that attended the carriage
on horscback ?”

“ Crosbie, my lord,”” was the rejoinder.

“ Send him hither instantly.”

¢ My lord, deeming there would be no call for his
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attendance, and being sorely wearicd, he has within
this hour gome to rest, and is doubtless by this timc
in that sleep of which he hath such need.”

¢ Let him be waked then, and see that he attend
me with all speed,” exclaimed his lordship. ¢ Haste
dotard,”” he impatiently ¢jaculated with a correspond-
ing gesture, as the old man retired, as if unwilling to
do his bidding.

The defalcation of Oswald was a blow for which
Lord Egremont was wholly unprepared. His absence
at this junctare looked portentous ; and coupled with
the substitution of Lady Ruthven for Adela, it looked
very like a junction between him and that lady.
Such being the case, his peril was indeed imminent :
for Oswald was the repository of the most fearful
sceret, and in the hands of that enraged and talented
woman might be made the instrument of his des-
truction,

All his views on the subject were at once changed.
Oswald must be won back, if he had quitted his alle-
giance, and she, so far from being defied, must be
couciliated, even at the price of fulfilling the pledges
he had once given her, and making her his wife.

When Crosbic at length attended the unwelcome
summons, he found Lord Egremont pale as spectral
fear, with an eye of haggard wildness; while the
wearied and newly awakened man exhibited an ap-
pearance still morc sepulchral wanting the intelli-
gence of eye that animated the visage of his master.

Lord Egremont threw himself into an arm chair,
and pointing to a seat immediately opposite to him,
sternly desired Crosbie to take it and go through a
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circumstantial detail of the progress of the journey
and every thing that had occurred on the road, from
their quitting Richmond to their arrival at their des-
tination.

Without following the somewhat circumlocutory
account of the attendant, which was frequently inter-
rupted by the irrascible and anxious auditor, it must
be briefly stated that Peter Oswald had in person at-
tended the lady to the carriage on the night of Christ-
mas-eve, and, having previously given Crosbic all
nccessary instructions, rode on fleetly in advance.
They saw nothing more of him till their arrival at the
cud of the first stage, when he assisted the lady to
alight, who, throughout the journey, kept herself
closely mufiled, and avoided spcaking or holding inter-
coursc with any one.

¢¢ Save Oswald ?” cried Lord Egremont interroga-
tively. ¢ Was he much in attendancc on the lady ?”

¢ He always preceded us to the successive stages,
had cvery necessary accommodation ready, and was
always at hand to assist her alighting and returning to
the carriage ; but furthcr seemed to hold no commu-
nication, nor did I bear her address a word to himn, any
more than to any one clse, duiing the whole of the
journey.

A hope gleamed across Lord Egremont’s mind that
Oswald might yct make his appearance ; although it
was certain, acquainted as he was with all the circum-
stances, and knowing Lady Ruthven as he had done
for years, he could not have conducted her to Scot-
land by mistake : it must have been a plot to which
he was privy, and at which he connived. Still was
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the crininal Lord Egremont willing to reccive any
apology he might offer, willing to appear to trust any
falschood he might invent, rather than run the risk of
oreaking with his dangerous ally. Oswald in addition
to other power, had that of wealth, he had grown rich
in his lordship’s service, and was besides the recent
ivheritor of the fortune of a distant relative, of which
many and unlooked-for deaths had left him the heir.
Thus his guilty employer, while he bad every thing to
fear, had but little to hope from bhim.

Never was the light of morning more welcome to
the sick man’s couch who haid counted the weary
watches of the night, tian to the sleepless eyes of
Lord Egremout ; the tedious hours had been spent in
retracing the past, the fearful past, which would in:
trade itself upon his soul, and in revolving what was
cxpedient as to the future. Tu the morning Crosbie
was again summoncd, but nothing more than he had
already stated counld be clicited ;5 he was dismissed.
The hours passed anxicusly with Lord Egremont, till
propricty permitted a®*message being sent to Lady
Ruthven, importing that his lordship desived a few
moments’ conversation. The reply that shc felt her-
self too much indisposed, convineed him of the hostile
toue of feeling she was adopting towards him. Some
suceessive attempts were eqoally unavailing, and at
length he sat down to write to her, an alternative Lic
cver avoided as long as he could. Fear was in the
spirit, caution in the wording of the scroll, and as he
scaled it, the thought that her ambition would tri-
umph over her revenge, and that she would prefer
gratifying the first by becoming his wife, rather than

17 3E
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the fatter in being his foe, animated him with hope.
An hour elapsed, and he received a reply, that at once
dissipated the flattering illusion, and told him that
vengeance was dearer to his outraged mistress, than
honour and distinction. Every epithet that a wrath-
ful woman could imagine, was liberally bestowed on
him. A portraiture of himself was sketched with a
bold and skilful hand, so dark, and yet so like that he
started as from a mirror that reflected him with
hidcous fidelity—the charges of forgery and murder
wererciterated with the bolduess, the pertinacity of one
who could support assertion by proof, aud who would
bring that proof forward, though she tore her heart-
strings asunder in the effort.  As he read the vindic-
tive scroll, her look, her last words came back in all
their force upon bis memory; and as he closed it with
the signature, he threw it from him, exclaiming—

“Yes! her name Zas come coupled with dire de-
nunciation " ,

The approach of footsteps made him start, and
darting forward he grasped %he letter he had jnst
thrown by with a convulsion of terror, an agony of
guilty fear. He expected as the door opened to be-
hold the qucenly form of his obdurate mistress, and
he cowered at the bare idea, but to his relicf it was
only his valet. He started, appalled at the appearance
of his master, in whose countenance was legible the
fearful conflict that had now for so many hours torn
his mind.

“ Well I exclaimed his lordship impatiently, and
endeavouring to scem composed,  what brings yon
here uucalled !”
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The scrvant presented letters, which had jost ar-
rived by express, and bowing to the waving dismissal
of his lordship’s hand retired. The first of which he
broke the seal was from his daughter, communicating
the intelligence of the sudden death of her aunt Mrs.
Saugrober, and carnestly intreating his immediate pre-
sence at Woburn : the others were from the Captain
and Mr. Auber.

The demon interest was instantly alive in his heart,
cven in the midst of apprebensions of the worst kind.
The probable disposition of Mrs. Saugrober’s property
oceapied all his thoughts, and not the dead woman;
but her existing will determined him to leave Scotland
unmediately.  With the promptness which always
distinguishes & man of business he prepared for his
Journeys; yet when all the arrangements were com-
pleted, the thought of the fair foe he was leaving be-
bind him, again disturbed the calculating cuarrent of
his reflections.  In her present humour, supplication
would in oll probability only serve to strengthen her
obduracy, perhaps neglect and disregard might effect
his purpose better; at all events it was the only alter-
native the present exigency allowed him, and trust.
ing to the arts and chances that had hitherto be-
fricnded bim, he threw himself into his travelling car-
riage, and bade adicu to the scene of many vices, and
of much recent mental agony and bitter disappoint-
ment.
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CHAPTER XXV.

« Tell us ye dead—
Will none of ye in pity reveal the secret,
What 't15 ye are and we' must shortly be?
A httie tnaee, will make us wise as ye are,
And as close.””

Tur disappearance of Lady Ruthven from Rich-
mond on the night of the masquerade, caused no sue-
prise, since she had lett a letter for the Earl intimating
that important business called her saddenly, and im-
peratively into Scotland, and intreating him to wmake
her adicus to her friends, particalarly those of his
own circle; but to our heroine, following as it did on
a conversation she had rccently held with the fair
fugitive, it was matter of inystery and speculation.

Strauge conjectures were traversing her brain, like
shadows rendered still more dim and uncertaiu, by
moving in a mist, when the news of Mrs. Baugrober’s
death reached Richmond.  Such an event, even when
overtaking, as in this instance, the aged, the unami-
able, and the unloved, is not without its effect on
cvery mind of common feeling and reflection.  Every
death we hear of, secms to set up another wmilestone
on the high-road to cternity, and point to us the path
we must all traverse.

Adcla shared in the common shock, but regardin
the deccased with few recollections of interest am



OR, LOVE AT FIRST SIGHT. 405

none of admiration or affection, other feelings in close
conncction with the event rapidly took possession of
her mind. The only obstacle to Miss Egremount’s im-
mediate union with Mr. Auber was now removed.
The wishes of the deceased, and the neccessary cere-
monials and mourning, wight opcrate to retard it to
the period oviginally assigned; but opposed to this
supposition was the impaticnce of many of the parties
for the event, the indifference of the Egremonts on all
puints of feehing, and the very bricf term of fashionable
sables.  Those who

¢ —hcar about the mockery of woe,
To miduight dunces and the public show,”

would not be the people to suffer it to interfere with
an event so important to the happiness of an heiress.

No ouc as yet expressed an opinion: but it was a
general expectation that a mouth, or six weeks, would
scc the distribution of bridal favours, with all the
usual cclat of a magnificent wedding, unless the old
lady's will should be found to contain a restricting
clause.

Adela asked hersclf, had she not better take refuge
in the bosom of her fond mother, ere their marriage
bells should ring her knell.  Alas! when we pause to
ask ourselves a question, instead of acting instantly on
what it suggests, it i$ clear we want some excuse for
a negative. Though all hope was fast drawing to a
close, like a moth she still fluttered round the flame
that threatcned her with destruction.  Neither the
assiduitics of Lord Elmer, who, though repulsed, still
hung about her; nor the cravings of filial love, which
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otten yearned towards her mother, could drive or
seduce her from the circle, where she could hear him
mentioned and receive his letters—letters which she
knew maternal caution would interdict—Iletters which
she blushed when she received, and wept while she
read,

She was sitting one cvening with Lady Milsum,
Caroline, and Mr. Finley, when a stranger was au-
nounced as desiring to speak with the latter. Too
happy to feel at all inclined to quit the circle of Juve-
liness by which he was surrounded, he asked permis-
sion to have him introduced ? It was of course ac-
ceded, and the person entered.

“ What Crawford I”” exclaimed Oscar as he recog-
nized his brother’s steward, ¢ what brings you from
¢wave-girdled Lriu 27

The aged Crawford, whose ruddy face attested how
well he wore his years, muttercd somcthing about
wishing to speak to his young master in private.

‘ 1f it is not trecason out with it at ouce,” cried the
young and bigh-spirited Finley.

“ Then,” replied the old man bowing, “ then my
lord, I have the bouour to informm your lordship you
are now Lord Rutledge.”

“ Heavens !’ exclaimed Oscar, starting from his
seat, ¢ Is my brother dead ?” but overcome by cmo-
tion, and still far from convalescent, he suuk into it
again, Lady Milsom hastened to him, while Caroline
rung the bell for a glass of water. He rejected it,
but availed himself of the servant’s assistance to
lcave the room followed by the steward.

During his stay at Matlock, his father the old Loid
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Rutledge dicd, but the knowledge of an event so me-
lancholy was withheld from regard to the dclicate
statc of his hecalth. He had however been informed
of it just before leaving Derbyshire, and though
mourning him as a son, he could not but remembcr
he had fallen full of years : he was not gathered into
the harvest before his time; but the young lord was
in the prime of life, and his loss was a shock the more
severe as it was unexpected.  Oscar had been little
with his brother, yet he was not wanting in feelings
of fraternal affection, and when he appeared the next
moruing, his countenance bore evidence of the deep
ielancholy that weighed upon his heart,

He announced the necessity of an immediate visit
to the sister kingdom, but obscrved that his return
should be as speedy as circumstances wounld admit.
lir bidding furewell his feelings overpowered him, and
his full blue eyes giistened with a tear be would not
suffer to fall. He lingered as he took the hand of
Caroline, as if to speak, but words, or the power to
utter them, scemed deuied 5 and sileutly pressing her
hand to his lips, he withdrew.

The sympathy of cvery one went with him, and an
answering tear filled more than one pair of the bright
cyes he left in the breakfast room. Lord Milsom at-
tended him the first few miles of bis journey, and did
not return till the dinner hour, and was then accom-
panied by Lord Egremont, who, the momcnt Mrs.
Saugrober’s funcral had taken place, hastened to pay
his devoirs to his friends at Richmond.

Adela met him with a strange mixture of feeling :
individually, he excited an emotion of dislike, but he
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came newly from the vicinity of Sceton Auber, and
that circumstance invested him with an interest, threw
a sacred halo round him, aud furnished him with a
spell of such powerful attraction that he was astonish-
ed at the ease with which he engrossed her to him-
sclf.  She bung upon his words in the hope of hearing
the name she loved drop from his lips, aud though
repeatedly disappointed she turned to him again with
new expectation and unwearied attention the moment
he resumed speaking.

Lord Egremont came back into the circle a different
man to what he had left it: almost every once fult
there was a change ¢t no one coald tell in what it
consisted. In fact late events had produced a power-
ful cffect on bhis mind, and notwithstanding cvery
cffort it commuanicated itself to his spirits and beba-
viour. Oswald and Lady Ruthven were the scare-
crows of his peace: the very suspense in which he
existed with regard to thenr was worse thae actual
evil; their power hung over his head, like the sword
of Damocles suspended by a hair. He bad also ex-
pericneed & dreadful disappointment in regard to the
property of Mes, Saugrober.  No will had yet been
discovered, and in the event of no sach document ap-
pearing, the wealth that he had long accustomed him-
self to look upon as his daughter’s would pass to the
broad-built relations of her Dutch husband.  What
added to the ce.tainty of their rights being brought
forward and enforced, was that Mr. Boltou of Thread-
ncedle Strect was their agent, and had also some
collateral interest in the business 'Thesc were cir-
cumstances not likely to sit lightly on a mind op-
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pressed with the consciousness of guilt, and devoted
to views of interest: they were ever present to his
thoughts, and running in parallel lines with all his
vicws of the future, (his fears acting like eramp-irons
to bind them together,) they naturally disarranged the
composurc and equanimity of his demeanour.

Two days spent at Richmond however acted favour-
ably on bis spirits, and threw some of the powerful
ingredients of hoped-for pleasure and expected tri-
umph into his anticipations. He began to entertain
greater hopes than ever with regard to Adela ; and this
tone of feeling inseusibly touched other objects, and’
softened some of the appaling shadows with which
they decpened his terrors.  Looking back on the past,
in order to enable himself to form a judgment of the
future, the analogy taught him to lessen his fears,
Why should the good fortune which had attended
former schemes, and defeated former foes, forsake
him now? and with a flickering belief that he was
born under a lucky planct, he in a measare succeeded
in * laying the flattering unction to his soul.”

At his departure he pressed the party to return
with hitn to Woburn ; and though unable to succecd
then, he would not depart till he obtained a promise
that they would make him an carly visit. Adecla
listened to the arrangements, and heard herself in-
cluded in them with trembling delight and unde-
finable apprehension; but pleasure wus the predo-
minating feeling, and she reccived Lord Egremont’s
complimentson the hope, on the happiness of secing her
in his own house, with a flattering attention, and an
evident tone of gay and joyous feeling which increascd

18 3r
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the intoxication and the delusions of hope, which had
already taken possession of his lordship’s mind.

Woburn at this time presented a scene sufficiently
dull, particularly to Seeton Auber, who harassed by
counsel from his father, and caprices from his mis-
tress, found the path of duty to which he was restricting
and endeavouring to habituate himself, a hard and irk-
some one.

His best enjoyment consisted in wandering through
the extensive grounds belonging to the mansion, while
thoughts that would not be restrained, hovered around
‘the Beauty of the British Alps, (as he had called Adela
when he first belield her,) and be wished himself a
Welsh farmer, or rather a man of small independent
fortune, with so much concern in agricultural pursuits,
as would tend to hcalth and pleasure ; then with the
“ few he liked, the one he loved,” he would look down
on the sons of gaiety and grandeur with pity ; for he
had proved how little the «tinscled toys of the world,
can repay the heart for the privations it often endures
for the world’s sake.

Sometimes he visited the hermitage, a rustic build-
ing situated in the park, and hid io embowering shades,
which was the residence of an old catholic priest,
known by the name of Father Fraucis. Thither he
would repair to talk philosophy, for the father was a
man of learning and jntclligence, and though long se-
cluded from society, was as well read in mankind as n
books. His remarks were shrewd and original, exhi-
biting citber long intercourse with the world, or gerat
observation during such time as he bad past in it.

On the day after Lord Egremont’s departure fur
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Richmond, Sceton had towards its close songht the
sequestered abode of the priest. The spare figure of
the old man was bent over the fire, the red light of
which fell on his meagre but intelligent visage. Sceton
cntered, saying—

“J am come to take counsel with thee, father.”

“ Be scated then, my son,” replied the priest, ri-
sing and kindling his lamp.

“What has been the sabject of your weditations
this cveuing ?” asked Secton, as he drew near the
fire.

“Death 1 replied the hermit ; and laying his hand
on the large clasped volume which lay open before
himn, he solemnly added—

“1In the midst of life we arc in death.”

“Troe!” cried his young companion, in a tone of
corresponding seriousness 3 “yet with such a con-
viction, we are cver acting as if we were immortal 5
and it is only when the lesson comes home to the
beart, in the privation of some being whose fate has
Leen interwoven with our own, that we really pausc
to think upon the subject.”

“ And that is not for long " said the sage.

“No!” resumed Sccton, “’tis a-moment of melan-
choly, and past. Even the warnings of illness do not
lessen our confidence in life; and when tottering on
the brink of the grave, we still flatter oursclves there
is more sand in the glass.” As he spoke, he took the
hour-glass that stood on the table, in his hand.—

“How wisec and how necessary then that ordi-
nation,” said father Francis, ® which takes place in the
death of friends, which, by continually awakening us to
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a scnse of the uncertainty of life, and all we prize in it
serves to shake our love for a world we are so sure
and so unwilling to quit, As one by one the props of
cxistence are withdrawn, we learn to look with miri-
gated apprchension on the approaching scene of finul
dissolution—we drop more casily into the tomb, the
less we have to cling to here. What is taken from
this world, is added to the next. The hopes that perish
here, we trust will re-blossom beyond the grave ; and
for those for whom we once wished to live, we at
length desire to dic.”

The graceful and impressive solemnity with which
he spoke, struck Secton with admiration ; but a deeper
fecling touched him, as the old man rested his elbow
on the table, shading his eyes with his hand; and he
fancied he saw a tear drop ou the book over which he
leaned.

“ Have you known much of the bitterness of mourn-
ing ?”" cricd father Francis, recovering himself.

“ Thauk hcaven I have not :’ replicd Seeton.

“ Ncver mourned for once whom you had dealt un-
kindly by ?”” again inquired the father.

Aud again Sceton auswered in the negative.

“Then pray to heaven you never may,” resumed
the priest, ¢ for it is the bitterest mourning of all.”

“Yes I’ observed the young man, “because it is
one of the propertics of death, to throw the faults of
the departed into the shade, and revivify with a bril-
liancy they rarvely boast in life, all the superior qualities
of their nature; it also cancels the recollection of
slights and injuries received. but reuews and exagge.
rates such as mav bave been inflicted.”
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“’Tis just so:” said the father, in the tonc of one
whom experience had convinced of the truth of the
remark. [t is then we traly and properly estimate
the value of those things which created disagreement
and disunion, and learn how lightly that weighs in the
balance of cternity, which preponderated in the scales
of time. Who, that retraces past life, and departed
friends, but must feel how unwise it is to abridge the
bricl period of life of any of its moments of social
happiness, by taking up questions only important from
the consequence falsely attached to them ; and even
where they want the plea of fatility, do we not bit-
terly lament, since the period was so short, that we
had not, by a gencrous concession, left oursclves
the consoling reflection of having been the ounly suf-
ferers 3"’

“ Unfortunately,” answered his auditor, ¢“it is fron:
individual expericnce alone that we really derive be-
ncfit; precept and example appear equally vain, how-
ever striking and however frequent.”

¢“ Review life,” cried the hermit after a pause,
“ not even with the severity of the rigid moralist, and
ascetic misanthrope, or bigot ; review it merely by the
aid of common sense and common fecling, and is it
worth half the pain and trouble that it costs? Do we
not aggravate trifles into serious evils; create fancied
misfortunes for ourselves, when we might be much
better employed in mitigating the real ones of others ?
And when death comes at last—that grand vacuom in
which all fall alike, how large is the sam of vain re-
grets, and fruitless lamentations left to the sarvivor !
It is then, and then only that we learn the truth,
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which, though offered by many, we have gbstinatcly
refused, till forced upon us by the hand of experience;
and we add our names with a sigh to the long list of
those who have been wise too late. This volume,”
he continued, taking up the New Testament, ¢ teaches
not only the path to heaven, but that of peace and
happiness on earth. Study its precepts, and in pro-
portion as you depart from or follow them, will you
be miserable or happy, even here.”

A knocking at the door interrupted the exhortation,
which had otherwise perhaps been lengthy, as the sub-
ject was important. The intruder was bid to enter,
and Peter Oswald appcared. He darted a look at Mr.
Auber, which cvidently bespoke a desire for his ab-
sence, which was quickly understood and complied
with, as the latter almost immediately rose and bade
the father good night; and with a distant acknow-
Jedgment to Oswald, to whom he was a stranger, he
withdrew, N

Impressed with the tone the conversation of the
evening had taken, Seeton gave himself up to the most
serious reflection. The strict line of unalleviated
duty which was to mark his future path, formed no
inconsiderable and no pleasant part of his meditation.
Scarcely knowing where be went, he wandered into
the town.

In the mood in which he paced along, few were the
vircumstances that weve likely to arrest his potice ; but
the cry of suffering and distress, will penetrate to the
most abstracted mind, and awaken. the interest of the
most occupied heart. Such were the sounds which
recalled Seeton to himself, just as he was passing one
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of a line of humble habitations. He paused to cona-
vince himself that he heard aright, and again the toncs
of a female voice, in accents of supplication, met his
ar.  Without waiting to decide on the propriety of
his interference, he knocked loudly at the door, which
being ver, promptly opened, he was saluted with a
blow, very emphatically and very silently bestowed.
He was on the point of making a suitable reply, when
a voice, which however coarse, he distinguished to be
a woman's, exclaimed in a drawling tone, half malice,
half derision—

*“Aud youw're come at last, you lazy luggard, arc
ye i take off your shoes, and mind how you bring your
hoofs into the house, which 1 can neather get claned,
nor kape clane.”

“ Woman ! sternly exclaimed Mr., Auber, “you are
oither drunk or mad.”

“ Oh! and wha. have I donc!” she ejaculated, and
screaming to some one within, added, * Judy, bring a
light.”

A dirty, miscrable looking object, with eyes swollen
as if from rccent weeping, timidly advanced with a
candle in her bhand, and now first introduced Mr., Au-
ber and Mrs. Laggon to cach other, whom the dark-
uess of the night had hitherto mutually shrouded from
view. The effect was almost equally great on both par-
tics, though arising from very different causes. On her
part it was awe and surprise at beholding a pecrsonage
of Mr. Auber’s bearing and appearance at her door,
mixed with confusion and dismay at the manner in
which she had, under a mistake, conducted hersclf to-

13
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wards him ; while hc read, with astonishment, the
traces of ungoverned passion, and implacable revenge
stamp the demon on a countenance, which, avimmated
by a geotler spirit, bad not been plain. The moment
the light appeared, he advanced, and Mrs. Laggon
stepped back with an air of ahject deference, but which
was the mere outwork of manner, behind which skulked
a wild and fearful curiosity, as to the motive and the re-
sult of the visit.

T heard cries of such acute distress just now, that
it induced my knocking at your door,” cried Mr. Au-
ber, addressing the mistress of the little mansion, and
looking from her to the miserable attendant who still
stood holding the light ; “ and since I have gone so far,
I should like to know in what they originated.”

¢ Indade, sir, it was a disgrace to any house to have
such a noise brewing at this time o’night; and I dare
say you think what a mane, vulgar cratare I am, to
have such a botheration, and what a mane vulgar hole
it is T live in; but I've been well to do in the world,
and that not longer ago than a few inonths, when I kept
a house in Lunnun; but thanks to my eldest son, bad
luck to him, whom I mistook you for, (for that’s jist
the bother he makes at the door in his consequence,)
[ was turned out of house and home, and here I am in
this dungeon ; why I’d a better pluce for my pigs in
Ireland.”

¢ All this,” replied Mr. Auber, as 'soon as he could
get an opportunity of speaking, “is not replying to my
qquestion ; some onc was here just now undergoing
very hard usage.” :
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‘“ Hard usage !”” repeated Mrs. Laggon, with a sneer,
“You’re not to think we’re killing a pig, because you
hear it squeak.”

‘“ But it was not a pig that | heard ; it was a human
being, and one of your own sex too. There was in-
treaty and expostulation in the tones ; and I found they
moved little pity, or I should not have interfered.
You were the victim of that violence, I apprchend 2
he continued, lu'rniug with looks of compassion to
Margarct, who only replied by bursting into tears.

“’That’s right " ciied her enfuriated mistress, with
difficulty sinothering bher rage, ¢ suivel away, do, and
pretind how badly you’re trated. ludade, 1 was only
corrictiug her, as I would do my owun child, when you
heard her making all that hullabullon. Get into the
kitchen now Judy, and clane yoursclf, there’s my girl,”
continned she, suddenly dropping her voico to a toue
of conciliation ; “and when you've had your supper,
and a night’s rest, I hope you’ll wuke in the morning
the better for what Pve done for your good.”

Margaret hesitated, as if wishing yet wanting cou-
rage to address him who had so unexpectedly appeared
as her protector. Oppressed by the consciousness of
the deforming disadvantages under which she laboured,
and awed by his superiority, (notwithstanding the ge-
nial benevolence that beamed about him, and invited
appeal,) she was preparing to obey her mistress, when
he bade her stay. He had read in the looks that
darted from beneath the shagged brambly eyebrows of
Mrs. Luggon, a contradiction to the kindness her
voice affected to assuine, and with that intuitive per.
ception which was partly innate, and partly the result

I8 36
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of the peculiar position of the parties before him, he
saw that she was a bad remorscless woman, capable
of any deed of violence and malignity ; and her do-
mestic, a destitute and unprotected being, thrown by
circumstances into her power, and left wholly at her
mercy.

“In what relation do you stand to this woman ?”
inquired Mr, Auber, addressing Margaret.

¢ She’s nothing but my sarvant,” interrupted Mrs,
Laggon, who scemed to fear the poor girl’s opening
her mouth, ¢ and 1 am her mistress, sir, whom you call
the woman. Woman indade! and what clsc was the
mother that bore you

¢ Since you have taken upon yourself to answer my
inquiry,” rcjoined Sceton, coolly, “1 will make ano-
ther. Do you know that you are amenable to the laws
of the country for the violence you have committed on
that poor creature, and that they can at once prolect
her and punish you ?” ,

“Indade I'm obliged to you, sir, for instructing my
ignorance,” she replied in a tone of suppressed irony ;
“but I'll engage if it were to come to that, the law
would find rcason to punish her, and protect me.”

The nufortunate domestic agrin barst into tears, ex-
claiming, €O do not bely me I

“The devil choke you! aud what do you mean by
that? bely yon! and what for should I bely ? I'll en-
gage the more truth I spake of you, the warse it’ll be
for ye " and she nodded her head over ber shoulder
to the weeping girl, with looks that darted venom.”

“Compase yoursclf,” cried Mr. Auber, who grew
cvery moment mwore interested in the fate of the un
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fortunate ; “ you shall have justice ; and, if innocent,
protection and support.” 7

“Oh! I'll engage she’ll not refuse aether from you,
sir ; and she’s a clane and comely crature to take such
a liking for,”” observed Mrs. Laggon, while a ¢ laugh-
ing devil” kindled in her eye.

¢ Peace ! ejaculated Seeton, with marked disgust :
¢and tell me of what do you accuse this unfortunate
being.”

“ 0Och! now and do you think I'd harm a hair of
her bead ? No, Judy knows its my timpir and not my
heart that's in fault ; Pll engage she’d sooner have
hard words from me, than soft ones from another, for
she knows I’ her friend at bottom.”

Seeton saw Mrs. Laggon was inclined to double ; and
to cut the matter short, he once more turned to the
girl, saying—

“ {s it choice or neccssity keeps yon in your present
situation ?”’

“ Oh sir! necessity.”

“ And you would gladly, were it in your power, cn:-
brace another ?”

“ Any other that was houest.”

“ And bad luck to you!” interrupted her cnraged
mistress, “ Do you expect that 1’1l give ye a character,
you dust-heap ? I'm willing to kape ye, and overlook
your faults, because-I trust that God will put it in your
heart to mend ; but if you leave me, I'll take care that
cvery body knows what ye are.”

«“And what is she ?”’ cried Seeton : ¢ Again I repeat
the question, of what is it you accuse her ?”

“Well then, sence you will make bad warse, ard
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the ungrateful drab deserves no better, 'l just tell
what she is—and that is a thafe!”

Margaret, as if gaining courage from desperation,
threw herself at Mr. Auber’s feet, and with an elo-
quence of voice and gesture which nature teaches, fer-
vently exclaimed—

“QOh! do not believe it. 1 am poor, and I am
friendless ; in the wide world there is not that place
where I could seek a shelter, or claim a crust; but 1
am honest, believe me sir I am.’

“ I do believe you,” cried Seeton, raising her ;  be
comforted, and be assured heaven will protect you.”
Then turning to Mrs. Laggon, who stood with her
arms folded, and beating time with her foot, he said—

¢ On what do youo ground your charge against this
youug woman >”

“QOch! indade, and I’ve charges enongh, and she
knows it. She’s broke me more things than her
whole beggarly gencration were ever worth.  And all
the wages, and fadeing, and clothes she’s had of me, has
been a dead robbery, for devil’s the bit of dacent work
she ever did in her life.”

“But all this does not amount to dishonesty,”” ob-
served Sceton, whose patience became somewhat ex-
hausted ; *“ you cannot positively say that she ever ap-
propriated any article with a view of defranding you
of it?”

“Indade I can toough. She has at this moment a
cambric handkerchief in her possession, and has had
it for mounths ; and it was only to-day I’ve discivired
it, and she’s the impudence to tell me she’ll never give
it up.” '
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¢ Js this true?” asked Mr. Auber, as a shaae of
sorrow and distrust blended in the looks be bent on
Margarct.

«“] will tell you the history of that handkerchicf,
sir,” cried the accused. with the firmness of one con-
«cions of the power of sclf-vindication ; it belongs
to ayoung lady who left it by accident at my mistress’s
tonse in London; with that handkerchief, sir, she
wiped from her eyes tears of compassion for me; and
wien | found it, T vesolved il T never had an oppor-
tunity of restoring it to its owner, to preserve it for
ever in remembraoce of ber.  That opportunity never
occurred ; though she called afterwards, U had no means
ol seeing her in order to return it, and in consequence
1 have kept it cver since.”

Sceton thought of Sterue’s Maria, and the hand-
kerchief she had washed in her tears and dried in her
bosom ; and this trait of sensibility in Margaret, gave
her additional interest in his heart.

¢ 1 can feel and understand the motive upon which
you acted,” cried Sceton; “but it is one that would
not be reeognised in the world, nor would it excuse
the act 3 unable to make the restitution yourself, you
should have delegated the task to your mistress, whose
fricnd the lady was,”

“Och to be sure, this is a mighty fine sounding
story, of which siv I bclave not a word ; the handker-
chief is mine, and T'll engage 1 could produce morc
than a dozen that are fellows to it. If it was the
lady’s, as you pretind, ye might have given it to Mr.
Clarence,” cried Mrs. Laggon, with a nod of tricmph,

“ Clarence ! repeated Mr. Auber.
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 Yes, sir,” rejoined she, as if willing to lead from
the point in debate, or confuse it with other circum-
stances ; * he was a young man that lodged in my house
iu Lunnun, a painter by profession, and a Frenchman
by birth; a poor, mane, melancholy-looking crature,
and yet he was comely too; and sorry enough I was
after T had taken him, for 1 belave he was at times as
bare of money as a plucked pigeon is of feathers ;
however, that was an unlucky room, and so I let him
stay.”

“ He paid you for it,” cried Margaret ; as if enducd
with a courage in defence of another, however she
might want it for hersclf.

“And did 1 say he did not ?” sharply retorted her
mistress ; “ but how much ? I’ll engage that he was as
much attinded as if he’d been a prince; many's the
bitter word and hard blow he caused; for want you
when I wonld, yc were always readying Mr. Clarence’s
placc, or doing something »or other besides my work ;
and | wish I’d done what I often threatened, and
turned ye into the streets, and you’d have scen whe-
ther he or the fine young lady you spake of would have
hiit out a helping hand to ye.

] should bave little fear,” cried Margaret, * nor
would I ask a better fate than to serve that young
lady all the days of my life ; for if there is an angel out
of heaven it is she.”

 Perhaps I might assist you in finding her;” cried
Mr. Auber, whom other interests than those of com-
passion now began to agitate. ““What was the lady’
name ?”

“ Oh sir! I do not know, but her handkerchief, God
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bless her, is marked A.B.; and that might convinee
you ma'am,” she continued, turning to Mrs. Laggon,
““that the handkerchicf is vot yours.”

Scetou heard not the reply: the conviction that the
Jady was Adela Belmount, and that Clarence was the
individual to whom, when in town, she paid those
mysterious visits, which had once excited his own sur-
prise, and occasioned whispers which reached him
from other quarters, took entire possession of his soul.
But he was above availing himself of the mcans of in-
formation now presented hina,

“ 1 will speak of you,” at length he said, rousing
himself from the reverie into which he bad been
plunged, “to a very worthy woman, the housckeeper
of Lord Egremont.  Wait upon her to-morrow even-
ing. You of course know his lordship’s mansion,
about two miles bence.  Use my name,”” he continued,
giving her a card, ¢ and she will see you immediately.
Then,” addressing Mrs. Laggon, “you will, I trust,
have the good feeiing not to impede this poor girl’s en..
deavours to better ber condition; if you persist in
persccuting her, I will have the affair so investigated,
as shall at oucc cstablish that of which I am alrcady
convinced—her innocence, and draw down on your-
self the punishment you merit.”

He was passing on towards the door, when Mrs.
Laggon put her apron to her eye, to wipe or scem Lo
wipe away a tcar, as she interrapted his departure,

¢ QOch sir! what shall | say? ye’ll condemn me as a
mane basec woman, though all T did was for Judy's
(Margaret I should say) for Margaret’s good. I did'nt
snow who your honour might be, and she’s a poor
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fatherless and motherless girl. Och that I should strike
my Lord LEgremont’s son! Och that my band had
dropped off before 1 gave that unlucky blow ! Och, sir.
your howvor, my lord, I hope you're uot offinded ! 1
hope you’ll pardon my ignorance, and excuse it on the
account of passion. Och! Och! that things shou'd
full s0.”

Shic had by this time worked herself into a torrent
of tears.  Mr. Auber coldly assured her that her
crror was pardoned, bade Margaret good night, and
departed.

“Now Judy, my heart I’ eried she, addressing the
poor girl, as soon as the door was closed on her
protector, <1 have brought yon good luck at last. 1'll
go with ye to the henscekeeper’s to-morrow, and you
shall have my new cloak on and every thing to make
ye look respictable ; and never trust me, but Pl spake
a good word for ye ; I've a bad timper, but U've a good
heart in the main. and that’s true for me. Ab! now
Judy you know it is ! and yc’ll not forgit me and poor
Robert Laggon, when you're in the great lord's kitchen,
Many's the dainty bit there you'll sce cust to the dogs,
bad luck to them. And I'll come and see yvou some-
times, Judy, Margaret 1 mane; it'll look well to have
u respictable body belonging to you. Och! and Pat
M’Cormac uscd to say, I wasa fine portly woman, and
that’s not seven ycars ago; and who knows, but that
you may have to dance at my next wedding soon.
Come, come, and have your supper now along wi’ me,
before the boys conie back, and we'll have a drop of
whiskey, to make us forget what’s gone by, and to
make merry on what's to come.”
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CHAPTER XXVL.:

“ Love has chased sleep from my enthralled eyes

And made me waichers of my own heart's sorrow.

Oh! gentle Protheus, Love's a mighty lord,

Aud hath so humbled me, that T confess

There is no woe to his correction ;

Nor to his service, any joy on earth.
SHAKESPEARE.

Tuk next morning, during breakfast, Mr. Auber de-
1ailed the outlines of the event of the preceding even-
ing to Miss Egremont and the Captain, and then ring-
iug the bell, desired the housekeeper to step up stairs
for a moment.

« Mrs. Wells,” he cried, as the goardian of the store-
room entered, *a young person will be here this even-
ing, whom I have your lady’s permission,” waving his
hand towards Miss Egremont, *“ to beg you will make
roum for, in any department of the establishment for
which you may think her fitted. She is an orphan,
and friendless ; [ think, I need not say more to reccom-
mend her to your compassion.”

¢« Youw’ll be kind to her, Wells,” cried Miss Egremont,
languidly ; who had been flattered by Mr. Auber’s re-
ference to herself, and had, besides, played the amiable
ever since her aunt’s death. I suppose,” she con-
tinued, turning to her futore husband, “she would
not be suited to attend about my person.”

18 3n
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1 fear not,” he replied, smilingly, as he mentally
contrasted the claborate elegance of Miss Egremont’s
appearance, with the clumsy rusticity of the humble
Margaret ; “she would be any thing but an assistant
to Miss Wilson,” he resumed, glancing at the lady’s
own maid, who just then entered the room with a
little French dog in her arms, the petted favourite of
her voung and silly mistress.

“ My little Flo !’ eried Sophia, as the animal evinced
its delight on approaching her; ¢“ Do Secton look at
the foud and faithful creaturc, how it loves me. |
don’t think it is quite well, Wilson, have you noticcd
it has np appetite 2 Give me one of those biscuits, mv
dear Captain—she is fond of them.  Take my gloves,
Wilson,” as she drew them off, and prepared to break
the bisenit inte a saucer, into which she had already
poured some cream,

“ Permit me to prepare it, madam !” said the maid.

“No, no,” cried her lady; “ Flo will like it best
from the band of her fond mistress.  Put her cushions
this way; why she really will not touch it!” she ex-
cluimed, with nffected distress, as she endeavoured to
persuade her favourite to take the food she had prepared
for it.  Secton, what can be the matter with the dear
little creature ? Wells, do feel her little foot, is it not
quite hot ? Ob she is certainly ill, and [ shall be quite
wretched. Look at her, Captain, what do you think
of her >=~What has she had this morning, Wilson ?”

While she thus kept a crowd vaporing about her,
who in their hearts despised, though paying her the
most servile devotion, her disgusted lover left the room.
The refined and superior Adela obtruded an image on



OR, LOVE AT FIRST SIGUT, 427

his fancy, that he vainly tried to shut out. Not such
he thought the manner in which she would have lis-
tened to the story of poor Margarct ; not such the ob-
ject that would have withdrawn her attention from it.
How swcet with such a being to search the homes of
sorrow and distress ; to raise the drooping head of
sulfering and despondence 3 to soothe the couch of
sickness and of pain ; to rescue the oppressed, and re-
compense the good.  He pictured to himself the mild
beanty of her face, while breathing prayer or pity for
the wretehed 5 the celoquence of her large and tearful
eyes 3 the gracefulness of her bending form 5 the fine
moulding of her ministering hand ; and continuing the
sketch his faney drew too well, and loved tdo much,
he imaged her return from offices of charity, with the
balm of conscious goodness at her heart, and the bliss
ol muuy blessings on her head : at first her air serious,
not sad; her spirit calwm, not cold; till gradually as
other objects circled round her, and called on her at-
tention, she grew into gaiety, and kindled the charms
of her sparkling intellect and glowing nature ; while
her celestial countenance by turns exhibited

* The tear that enjoyment can gild with a smile,
And the smile that compassion can turn to & tear.”’

“That prized and precious assemblage of all that is
valuable and sweet in woman, never must be mine,”
be cried ; “in its place comes to my arms a cold in-
sipid child of fashion, who wears her feelings like her
baubles—for display ; who moves like a puppct on the
springs of ctiquette; who can neither meet the ele-
vation of my mind, nor the warmth of my heart. Tam
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rightly punished for entering so lightly into an engage-
meunt so solemn. What would be the consequence of
breaking it? Sophia loves me, not as I might have
been loved —but as deeply as her nature would per-
mit—nheartless to all, she has never been inseusible to
me. That thought alone forbids an act alien alike to
gratitude and homour. She has lost too a considerable
fortune, that golden lure that won my father to usc his
fatal agency. Would not she—would not the world
believe, that this had some influence on my falling
away from the troth | had pligbted her. It must never
be ; Sophia must be my wife—and that too shortly.
And she, whom would that I bad never seen, or seen
much sooner, must bless a happier, and 1 hope, a better
man than [ am. Clarence,” he continued, as he paced
too and fro in his revom, “I will use myseclf to rhat
name; chase from my heart the cold unchristian
feeling that hitherto has made me shun him, streteh
forth to him the hand of fellowship and friendship, and
teach my heart to hold him as a brother. Adela shall
smile, though not on me; and the knowledge of her
happiness and prosperity, shall gild my life with a re-
flected joy, a moonlight Justre.”

This was his mood of mind when Lord Egremont's
return brought the news of the approaching visit of
Lord and Lady Milsom, Caroline, Adels, and Lord
Elmer, with the probable addition of the Earl and
Clareuce.

¢ Pray how fares my Lord Elmer’s suit 2"’ asked the
Captain, as the gentlemen sat over their wine, after
Miss Egremont withdrew. ..

“In trath, to judge by his looks, but sadly,” replicd
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his lordship : ““ but perhaps he will exemplify the old
adage, *slow but surc.” “To turn from him to one of
another mettle, what think you of Oscar’s fortune

“What, Mr. Finley ?” said the Captain, © [ have not
heard a word of him, save that he is rapidly and most
miraculously recovering his health !

I hope,” cried Secton, smiling, * he is not playing
Pate in peril again.”

¢ No faith; he’s playing pate in a coronet, and he’s
goune over to St. Patrick’s land, to try how it fits, His
brother has taken a flying leap after the old peer his
father, leaving no issue, and our nimble friend has no-
thing to do but to vaultgnto the vacant place. By the
by, what would you say Captain, if he took your
daughter up behind him now, as he did on an cxpedi-
tion somewhat more perilons, and less profitable
lately.”

¢ Why provided it had a happicr issue, I should re-
joice in such an event ;" cricd Captain Auber, bright-
cuing at the very thought.

“Well, T think if she is wise, she will be as willing
now as she was then, and Lady Rutledge will be a
good name to be presented by ?”

¢ When is his lordship’s return from lrcland ex-
pected ?”* asked the Captain eagerly.

“ Very shortly, 1 understand 5 and I'll bet five hun-
dred to one, that he comes to Woburn ou the wings
of love, and scales the heights of matrimouny with the
same daring he did those of Dove Dale. By Jove,
they had a pretty cooing business of it there. Love
tock him up, and death stood at the bottom, to catch
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him when he tumbled down, but he chcated the
gristly monster most miraculously.”

“[ rejoice to see your lordship in such improved
spirits ; [ think you are as merry a chronicler, as cver
bore record of mortality,” observed Sceton.

“ Why what’s the good of lamcating the dead, when
they have left you room to rejoice for the living ? Now
Mrs. Saugrober’s has been a melancholy loss—the
goosc is gone and no golden eggs—buat a truce to re-
flections that sadden me. Here's to the health of
Lady Rutledge that is to be, in wine,” eried he, hold-
ing his glass up to the light, ¢ bright as her ruby lips,
though not perhaps as sweet.'@

Her father aud brother joined in the pledge, and
Lord Egrenmont resumed—

« Come, if it should be as I suspect, what say you
to a double wedding, and let us set the brother and
sister afloat on the occan of wedlock the same day.”

“On carth nothing cotld make me happicr,” an-
swered the Captain, ““and | return the compliment
your lordship has just paid me, by drinking the future
Mrs. Auber.”

The future bridegroom called upon all his recently
cogitated philosophy to do honour to the toast. But
there is a sparkling about true hilarity and real glee,
that is beyond the powers of imitation ; and Sceton’s
tamce counterfeit did not escape Lord Egremont, who
burst into a loud laugh, exclaiminge=—

“D—un it Auber, you look as if you were drinking
sour wine, and trying to fancy it sweet. Never fear,
you'll find a way out of the rocks and shoals of this
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samc occan that we arve about lanuching you upon.
I'm sorry for the loss of part of the cargo, but it may
cast up yet, and if it don’t, you’ll have crough to carry
you through wind and tide.”

“] hope, my lord, you do not imagine the circum-
stance of Miss Egremont’s diminution of fortune, has
made any difference to me ?”’

I should not have blamed you if it bad. DBat who
have we here 2" he cried, turning his head as the door
opened.  The sarvant announced Mr. DBolton and his
son ; and immediately after, the beautiful boy, with
the papa that was his prototype, severally made their
bows.

¢ Mr. Boltoun,” cried his lovdship rising, and speak-
g with great emphasis, € welcome to Woburn ; and
you, the worthy son of a worthy futher, 1 am heartily
glad to sec you both—more glasses Frank., What
news from the stock exchauge, and its cousin on the
north of Cornhill 2’

The elder Mr. Bolton was a man of few words 3 aud
very laconically veplicd, with 2 siguificant shake of the
head—

“Little good.” .

“Indeed ! cried his lordship, ¢“1 should be sorry
to hear you say so, only I believe that you do it me-
chanically. That has been your unvarying reply (o
that question for the last thirty years.”

“Truer than ever:” rejoined the old man.

“T rcjoice to see you looking so well, gentlemen 3
eried Captain Auber, drinking to them, as some un-
easy feelings came across him, on the score of sundry
pounds that had long been owing to the father, and
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sundry blows which had been so lately dealt to the
son. .

“ Why Robert,” cried Lord Egremont, as he filled
thc near glasses, and pushed the decanters, “you
made rather s precipitate retreat from us last summer.
Lord Elmer’s was a complete ¢ crack-skull common,’
I wonder we all got away alive.”

€ Ah !” said the younger Bolton, fetching a deep sigh
at the memory of his mishaps, ¢ I wonder I'did. IPve
often talked of it since, believe me, °God fits the
back to the burthen,” or I should never have survived
all T went through-—such horrid frights! Any body
clse of the family here 27 he glded, lowering his voice
as he addressed the question to his lordship, and nod-
ding towards the captain, who was getting deep in
conversation with the old merchuanut.

“ No !” replied Lord Egremont.

“ And pray,” cried the ingenuous Robert, gain-
ing courage from the assurance, ‘‘ how is the poor
young man Miss Caroline toppled down the rock ?”

““ Ready to climb another,” rejoined his noble host ;
‘“ and what is more, with the same partner.”

“ Well to be sure!” cried the young cit, raising
his eyes with astonishment at such unheard-of te-
merity.

*“ Ah ! I think he has bad a lesson that should teach
him to look before he leaps; but the gencral mode is
to leap first and look after,” said Lord Egremont.

“Vain retrospect |” exclaimed Sceton, who found
himself pretty much in that case.

“80 Mr. Frederic’s superscded, 1 see,” resumed
young Bolton ; “I'm glad of it.”
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*¢ Sir Charles Linden and Mr. Frederic Auber,” au-
neunced the servant, again throwing open the dining-
rvom door.

Bolton turned pale, uttered a short ejaculation, and
got round by his father. His emotion was however
unmarked, from the general sensation the new arrival
created.

Frederic sprang ioto the room with ajl his usual
life, and brillinney of appearance ; embraced his father
and brother after the fashion of a tragedy hero; but
immediately after, pressed  their hands  with  the
warmth of sincere affection; and baving  grected
Lord Egremont, turncd to the Boltons with an air
which evinced an utter oblivion of all that bad ever
oceurred in the way of injury or offence to the
younger, whom he saluicd by the title of little Mer-
vary.

“So Oscar’s Lord Rutledge ! be exclaimed, soon
after he was scated 3 ““why that fellow has had the
devil’s luck and his own 3 who that saw him capering
trom Renard’s Hole a few months ago, would have
have thought of his getting his fox’s head under a
coronet.”

“ Whete dia you bear of that ?” inquired his bro-
ther.

“Where we are just come fiom—Richmond,” he
replied, “and where we have left the Marquis and
Marchioness.”

“ And Adela !’ rejoined Sir Charles, significantly.

“ Aye indeed ! cried Lord Fgremont, ¢ she gave
promise of being a beautiful gitl when 1 saw her. s
it the case?”

19 31



434 THE BEAU1TY OF THE BRITISH ALPS;

¢ Nay, ask I'rederic, my lord,” cricd the baronct,
““he is best able to answer that question.”

Frederic laughed and coloured.

“Hoh! Holh ! quickly replied his lordship, “and
he has struck to a forcign flag at last. By Jove, wed-
dings will be as plenty as blachberries.  Captain Au-
ber, allow me to congratulate you on a daughter in
perspeetive, whom T am certain will every way mect
vour wishes.  Gentlemen, here’s Mr. Frederic Au-
ber’s welcome home, and may he soon be a happy
man.”’

Frederie rose, and bowed to the compliment, while
his ingenuous countenance spmrhled with delight. A
spirit of hilarity animated the party, and under the
cover of the general conversation, Captain Auber came
round to his son, and asked him il there was any
thing scrious in the allusion Sir Charles Linden had
made with regard to the marquis’s danghter.

¢ Certainly, my dear sir;” he replied, in the same
under tone in which his father had addresscd him,
“ It waits but your sanction.”

The delighted father pressed his band in expressive
silenee, while Secton, who bhad noted what had past,
cuvied the happy volatility of his brother’s nature.

“ And what, in the name of dulness, have you all
been about, since I’ve been gone.  You appenr to me
to have been dreaming your lives away,” cried Fre-
deric ; ““How is Miss Egremont 2

“Well, as a very great loss will let her be,” replicd
her father, ¢ her little aunt, and her large fortunc;
that’s the rub, Mr. Boulton, But come, she must
have cxpected us ere this, in the drawing room,” and
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his lordship rose ; a movement which was immediately
followed by all the gentlemen present.

Miss Egremont was seated in great state, attended
by some of her satellites, who imitated her airs, and
echoed her sentiments.  Having no one near her to
contest the supremacy she loved, looking very pretty,
and very elegantly attired, she received the gentiemen
in high spirits, and appeared to more than usual ad-
vantage.

“ Upnn mny soul Sophia improves,” whispered Fre-
deric to his brother.

“Ldov’t think you can say as much of me,” was
the reply. .

“Why no; you might say as does Faulkland, ¢ Have
[ been the life and soul of company ?* and I might an-
swer as did Absolute.”

“And with more absolate truth,’
“but you appear to have importcd a fresh stock of
gaicty, of the true Gallic order ?”

“What do you say to following my prescription?
I've some notion vou've a touch of the same malady.”

“The same medicine acts not the same on all con-
stitutions.”

“Try it, try it,” said his brother; “there is a
magic in the air of France. Love is an cpidemic,
and the Dbest plan is to leave the place where it
rages.”

*“ And what is marriage ?” cried Sccton, in a tonc
of more melancholy than he was aware,

“ Why somctimes a chrouic distemper. You scem
to me something like the parson’s borse, to have no
inclination to carry double. But come, you were

’

cried Sceton

13
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born to adorn the world, and to be happy; you ate
infinitcly more deserving of being so than I am, and
shall be so. The flowers are now springing that will
strew your future path.”
Secton replied in the following lines—
** Nay tell me not a heam will break
Above my path, and gild my way:

That where T tread the flowers will wale
Aud woo the sunny beam to stay.

No, there’s a cold and hovering cloud
Approaching, o’cr my fate to cast

A sombre gloom. a deathly shroud.
And mar each beam of brightness past.””

1 shall scold you, Sceton, for thus cugrossing your
brother,” cried Miss Egremont, advancing 1o join
them ; * remember he has been as long lost to me as
to you. Dear Frederie,” she added playfully, * What
have you brought me from France :

“Myself " cried he; could T bring you any thing
better ?7 *

“Nay, but T am surc you have not forgotten e,
Frederic ; and you will let me sce your taste, in culling
from a land of tasteful trifles,  What would you have
brought me, Secton, had you gone, instead of your
brother

“ A broken heart ! he answered, with a sigh.

“Oh! that would bave been better as a parting
gift, than as onc on your return, Scetou.  Papa, what
would you bave brought me from France?” And
thus she went with the same silly question to every
onc in the room, canvassing for compliments.  She
was very generally gratificd, for the geutlemeu were
in high «pirits, and had not sparcd the bottle.  She
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was besides the daaghter of their host, the pretticst
woman in the rooin, and an heiress. She drank of the
intoxicating draughts of flattery with an unsatiated
thirst; and in proportion as her vanity became inflated,
did she become more ridiculously weak ; till at last she
liad the folly to mention some lines which had been
written in her praise, and was on the point of favouring
the company with them, when her father interrupted
her, vremarking that he had committed a theft, aud
stolen some leaves from Lady Milsom’s album, but
that he bad acknowledged his crime before he went,
and obtained pardon; and in reward of his honest
confession, had been permitted to retain what he had
so felovinusly taken.

“ Mr. Auber,” he continued, “ you are a fine readcr,
oblige me by reading these pages to the company.”

Sceton took the leaves, with a slight inclination of
the head, that at once acknowledged the compliment,
yet modestly disavowed the superiority the preference
nmplied ; bat he had so soouer cast his eyes on them,
than he perecived the writing was Adela Belmont’s,
and the palpitation of his heart precluded the pos-
sibility of rcading them without betraying his emo-
tion.

“ 1 am uncqual to the task of doing this justice, my
lord. 1 was not aware it was poetry, when I—="

“Your lordship should bave sclected me,” inter-
rupted Frederic, snatching the leaves from his brother,
whom he with pain beheld so much affected ; ¢ make
me a rostrum, 1 like to do every thing in form. But
uo; I am not in a mood, neither ; allow me to propose
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Sir Charles Linden, even Harry Hotspur had beard
poetry from his mouth with pleasure.”

I undertake the office out of mere shame, that a
lady’s production should thus go begging for a reader,
and the company be in the meaun time kept, like thirsty
travellers, in view of a fountain, whose waters are
denied them :”” and bowing to his aunditors, he read the
following poem with taste and fecling.

LAKE LEMAN,
A TALE.

Descending doy had ceased to throw
O’er Lemans luke its Jucent glow,
Though still its burnished waters lay
All glowing fiom the noontide ray.

The Alpine nountains® towering height
Scarce tinged with day’s retiring Light,
In sullen grandeur widely thiew
Around their base a deeper hue,

The lofty pines and herbage gave
Their image to the glassy wase,

And broke with shadowy grace the light
That clse were too intensely boaght.

No sighing winds in murmurs rose,

To break sooth’d natare'’s calm repose
But all was silent as the ray

That flitted to the west away.

Ah ! such the hour <o sweet, so ealm,
When love renews cach vanish'd eharmn ,
When masing fancy loves to trace

And image some remembered grace ;
Some parting look, that left its light
Where absence shed a decper night,

Thus Eva stray'd to shed the tear,
And breathe the sorrows none ight hear;
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The secret woe, too deep, too niuch.
For friend to soothe, or time to touch.

Yet oft the beams of transient mirth
Would kindle in her soft bluc eye,

But like the light that gilds the eurth,
When parting summer quits the sky ;

1t spoke of pleasures dear, but past,

And sparkled but to be o’creast ;

And those who heard ber laugh, would say,

"T'was sunshine in a wintry day.

“Ob! Edmund I must cease to breathe
T'o even breathe thy name of love ;
And T must tear cach rosy wreath
That ever for thy brows T wove.
The flowers you kiss’d and gave to me,
'T'his fond, this foolish heart has cherish'de—
Oh! still their sweetness breathes of thee,
Though cvery brighter charm has perisbed !
I must not dare to love thee now,
1 must forget each phghted vow;
From thy remembrance learn to part,
And tear thy image from my heart.”

Her white arms folded o'cr the breast,
Whose pulses knew no pause of rest ;
Her upraised eyes, her mournful air
Spoke all the calmness of despair:
But kindling to a decper glow,

She woke to wild and frenzy’d waoc.

¢« Edmund ! she shrieked,  this placid lake
Eva her last cold bed will make;

Here shall her martyr’d heart repose,

And find a refuge from her woes ;

*T'was here you first to passion woke 1t,

And here Oh! Edmund! here you broke 11!

Who clasped her form with that wild air
That mingled madness, love, despair ?
Whose throbbing breast received her head,
That droop’d as if Life’s light had fled?
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¢ Wake Eva, wake! look up and bless
This blasted, withered heart once more ;

One smile to soothe death’s bitterness,
Onc parting kiss, and all is o’cr.

Turn not away, but hear me love

By every beam that burns above—

T'his heart is thine, (though wreck'd and curst,)

Unchanged to thee, as when it first

Caught from thine eyes the soul-felt flame

That now it trembles but to name.

1 pledged the perjured vow tis trae

That severed me from love and you,

To save a father—but ’l1s o'er.

And fortune cannot rack me movre.

Yet, Eva, when thy worshipper

For ever lost his gruiding star,

Then most he 1ovcd ite light, and felt

That suns mght fade, and rochs nught welt,

But Eva would remain to him,

When every other sun was dim

A beam of brightness o’er his fate,

To mahke it look more desolate

Ol ! what were worlde of wealth to me !

Had life 2 charm when Iost to thee ?

One smile from those dear hips of thime

Were worth it, were the world of mine.

< 1 fled the scene where horror shed

Her direst evils o'er my head ;

‘T'o seek again the hallow’d shade

‘Where blessed with Eva once 1 stray’d—
To view cach sacred spot again,

Ah'! worshipped, loved, aud view'd in vain
To bless her name, and then to make

My silent grave in Leman’'s lake !

«“ Edmund !” the maddened Eva cried,
¢ In death I then may be thy bride;
Without a crime partake thy gravees
Together let us seck the wave.

‘The happiest life has not the charms
Of death in Edmund’s faithful aims{
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Come, come my love, the sky grows dim,
Hark ! angels breathe our funeral hymn.
Mine, mine aguin ! minc, mine at last,
This moment overpays the past.”

IHer wald cestatic "auysh confessed,
The tumult of her frenzy'd breast ;
And yet in joy's ecstatic minute,
Her eye ne’er had such magic 1 it ;
Mer smile, her form, ne’er beam’d more bright
Than on that wild and fatal mght
And Edmund felt its potent spell
Through all the pulses of his frame,
Felt his wild heart to bursting swell,
As kneeling he invohed her name

«Oh' Eva, Fva, wert thou horn to be
The vietun of a tyrant sire’s decree ?
Could the same sun that beamed when thou wert born,
Light this cold carth upon that fatal morn
That saw me yicld, ot eonward, madman fool!
My better reason to another’s rule !
Why did not death and darkness only reign,
And demeons rise to desolate the plain,
Earth from its centre raze, and hurl 1t far,
Where every stream might burst, and atom jar !
But come thou fund onc, dearer stil in death,
Spend on my lip the sweetness of thy breathe—
Fate, T defy thee now —_—?

‘They plung'd bhelow,
The waters parted to the desperate blow,
Clasp’d 1n each other’s arms, they sought the wavi—-
A hurry’d prayer for pardon Edmund gave ;
But she was all too wild, to feel or fear,
Aught but the dread of losing one too dear.
Again to lose him, and yet breathe, and hve,
Was the worst agony that fate couid give;
But death in fond devotion on his breast,
Came like the primise of eternal rest.
Gazing upon him as her only care,
The severcd wave received the fated pair;
The slumbering echoes murmured back the knell,
That woke upon the waters where they fell,

3K
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Sir Charles Linden concluded with a pathos that
hushed awhile the murmur of applause which his
graceful and cffective clocution wou for this effort of
Adela’s muse. By tarus his fine voice had sunk in
low murmurs—thrilled iu the soft accents of the love-
lorn Bva, or kindled into frenzy 5 still more power fully
and vividly did he portray the passionate and unfor-
tunate lover, till towards the close he sunk into a
deep tone of melancholy feeling, that touched every
heart with sympatby.

Every one spoke of the poem according to the tem-
per and disposition of their minds,

“ Beantitul 17 exclaimed Miss Egremont, under the
impression toat it was the production of Lady Mil-
som.

“Beautiful I echioed her attendant uymphs, with
parasiticai mimickry; and when undeecived as to the
author, were under the mortitying necessity of remain-
ing silent, ashamed to retract an culogium they had
so emphatically pronounced.

Captain Auber praised the poem, but condemucd
the subject and the sentiment.,

“Itis to such productions, that we may trace,” he
exclaimed, ““all the nusehicf of disobedicnt children,
aud uncqual matches. Love is held up as an iovin-
cible passion, which, if unfortunate, must terminate
in death or madness. Nounsense! there is no sach
thing in the world as the love poets deseribe ; and it
there is, | think the woild wonld be best without it.
I have secn many warriages in my life, and | never
knew oune founded on romantic love, happy.”

“ 1 dise say,” ericd Frederie, lauching, € you are
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quite of Mrs, Malaprop’s opivion, and you think it
best to begin with a little aversion.”

The curvent of argument ran strong against the
captain, who however very valiantly maintained bis
ground, against much lively wit, and some warm fecl-
ings, though he who could have best spoken on the
subject, remained sitent.,

Seeton had neither praised nor criticised the poem,
But he had not lost aline of 1t. 1t was founded on an
mmadent that he had himsclf related to Adela, as they
were one day conversing together at Matlock 5 and
the fate of the young tovers who had perished together
in the Lake of Ueneva, then called a tear to her eye,
that had jmpressed the narrator, as much @s the na-
rative had done her. That her time, while at Rich-
mound, had been employved on a subject so conuected
with the recollection of himscell, flushed Sceton’s check
with pleasure 3 she had given a tone also to the tule,
that touched their velative situations, and the old and
halt-formed faucies of the place he held in Adela’s
beart, again fluttercd about his own. To write as she
did, discovered an acqnaintance with the passion; he
thought with Burns, that nothing was more vapid and
incflective than love verses, by those untouched by
what they sought to paint. By the quick deduction
of natural logic, he had arrived at the certainty that
Adela Joved. Who? “vas a question he feared alike

to ask or tC answer,
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CHAPTER XXVIL

¢ Come hither Hubert. O my gentle Hubert
We owe thee much ; within this wall of flesh
There is a soul counts thee ber creditor,

And with advantage means to pay thy love
And my good fricnd, thy voluntary oath,
Lives in this bosom dearly cherished

Give me thy hand, F have a thing to say e

. . %= . . .

By beaven, Hubert, I'in almost ashamed
To say what good respect 1 have of thee.”
SUARI SPRARE,

Lorp Egremout’s departure from Richmond was
almost instantly followed by the arrival of the Marquis
de Pomenas, his lady, and his danghter, accompanicd
by Frederic and Sir Charles Linden. Few things
could cqual Lady Milsom’s joy on the occasion. To
meet an only sister, after a long scparation, is one of
those cvents in which the parest and best emotions of
the heart are culled forth.  The quick eye of affection
glances over the form, to mark what changes (if any)
the period of abscnce has produced, while every look
recals some mcemory of time past, that is sweet and
interesting.

T'he marchioness had adopted the French style so
wuch in dress and manncr, that the purity of her

inglish could alone destroy the illusion that she was
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not a Parisian, She bore a great resemblance to Lady
Milsom, but a still greater one to Caroline, though
taller and more striking than cither.  While the sisters
were embracing cach other, and Emelia was pre-
seiting her lord, Fiederie bad flown to mecet Caroline
with cager joy. From her he turned to Miss DBel-
mout, and thew held ont his hand to Lord Elmer.

When her first cmotion of delight subsided, Lady
Milsom presented Adela to ber sister, the marquis, and
te Hue young and beautiful namesake, who was a
brillisut brunette, with hair jetty as the raven’s wing,
sloe-black eyes, lips of the brightest vermillion, and a
form such as spitits might assume; ~o lighily, so de-
licately proportioned.

Adela spoke hittle Eoglish: < Oh!
with quichness, « <o difhicult pour une Franguise 5 but
dirawing Miss Belinomt aside, she soon {oaud (to
strengthen the prepossession she had immediately cou-
ceived in her fascer) that she was as fur as the lan-

v

she exclaimed

guage went, a perfect Frenchwoman,

Frederic’s impaticnee to see his father and brother,
would not permit him to stay more than a few hours
at the carl’s; but these few hours he employed in
rendering himselfl agreeable, and  facilitating  the
mutnal acquaintance of all parties with each other.

His friend Oscar was among the first for whom he
inquired ; and being satisfied respecting him, he neat
asked for Clarence.  He was absent in attendance on
Lord Lirrol at the house of a neighbouring gentleman,
The time passcd, and neither bis lordship nor his
secretary appeared.  Frederic’s patience became ex-
hausted, and he rosc to depart, delegating the task
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to his sister of muking his compliments to the Larl
of Errol, and presenting his fricudly regards to her
deliverer. Ceroline coloured from a two-fold causc,
first from the consciousness of the deep, deep interest
Clarence had in her heart; and secondly from the
tonc in which her brother spoke. It is truc there
was gratitude in Frederie’s remembrance of Clarence,
but it was of that condescending kind which a supe-
rior pays to an inferior 3 a kind of conscious scnse of
the distance that existed between them, and that be-
nefits were almost paid by such thanks.

Caroline had lier full share of family pride and all
the stiff-necked dignity of rank, but its present exhi-
bition wounded her to the soul. It gave her an
idea of the light in which her lover was, and would
be held by her family, however great might be the
courtesy his preservation of her life, and bis personal
merit procured him.

The moment Frederic and his friend were gone,
Caroline withdrew to her own room, under prctence
of baving something of importance to arrange before
she dressed for dinner.  Shutting hersclf up, she
yielded to the train of reflections which a circum-
stance so trifling as her brother’s manber had
awakcned. What is Clarcnee, she thought, in their
cyes, in the eyes of the world ? The dependant of
the carl. If they inquire further, to whom can he
trace his being? alas! be knows not, DParentless,
fricndless, with no ioheritance, save his talents
and his virtucs, how will the proud Aubers spurn
him should he seek to blend his unknown name with
theirs.  Duaty and love in iy case are incompatible :
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I must renounce the one or the other. At that mo-
ment the sound of our heroine’s vuice as she passed
the door, struck her car.  She opened it and beheld
her with the gay young Parisian leaning om her
arm.

“Come to me Aacla,” she cried, ““as soon as you
arc disengaged, | wish to speak to you.” Then ad-
dressing a few words in French to her companion, she
returned into her room.

The affectionate Adela was not slow in obeying the
swumons of her friend.

“Dear Caroline,” she cried as she glided quickly
mto the room,” has any thing occurred to distress
you? You look disturbed and uneasy !”

“ Nothing more than has existed cver since you
knew me, only circumstances have just now pressed
it puinfully on my counsideration, and my heart would
relieve itsclf by taking counsel with you, dear Adela.”

Our heroine took her hand, and pressed it affection-
alely, as she said—

“Alas ! if you, blessed with beanty, rank, and for-

tunc, are not happy, who can hope to be so. Those

”»

cnviable distinctions .

“Arec my bane” iuterrupted she. “Was 1 an
huwble, vuconnected girl, 1 should not now live
in a continual dissimulation of my feclings, and my
sentiments. I should not be in the daily practice
of wounding the heart, I'd picrce my own to heal.”

“ Wounding his heart ?’ repeated her fricud, “are
you not, have you not cver been the bliss of his ex-
istence, the solace of his fate ?”
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“No! it were better he had mever known me—it
were better he had perished in the woods of Nice.
What will be the consequence of a passion that is
hourly gaining strength ? It will lay him open to the
scorn of shallow pride, and she who would raise him
(were it in her power) to a throne, will be the instru-
ment of his humiliation.”

Adela replied, but with a sigh, perhaps more in
sympathy with Clarence, thau with Caroline.

“Tell me, Adela,” she passionatcly exclaimed, ¢ tell
me the path I ought to take in the crisis that I'feel
approaching. Before me sits my father frowning in
all the dignity of parental authority, around him are
relatives proud as himself, but richer and more cle-
vated ; in the vista I behold the long train of connce-
tions to whom I more or less belong, these call on
me to preserve my station in socicty, or pass to a
higher one.  Beside me stands my lone and friendless
Clarence, without home, country, or kindred : in pay-
ment of the assistance | would have given any of my
kind, he gave me the best affections of a noble heart.
In the biour of danger, without a moment’s selfish he-
sitation he periled his dear life for mine. In vour
nands, Adela, I place the balance. Hold it steadily,
and tell me on which side does the scale preponder-
ate. Shall I pursue the path of duty, and thus secure
my intcrests ; or that of love, and hazard the ills of
life? Shall 1 administer to my father’s pride, and
leave Clarcnce to despair; or, sharing Clarence’s
fate, renounce all the alliances of my youth

“How painful is the task that you assign me. Ob,
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Caroline, how to counscl you I know not, but how to
pity you I do.”

“ Ask your own heart,” resumed Caroline, “ I ap-
peal to that; could you in my place abandon Cla-
rence?”

“ Impossible I fervently replied Adcla, * but—"

“ But what ” impaticntly repeated her friend.

‘I would chose a middle path. Disobedience to a
parcnt is a dreadful thing ; it would poison the foun-
tain of your happiness, and dash with bitterncss the
cup of pleasure. Who can tell what may be lyiug in
embryo. Time may—"

“ Yes,” again interrupted Caroline ; “ [ will tell you
what time will do. Tt will add the force of habit to
the strength of passion, and malke the daily intercourse
we now enjoy, as necessary to our existence as the
air we breathe. Time will cement the union of our
hearts, till the wrench that is to sever them must de-
stroy, before it can divide. Time will bring my father,
with his stern command, and his proud ambition,
rendered more severe by former disappointments, and
I must brave reproaches and persuasion on the oue
side, and all the agony of silent soffering and unuttered
sorrow on the other.”

‘“ Have paticnce, dearest Caroline, T know ’tis
bitter, but its fruit is sweet. Do not anticipate sorrow
ere it comes. Some refuge may yet—"

“ Yes, it is casy to talk thus calmly with a heart at
rest,” petulantly exclaimed Caroline; “to preach to
me of patience, is like lulling to repose the victim at
the stake. Adela, if T am driven to extremity, will
you stand my fricud ?” .

19 3.
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“ Why should you doubt it?”

“ Will you become the companion of my flight, if a
step so desperate is neccssary, and gencrously muke
an interest for me with your mother, that we may
find a sanctuary in her home, till we can determine on
some plan for the future ?”

Adcla paused, at once astonished at the rapidity aud
determination with which Caroline appcared to form
her plans : and alarmed at the idea of being implicated
in an action that appeared to her so fearful: feeling
too, as she did, bow much she bhad already suflered
fron. acting as Carolinc’s confidant.

“You hesitate :”" cried the ardent and impetaovs
Miss Auber.  “ You would desert me at a moment |
most need the conntenance and support of a female
fricud ! I thought 1 had in Adcla a sister, and how
often have 1 heard you say, you held Clareuce as a
brother.  But you are right—desert us; prudence
will appland the deed. By all but one forsaken, and
forgotien 3 be who has known so well the bitter-
ness of destitution, shatl teach me to bear the only
one that wounds me—the desertion of Adcla Bel-
mont "

With all the poweiful aids of a fine voice, of speak-
ing attitude, an expressive countenance, and a grace-
ful form, Caroline did not nced the avxiliary that arosce
to her assistance ; it was a look that spoke she was
the sister of Seeton Auber.  Never bhad she looked so
like him. There was a softening in her eye, an ex-
pression about her mouth, a mnclancholy in her tones,
that would have struck any one, however superficially
acquainted with him ; how much more that one who
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had studied him till she had every look and touc of
his by hcart.

Throwing herself into Caroline’s arms, with an ar-
Jour which her friend gratefully placed to the account
of friendship, she gave her the most unlimited assu-
rances of assistance and support.

When they descended together to the saloon, Adela
thought of the days when Caroline had first made her
the confidant of the secret of her heart, and she felt as
if they were coming over again. They found the room
full of company ; Adcla, and ber beautiful step mother
the marchioness, werc the universal points of attiae-
tion, as much from their novelty as their beauty.  So
dear is novelty to those to whom habits of loxary and
indulgence have long left nothing new to look upon ;
whese exhausted minds sigh for enjoyment in the
midst of saticty,

The friends glanced round the company for the ob
ject of their late conversation, but Clarence was not
there, and Caroline began to feel uncasy at his length-
cned absence. She was almost tempted to make some
inguiry of the earl, but she fearcd the circumstance
might excite railery or remark, and his lordship was
besides engaged in carnest conversation with the mar-
guis.  She had bitherto preserved a most guarded line
of conduct, though the nataoral gaicty of her manner
laid her less open to remark, than one who was more
habitually reserved ; if she betrayed herself, it was in
the loss of her spirits, not their exuberance. Ths was
her case at the present moment, her mind being too
much abstracted to attend to many who successively
uddressed Ler. At leogth Clarence appeared, and
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fixed her attention. She marked his air, which
blended defcrence to the rank around him, with so
much of the sclf-possession of consciqus merit, that it
was difficult to say which swayed his manner most.
She marked the graceful urbanity, which gilding the
surface of a melancholy fortune, always retained a
trace of that which it covered, and rarely mantled with
gaiety. A light flashed into his eyes as he met hers,
and he was approaching the place where she was
seated, when the voice of the Marquis de Pomenars,
elevated in giving a description of a battle, induced
bim to turn. Carolinc glanced from bhim to the object
that had attracted his attention, and behcld the mar-
quis, who was in uniform, with his tall figure drawn
to its ntmost height, and bis right arm extended, as if
charging at the head of his troops.  She could not but
admire him, but he did not long withdraw her cyes
from Clarence, to whom turning them again, she per-
ceived the colour had fotfsaken his cheek, while a sin-
gular expression was scated in his pallid face ; again
she looked to the marqguis, who at that moment fixed
his eyes on Clarcence, with a look of quick and yet
doubtful recognition, and instantly addressed the carl
ds if making inquiries respecting him.

An apprchiension she could not define, thrilled her
frame with an icy colduess, and kept her the immove-
able spectatress of a scene, which whispered terror to
her soul without the agency of language. Twice was
the offer of Lord Elmer’s arm made, as the company
began to move to dinner, before she was made sensible
of the necessity of rising; when she did, she walked
on mechanically, and took her scat at the tablc, in the
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same manner. Beside her sat the marquis, and when .
he first spoke she started as at the bursting of a can-
non ; the next moment she looked around for Clarence,
but he was not present. With an cffort of memory
almost as wondcerful as Hawvnibal’s, who could name
cvery soldicr in his army, she in her mind called over
the company to ascertain if any one else was absent,
with whom he might yet appear. Al were assembled
save only him. She called for a glass of water, to
keep herself from fainting. The marquis again spoke,
but his voice sounded as if muffled, and at a distance,
and she vainly tried to catch the sense of what he
said. She cndeavoured to cat, but she could not
swallow a morsel.  With the utmost ctfort she kept
aer place till dinner ended, and anxiously watched the
signa! for withdrawing, which as the conversation was
general and agrecable, was uncommonly protracted.
She had becn seated at dinner by persons compara-
tively strangers to her, so that her emotion which
would have attracted the atteution of Adela, Lady
Milsom, or any who knew her intimately, cxcited
but little notice. The number of the party also pre-
clnded  her approaching them, as they kept the
dining-room attended by many of the gentlemen, so
that Caroline made her escapc almost wholly unob-
served.

She crossed the hall, and was flying up stairs, when
her coursc was arrested by Mr. Chudleigh, who would
have led her to the drawing room ; but she broke from
him, and was hastening to the seclusion of her own
apartment, just as Clarence approached her.

“Iodulge me with a moment’s conversation,” said



454 THE BEAUTY OF THE BRITISH ALPS;

he in a low voice. She gave him her hand in silence,
and suffered herself to be conducted to the library.
He placed her in a scat, and pressed her hand to his
lips as be did so, then turned to the table at which he
had been writing letters, and placed and replaced some
of the papers. The composurc he had struggled to
attain, had evidently forsaken him. Caroline rosc
from the chair in which he had placed her, and ap-
proached him.

¢¢ Clarence, what is the mecaning of these dreadful
fears that chill my heart; this agitation, this emotion,
against which you vaiuly combat? Tell me for hea-
ven's sake 1

He pressed his vurning forchead with his hand, as
he caught her’s with the other.

“The dream is past I” he cried, “1 thought my fe-
licity was too great to last. Again I shall go forth a
solitary wretch. Would that the suffering were all
my own ; but I shall pldnt a pangin this kind heant =
and as he spoke, he drew her towards him, and pressed
her to his bosom.

“To what does all this lead ?”’ she cried, ¢ Whence
your emotion at mecting the marquis ? - Oh! Clarence
tell me all1”

1 need but tell you one thing. [ must fly, forget
me ; let me not make a wreck of this fair temple. For
myself, it little matters where I am cast, or what wiki
wave may henceforth overwhelm me: but yon, the
loved of many, the delight of all, you should have
shunned companionship with one, who gulfed in sor-
row and calamity, draws all that loved bhim into comn-
mon ruin. I have brought you hither Caroline, for
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—a sad task, but ’tis a last one !”” emotion choked his
ntterance, and she clung to him as she cried—

« Speak intelligibly, Clarence. Let me know the
worst. I am no coward, do not fear to tell me, I shall
hear it firmly.”

<1 am glad to hear you say so,” he answered, with
affected calimness ; ¢ Let me see no tecar then to un-
man me, &s thus I press you for the last, last time to
this sad hcart. Farewcll my life, my Caroline, for
ever.”

¢ Clarence, would you drive me mad? What do
vou mean ?”’

“ That T nmmst fly this place immediately, and you
tor ¢ver. | sece the evil destiny that pursues, will
never feave me.  The marqnis is my sapenor officer ;
he views me as | am—a deserter and a murderer, vir-
taa'ly if not actually. 1 know well the colonrs in
which Le Gant has painted me.”

“ Rut the marquis is too noble,” exclaimed Caro-
line;  and are you not safe under the protection of
the laws of another country 2"

“The marquis has a duty to perform, and power to
aid him in its cxccution ; but were he even willing to
wave that power and that duty, he is a public n:an,
and I must not offend him with my presence, branded
as I am. As little can I stay to mecct degradation,
where hitherto I have only met distinction. We have
indulged too long in visions that never may be realized.
You are destined to adorn an clevated sphere; I to
range through life an alien and an outcast. You will
think of me sometimnes, Caroline, in after life, with
less pain T trust, but not with less pity, less estcem



456 THE BEAUTY OF THE BRITISH ALPS;

than now. And I— but this is vain ! ’tis draining the
little courage I have left, and I shall want it all when
we have parted. Oh! to have breathed so long be-
side thee ; to have studied all thy charms and graces
till my eyes grew familiar with their dazzling lustre ;
and then to rush into the cimmerian night of absence !
cternal absence! like & second Adam banished from
Paradise, with all a wild and unknown world before
me.”

“ Fear it not, my Clarence, when thy Eve goes with
thce. Nay, do not question or dispute my resolution,
Be your fortune what it may, from this hour | share
it. Trust me, | bave no terrors for the future.  Borne
up by mutual love, we cannot fall ; ’tis only separation
makes vs weak.”

“Do I hear aright? pause awhile, my love; tempt
me not thus, make me not the wretch to scize you at
a fund unguarded moment, and drag you down a gulf
you nc’er can rise from, Look, look around, sce what
you would lcave—rank, fortune, pleasure, and distinc-
tion. What do you embrace ? poverty, obscurity, nay
dishonour.”

“ Not so ; dishonour never yel was coupled with the
name of Clarence, and werce it so, branded by all the
world, you're whitc to me. You make a false estimate
of what I leave ; without you all is barrenness ; with
you all is hope. In any other situation, there would
be an indelicacy foreign to my nature, thus to press on
you the assurance of my love : but I cannot let you fall
from a sentiment of refinement that is only fitted for
the place in which it sprung. The free and pure emo-
tions of nature, spurn the fetters of ctx'quette and cus-
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tom. It bhas cver been my feeling that, when once a
woman has confessed her attachment, every concession,
every exertion is as much due on her part as on his.
It is ounly descending from the heroics by which we
exalt ourselves into heroines, and acting on the princi-
ples of common scosc and common feelings : on sucls
I now act. Never will I forsake you, Clarence; |
turn my back on scenes that arc only bright when
shared with you. 1 will call upon the talents I pos-
sess, the resources my cducation afford me, and unite
mysclf to your toils as well us your fate.”

“Oh! noblest as vou arc dearest of created beings,”
exclaimed the penctrated Clarence: “How ill do |
deserve you, how much less, could I admit a sacrifice
such as you offcr me. The eyes of the world, the
hopes of fricuds arc on you ; far different is the clection
they expect you to make. Now at the moment that |
fecl you twined with my heart strings, and that my
love and life must cease together, honour and gratitude
bid me step back, and chase the sclfish wishes from
my heart, that love has planted there. No, first and
only idol of my soul, farewell. Like a bankrupt
wretch, I give up the last and brightest gem my
fortune boasted, rather than bory it with me in a dun-
geon.”

““ No, likc an ingrate, you would cast it from you.
Oh'! Clarence, this is no hour to indulge the fond re-
proaches of suffering love. But you go not hence, or
if you do, I go forth with you; and till you lay me in
the last cold sleep, from which there is no waking,
these cyes shall never ccasc to watch with thee, to

20 3m
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weep for thee. Never till that hour shalt thon be
again a solitary, a homeless wanderer!”

“ Merciful heaven !”” ejaculated Clarence, as be
raiscd his haunds and eyes, and then caught Caroline to
his breast;  Thou hast bestowed a treasure beyond
the pride of cmpire, or the wealth of worlds, and |
will wear her in my hecart of hearts the proudest and
the happiest of men!”

For a moment they indulged the transport of de-
voted love, as Clarence reiterated, “ My wife ! my Ca-
roline !” and she, “My preserver! my husband !”
Then, checking the violence of their feelings, they en-
tered on the consideration nccessary to the arrange-
ment for their flight.

Caroline was one of those women who in humble
lifc would have made what is termed a good manager,
a science which, though it brings its possessor nonc of
that hollow praise which is attached to more brilliant
and less useful qualificadions, is nevertheless the science
of happiness. She saw immediately the best and
readiest plans to adopt on every occasion, and was as
prompt to execute, as she was quick in the conception,
Clarence listened to her at once with delight and ad-
miration, as she sketched the whole arrangement of
their departure and progress. Informing him with
precision his best plan for procuring horses, &c, and
the gecography of the road they were to travel.

“ My sweet Caroline ! dear arbitress of my futare
destiny, will you pardon myv opposing one point of
vour arrangement ? It is that which makes Miss Bel-
mont a partucr in our flight ; it cannot aid, and might
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impede our course, while it will throw a censure
upon her she might as well avoid. Do not even
apprize her of your intention, do not cven bid her
furewell.”

I believe yon arc right, my dear Clarence. I only
thought of mysclf when I proposed her joining us.
My heart is saddeuned as I think of leaving: her, for
many a petulant and wayward bumour has she borne
from me. How could I inflict them upon one so gen-
te? Clarence, T have many faults ; but my love shall
vare or conquer them. There is not one but I will
tcar away, though it had been cherished at my heart
from childbood, if I but see it render me less dear to
you. Bat we are wasting precious momeuts ; go, aud,
as Belvidera says, ¢ Remember twelve!

Sbe had scarcely reached her own room, cre Adela
entered, declaring she had ouly just been able to break
away, and solicitously inquiring the cause of her ab-
senee. Caroline pleaded indisposition, and expressed
a fear that she bad a tendency to fever; but attribut-
ing the whole to the effect of a cold, and of auxicty
of mind,

I shall retive to bed immediately, and lie late i
the morning ;5 in (act, nurse mysclf the whole of the
day, sovereign remedies with me. Make my apologics
in the drawing-room, and particularly whisper my ex-
cuses to the new comers, I mean the ladies ; so now
dear Adela good night.”  She kissed our beroine with
unusnal tenderness, who returned her embrace with
cqual affection, and returned to the drawing-room per-
fectly unsuspicious of her friend’s resolves,

As soon as Adela was gone, Caroline rung for her
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own maid; and during the interval of solitude, her
thoughts were busicd in seeking cxcuses for the step
she meditated. Among the most prominent of which
was the certainty of Lord Rutledge declaring himself
her lover, and the support he would mect on all sides,
being a still greater favourite with her family than Mr.
Chudleigh, especially with her brothers ; and now that
he was the possessor ofa title and a fortune, she kuew
he would supersede every less opulent and distin-
guished suitor with her father.

The moment Ann appeared, her mistress pointed to
some things which in the midst of her meditations she
had been selecting from her drawers, and desired her
to pack them. The woman stared, not being aware
that her lady intended making any visit ; and observ-
ing the things chosen out were the last with which she
generally troubled herself; commouly merely looking
to a particular head-dress, and naming some other ar-
ticle of light and ornamental decoration.  But on the
present occasion, a few necessaries only were thrown
together.  Caroline could not suppress a swile at the
~ilent astonishment with which Ann went mechani-
cally through the task of packing the little trank ; and
which iucreased when she saw her lady take her jewel
casket, and a sum of money, and place it also within
the mysterious box, which unlike Pandora’s, had the
best thing at the top instead of the bottom.

“ Ann, you are surprised at all this; and so con-
vinced am 1 of your affection for me, that I will trust
you—nay, I shall nced your assistance. You are my
foster-sister, the same milk has nourished us both.
Let that circumstance have its full weight.”
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* Dear madam, I hopc I have always showed my
love and duty too well for you to doubt it at this time
of day ; and [ hope you believe there is nothing I would
not do cither to plcase or serve you.”

“Then you can do both, Ann, and by a very simple
line of conduct. A little before twelve, attend me
with that box to the garden gate, the gate that leads
into the lane.  There I shall bid you farewell. Return
to the house, and sleep in my room, and refuse admit-
tance to every onc to-morrow, under the plea of my
indisposition aud disinclination to sec any one; thus |
“hall at lcast gain a day and night before any pursuit
+an be commenced, for T imagine the day after to-
mworrow my absence must become known.”

“Good gracious madam, what do you say? is it
possible you are going to make a developement ! Oh,
madam, your papa, the captain, will kill me when he
comus 10 know that I have been a complice.  Oh'! in-
deed ma’am, let me persnade you to think—"

“ [ have thought, Ann, and determined 5 T hope you
do not expecet that any thing yowu can urge can divert
me fiom my purposc.  Manage this little commission
shitfully, keep my flight unknown as loug as you can,
aud trust me I shall recompense you for this, as well
as other services, amply.”

“Oh! my dear madam, | hope you do not think of
parting with me; and if I cannot accompany, that
you will permit me to join you aftcrwards, and very
soon.”

Another woman would have sighed, as the recollee-
tion came across her, that henceforth she must forego
the luxury and pageantry of style and fortune. Not so
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Caroline. She did not suffer her spirit one moment
to unbend, or indulge in the weakness of vain lamen-
tation. Clarence and the sufferings he had braved
were at once her object and example; and her voice
lost not one tone of cheerfulness as she replied—

¢ No, Ann ; I shall probably not require your ser-
vices, as | shall— but no matter; it shall be my care
that you are provided for. I did not bring you from
your grandmother’s cottage in Devonshire, to throw
you on the chances of the world.  But I will write to
you on the subject ; now I have notime, get my riding
habit, hat, and veil.”’ )

Caroline saw tiuc tears in Ann’s eyes, and was
touched by the silent and unobtrusive affection of the
poor girl, who was a very distinct character from that
of the professed waiting-woman.

“Not that hat, Ann,” cried her mistress;  my
black one and my black veil, I must not be conspi-
cuous. This dark habit is the very thing. Come,
come Ann, wipe away those tears, surcly this is a sad
way of wishing me joy.”’

“ But indeed T do, madam,” said Ann, now sobbing
audibly ; “ Bat oh! this is’nt the wedding T expected
yours to be. I always reckoned on the dozens and
dozens of white satin bows I should have to make;
and the ringing of the bells, and the joy and the glec
of every body. Lady Emilia’s was a very pretty wed-
ding, but I always thought yours would be much
prettier, because you arc so much livelier thau your
cousin ; aud all at last to end in your stealing away at
night, and instead of langhing and rejoicing, there’s to
be nothing bat crying and scolding.”
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Never did Lydia Languish sigh more over the frus-
tration of her elopement, than this worthy Abigail over
the progress of Caroline’s; but it did not damp the
spirits of her mistress, whose greatest pain arose from
suspense, and watching for the cxpected hour; that
hour in which she was to overstep the limits of filial
duty, and feminine decorum. The merits of her lover,
and the motives of her conduct, however, in some mea-
sure sanctified her crime ; but of these Ann could not
judge, her lady not having made her acquainted with
the partuer of her flight ; and as to the motives, poor
Aun was incapable of cstimating them. With a sad
and unwilling step therefore, she descended the back
stairs, followed by her mistress. The moment was
once of breathless anxiety ; they were without a light,
save that which flashed in sparks of agitation from
their eyes.  The company were all assembled in the
supper-room, and the servants counscquently fully en-
gaged ; yet still they trembled from the apprehension
of being met.  Perhaps it was under the influence of
fright, but cre they had descended many stairs, Ann
pitched down the remainder of the flight, with the box
she carried, and came with no gentle bounce against a
door at the bottom,

Caroline stood still, struck with panic at an cvent so
unfortunate, and at a noise which, to her apprchensive
cars, sounded nothing short of thunder ; but recovering
herself immediately, she ran down, and in a whispering
voice asked Ann, who had not uttered a sound, if she
was hurt. Great was Caroline’s relicf to hear her re-
ply in the negative. As there were still more stairs
to descend, Caroline, forgetting ail the helplessness
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that generally distinguishes women of her rank, wished
to take charge of the box. But this was a proposal
more shocking to the faithful Ann, than the (right of
the fall, or the terror of the clopement ; and Caroline,
finding that her servant’s notions of ctiquette would
iwead her to forget the necessity of silence and caution,
viclded up the poiut. Again they were proceeding,
when the door against which Ann had fallen, was sud-
denly opened, and an old domestic, whom the noise
had reached, appeared. Carolinc hastily stepped back,
to avoid the light of the candle he held in his hand,
while Ann with an admirable presence of mind blew
it out.

¢ So Miss Ann these are your tricks,” exclaimed he,
surlily ; < It’s a pity your lady does’nt know some of
your goings-on. If the truth was known, you've becn
rompsing with that idle fellow James, and he’s now
playing at hide and seek in the reccss; I thought I
caught a glancc of his hat. Well, well, recollect the
pitcher that goes so often to the well, gets broke at
last. Aye, aye, if these are your Devoushire tricks, you
had best 1éave them where you found them ;" and the
old man continued muttering, as he closed the door.

Poor Ann’s cheeks tingled with unsecn blushes, as
they renewed their flight, with quicker and more cau-
tious steps.

“Thank hcaven!” cjaculated Caroline, as they
reached the garden where a drizzling rain was fast
falling.

“Oh! my dear lady!” said Ann in a low voice,
“ What a melancholy night! And are you going all the
way to Greenlund P’
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“Not so far I hope, Ann,” replied her mistress, who
in spite of agitation and distress, could wot forbear
smiling at the misnomer. Though, when we consider
(to use a cant phrase) the number of green-horns that
visit Gretna, it is as good a namc for it as any other.

¢ ]s it you, my life ?”’ exclaimed Clarence as she ap-
proached the gate. Oh! there was joy, assurance,
hope, and happiness in the sound ; never was bis voice
more welcome to her ears, and she panted to fly into
his arms ; but on cssaying to open the gate, they found
it locked.

“ We might have thought of this ! exclaimed Caro
line, enraged at having forgotten so obvious a circum-
stancc.

¢ Oh madam !’ cricd Aun, ¢ Heaven is against it, or
so wany obstetrications would never have occurred. It
is not tuo lates pray, pray, let me persoade yvou to
et

. Aas, bad Clarence stood at the cverlasting gate of
Uwadise, in her present mood, he would have lured Ca-
roline away, though a rosy cherubim, instead of the
tain-dreuched Ann, had been persuading her to the
contrary.

“ Put down the box end upwards,” said ber mis-
tress, with a look whicly, could Ann have seen, would

*have compelled obedicnce without the aid of words.
Caroline stepped upon it. “ When | am over,” she
pauscd to say, * push tic -box under the gute  Fare.
well Ann, and be. faithful !* Then. placing ner foot
in the rails of the gate, she in this manner ascended 10
“he top, from whence she sprang into the extended
arms of her gratelul and adoring Clarence.

20 3N
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CHAPTER XXVIII.

THE next morning the Earl of Errol was presented
with Clarence’s letter, which, after the conversation he
had held with the Marquis de Pomenars, distressed but
did not surprise him. The simple and powerful elo-
quence of Clarence’s style, the candid and ingenuous
confession that his name was assumed, bat that though
he had suppressed circumstances in his history, he had
made no other statements that werc not founded in
truth, pleaded favourable for him in the kindly heart
of the venerable nobleman.

He regretted the subversion of the plans which he
hed formed. Age bad not so far chilled his heart
or shut out the memory of his own youthful feelings,
but that he conld feel for what he imagined mast be
the suffering of the unfortunate young man at leaving
Adela, as well as for bers at losing him ; and with a
mind occupied by an irrepressible wish of saving him
from ruin and distress, if he could not raise him to,
distinction and happiness, he sent a message to the
marquis, desiring the honour of his company a few
moments in the library.

Clarence’s letter, written before his interview with
Caroline, glanced at no subject, but his own imme-
hate situation ; and the earl was geperusing it, as the
marquis entered.



OR, LOVE AT FIRST SIGHT. 467

<1 have requested the honor of this interview, my
lord, to renew the subject on which wc were engaged
last night. Clarence, or as you call him Merteuil, has
flown, and I must confess my pity pursues him. You
thiuk of him with too much severity.”

“ Desertion, my lord,” cried the marquis, “is a
crime of no common magnitude in the eyes of a sol-
dicr and a loyal subject.  Murder is a still decper one
to the man and to the christian. Of both these crimes
I know him to be guilty. His flight at once declarces
his guilt.”’

“ Perhaps you judge him too severely. 1 have heard
the story on which you ground the charge of murder;
from his own lips ’tis true ; but cvery word he uttered
bore the stamp of truth, and in the whole of that
transaction, 1 rezard him more sinned against than
siuning.”

¢ Suppose it 50,”” was the reply, ¢ the first crime is
still untouched by any cxtenuation of the second.
When he enrolled himself on the list of honourable
men, he should have brought that loyalty and firmuness
that becomes a soldier, and not have descerated the
uniform of valour, by covering a coward’s heart with
it.”

“ My lord, he is no coward. In the little time I

- have known, and have had occasion to observe his cha-
racter, I have traced no movement of a base ignoble
soul ; on the contrary, he has on every occasion exhi-
bited sentiments and conduct the most irreproachable,
and at times the most praiseworthy ; and that, with
that unstudied carclessness which spoke it was the
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habit of his mind. Clarence is no artificial character.
To have preserved the uniformity which he has done,
is beyond the rcach of art, however skilled.  You have
been prejudiced against him.”

 And you, my lord, arc prejudiced for him ; he bas
talent and graces, he has a specious clogquence that
does much for him; and he once stood high in my
favour, but all that I once adinired in his character,
only poiuts him out to me a more dangerous being
than he would be if less gifted. l’lmmurcd, however,
as he is with your esteem, I will not do you the vio-
lence to pursue bim, as perhaps the strict line of duty
bids me do. He has fled, you say ; peace be with him
but let him not cross ny path again.  In any revolu-
tion of affairs, my country would have little to thank
we for, in leaving a man like him at large, among a
people naturally hostile to her cause.”

“ You are warm, my lord,” cried the earl, rising i
imitation of the marquis; “thank heaven, the balance
of power in Europe is at present pretty equal, and a
fly’s alighting on the beam is not likely to disturb its
cquiponderance.”

“Her ladyship the marchioness, desires me to in-
form your lordship that the carriage wats,” cried a
servant, opening the library door.

The marquis nodded, and the domestic retired.
frritated as he felt against his noble visitor, the carl
iecollected he was in his own house. Smoothing
his brow, he asked with as much courtesy as he conld
assume, if he was going to take a view of Rich-
wond ? -
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*“ No, my lord ; the marchioness is so impaticnt to
see her uncle and cousin, to say nothing of our wish
not to separate Adele and Frederie, that we have de-
termined on an immediate transit to Woburn. We
shall have the honour of your compauy ?”

“To the drawing-room, to bid the ladies farewcll,
certainly,” replied the carl ; ¢ but it will be some days
before I could conveniently leave bere.”

Oun reaching the saloon, theyfound the ladies in high
divan, on the subject of Caroline; for Ann, faithful to
hier trust, had denied admittance to our heroine, Lady
Milsom, and the marchioness, who had severally de-
sired to sece her.

The whole party were anxious to adjourn to Wo-
hurn, but to leave Miss Auber alone and indisposed,
appeared impossible.  Lady Milsom, with her usual
sweetness, and willinguess at self-sacrifice, proposed
being left behind; but her sister and her husband
would not hear of such an arrangement. Our heroine,
(who traced Caroline’s indisposition to the discovery
which bad occurred with regard to Clarence, and
which had been the subjeet of general discussion dur-
ing breakfast,) declared her intention of remainiug at
Richmond till Miss Auber’s recovery permitted their
travelling together 3 but the lively Adele raised an out-
cry against such a measure, and eloquently urged her
new friend to accompany her to Woburn,  Adele’s
voice sonnded to our heroine like the call of a beavenly
messenger, seconding as it did the yecarnings of her
heart to behold its sovereign.

“1t were a crimg to leave Miss Belmont behind,”
ened Lord Milsom ; “she mast bave been long wea-
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ried of this place, and you sec the mere name of ano-
ther makes ber sparkle with plcasure.”

“ Sutfer mc to be arbiter in this doubtful and im-
portant case,” cried the Earl of Errol ; “ Miss Auber
is, as we all know, apt to be capricious, perhaps her
present seclusion has no more scrious cause ; in which
cvent, it were to be lamented, that the plecasure of
many should suffer for the whim of one. She has her
own maid, and may command my housckeeper, and
every servant in the house; and I will myself do my
utmost for her comfort; and more than all,” his lora-
ship added with a significant smile, “[ will keep
Mr. Chudleigh with me, to be in readiness to attend
her to Woburn whenever she shall feel so inclined.”

The wisdum of the plan was acknowledged by the
majority of the company; but Adcla, whose heart,
though throbbing towards Seeton, yet decply sympa-
thized with Caroline, still persisted in being lcft be-
hind ; Lord Elmer then déclared he would also remain
as the coadjutor of Mr. Chudleigh. The carl was not
slow to perccive, that this declaration was displeasing
to her, and he thought of the unfortunate abscntee,
whose place he imagined his lordship assumied, kindly
hoping that change of scenc and society would operate
to dissipate the meclancholy that he did not doubt was
preying with hidden venom on her heart, hc again
urged her joining tic party. A wish to show Lord
Elmer that he had nothing to hope, contributed to the
facility with which she yiclded ; and fearful of distress-
ing or disturbing Caroline, whom Ann had told them
was disposed to sleep, they left their wishes and in-
junctions as to cave, and an carly joining them at
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Woburn, with the earl and Mr. Chudleigh, hastened
to wake the necessary preparations, and in less than
an hour Richmond was descrted.

If angels bave any fun in them, says Horace Wal-
pole, how must they laugh at us. Certainly to any
being endowed with a capability of Jooking into the
views and expcctancies of the scveral partics that
figure in the present story, all at the same moment,
the combination would produce an effect highly co-
mic; while on this side, he would bchold one, busily
engaged in weaving a web of the most artful and com-
plicated texturce; on that, he would observe another,
as anxiously engaged in its unravelling. Thus, while
Captain Auber was sketching schemes of ambition,
aud like Sir Giles Overrcach, anxiously expecting the
hour when he might hail bis konourable daughtcer, she
was travelling north, unsuspccted and unimpeded,
with a poor, proscribed, and naineless individual ; every
hour flying farther from the goal at which he hoped to
sce her arrive, and to which he imagined every hour
was hastening her. It appeared to him, as if the ma-
neeuvring of years was to be suddenly rewarded by
the splendid establishment of all his children.

¢ Of all the causes that conspire to blind

Man’s erring judgment and misguide the mind,
What the weak head with strongest bias rules~—
Is pride ;=—the never-failing vice of fools.”

It is often the fate of man to feel most sccure when
most proximatc to danger: it was the case with more
than one of the residents at Woburn. Lord Egremont,
who had neither rcceived directly or indirectly any



472 THE BEAUTY OF THE BRITISH ALDS; .

communications with respect to Oswald and Lady
Ruthven, occasionally slumbered in this fancied scecu-
rity ; but yet with bhim, it was like the sleep of a fe-
verish patient, the least thing startled him, and awoke
the coward terrors of hissoul. This intermitting state
of uncertainty ang apprehension, led him to a frecr use
of wine than he had ever before accustomed himself
to. It served at once to banish reflection, and stimu-
lated his spirits, thongh like a false friend, it often be-
trayed him into pain and folly, when the debauch of
the night left him an invalid in the morning ; while
recollections of sentiments he had uttered, of tales he
had related, ‘rose out of chaos,” and like speectres
among ruins, haunted and disturbed bis mind.

An intoxication, though not the result of the intem-
perate use of wine, seemed also to possess Miss Egre-
mont, who, relcased from the subjection in which her
aunt and Lady Ruthven held her, one by the spell of
interest, and the other by the force of superior intel-
lect, grew wanton from‘thc cxcess of power and of
liberty. Like a vessel coming into harbour, she spread
all sail, and made certain of a safe and happy anchor-
age.  Availing herself of all that art and dress could do
in aid of her person, and with manuers and sentiments
cqually fictitious, she believed she was making herself
an object of admiration and desire, to him of whose
future destiny she arrogated to herself the disposal.

Thus while apparently to themselves pursuing the
straight forward path of their own wishes, they were
in fact travelling a contrary road; while impressed
with the belief that they were drawing on with the
spell of resistless attraction the ultimatum of their
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happiness, they were really prescuting the repelling
point.

‘“ Who have we here?” cried Lord Egremont, who
was lounging in an ottoman ncar a window in the
drawing-room, as the carriages wjth the party from
Richmond drove up the avenue ; by all that’s bright
and beautiful on carth, Lady Milsom and the ladies of
her party.”

I'rederic upset the chess-board on which he had
been engaging an occasional visitor, and flew down
stairs, before bis lordship bad reached the room-door ;
and returning a few minutes after, with the beautiful
Adcle, presented her to Miss Egremont, who stood in
great stale at the head of the room, to receive her dis-
tingnished guests.

Captain Auber advanced to his nicce the mat-
chioness, with one of his most elaborate smilcs, aud
an urbanity of manner that was a chef d'awuvre of
softness and swectness.  He then turned to the lovely
Lrunctte, and having paid her some elegant Freuch
compliments, he addressed himself to her father;
thus successive'y giving cvery one that share of his
attention, which they were entitled to from the cir-
cumstances of rank, rclationship, friendship, or com-
mon courtesy.

“ But where is Caroline?” he at length inquired,
after having vainly expected to see her make her ap-
pearance.

‘““ Indeed my dear uncle,” replied Lady Milsom, <1
Llush to hear you make the inguiry. We have leit
her behiud, and I feel so sensibly that I have acted

20 3o
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wrong and unkindly, that I will positively return again
immediatcly.” '

The circumstance was then explained to the captain,
who appeared little pleased ; but the entrance of Mr.
Auber diverted the conversation. The carriages, which
had not yet diiven from the door, had informed him
of the arrivals ; he therefore entered, prepared to meet
the company that filled the drawing-room. His first
glance was involuntarily given to Adcla, but she was
not the first, by many, he addressed ; so much will’
external conduct frequently bely the hidden impulscs
of the heart. He soon missed Caroline, and inquired
for her, and again the story was repeated, to the dis-
concertion of Miss Belmont aud Lady Milsom, who
became every moment more ashamed of their de-
sertion. .

He next (making an cffort that did some violence to
his feelings) asked for Clarence, and as he did so again,
glanced a penetrating look at Adela, but she was so
besieged by Lord Egremont, that the inquiry did not
reach her. It however drew the attention of others,
and Clarence and his sudden departure became the
topic of conversation. The interest the circumstance
excited was general; though the fecling on the occa-
sion very different. Lord Egremont suspended the
attentions of bis obtrusive gallantry, to listen to an
event that gave him secret satisfaction. Frederic
spoke warmly in his favour, and lamented the way
wardness of his fate : even Miss Egremont had a mite
of praise and pity for him, while Seeton Auber knew
not whether to be sad or to rejoice. He studied Adela’s
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countenance as much as he could without being re-
marked, while the subject was on the /apis, and he
traced in it none of that depth of anguish which such
an event was calculated to excite. The radiant blush
of rapture that had followed his entrgnce, was yet upon
her check; aud though her eye softencd with a tender

ity, nay, though he even saw a tear glisten in its lash,
there was a quiescence, a passive rather than active
feeling of concern, that conviuced him, notwithstanding
all the appearances that had perplexed him, that Cla-
rence was not so iotimately dear to her heart as cir-
cumstances had induced him to believe.

Captain Auber, unmindful of the debt of gratitude
he owed him for the preservation of his daughter’s
life, listencd to the severe animadversions of the mar-
quis with the utmost complacency, and remarked on
the ?mprudence of the earl recciving an unrccom-
mended person into his service.

“ [mprudent as it may have been, sir,” cried Fre-
dcerie, with some disgust, “ to that circumstance,
to which I should rather give another term, you owe
the life of your child. He saved Carcline’s at the
risk of his own; and how unostentatiously did he
ever shun the applause and gratitude he merited.”

“ Well, well,” cried the captain, feeling the re-
proof, I believe I was never backward in acknow-
‘edgements.”’

“ And arc they sufficient to pay a life-long debt ?”
mterposed Seeton, in a tone more mild but not less
firm than his brother’s, and with whom Clarence
grew more into favour as he felt he had not to fear
him as a rival : “ [ must confess,” he added, “ there
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have been times when [ have wished his modest me-
rits, aud his graceful talent, could stand in the stead
of rank and fortune ; and she whom he had saved, re-
ward him with the sweetest recompence woman can
bestow.” .

Again hc glanced towards Adela, as the remem-
brance of the accident which had first introduced
them to each other, shot across his mind. 'Their
vyes met, and in that mutual and momentary period
of intelligence, a volume was spoken to cither heart.)
Gratitude for preservation, delight that Ae was the
preserver, beamed in Adela’s soft dark cyes, while
all that present .admiration, or remembered plea-
sure could kindle of passion and of transport burucd
in his.

¢ Great hecavens!” cried the captain, forgegting
himself, and yielding to the violence of sudden anger ;
*“ Profane not my cars by such a scutiment. Sooner
would T see her in the grave, than see her live tp
give one answering thought to his presumptuous
passion, if he had dared to lift his hopes so high.”

Adele d’Audigné, who understood Euglish enough
to comprehend tolerably well the conversation that
had passed, leaned towards Miss Belmont, as she
whispered—

“C 'est la prosperité qui donne lcs amis; mais
¢ ‘est 1’adversité qui les éprouve.”

At this moment a letter was brought to the captain ;
looking around for permission, he broke the seal, and
perused its contents with po common interest. Lady
Milsom rose, and tripped to the window where her
uncle stood.
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“Excase my curiosity,”” she cried ; “but that is
from Oscar, or rather | should now say, Lord Rut-
ledge : 1 know the hand, and fancy | can gucss the
purport of the scroll,”

“You have, if I mistake not,” said her uncle, with
a tone and appeurance from which all displeasure was
banished, ¢ good rcasons for guessing so cleverly.
His lordship’s impatience would not suffer him to
complete his journey without making me acquainted
w.th his hopes and pretensious.”

“Aund I sce you are not displeased with them ;”
ubsarved his nicce.

“ Displcased ! my dear Emilia !

“But you may remember when I hinted the cir-
cumstance to youn somc time back,” interrupted she,
“ o were not quite so complacent.”

“ Circumstances aller cases,” rcplied the captain ;
“ ' shall sct off for Richmoud to-morrow wmorning,
to inform Caroline of the affair mysclf,” he added;
“ tcll me, my dcar, do you think I shall find her fa-
vourably disposed towards his lordship ?”

 Nay, my dear sir, what a riddle you arc proposing
to me! Always incomprehensible, my cousin seems
more so than ever; however, I think Oscar is better
suited to her than any one who has yet been pro-
posed. 1 will go with you to-merrow, my dcar sir,
for 1 am all impatience to know how she will act.”
Culling Lord Milsom to the couference, she made her
urraugements accordingly ; and soon after the ladies
tripped away to their toilets.

lu leaving the saloon, Adcla was so dclaycd by her
noble host, that she found herself the last and alone,
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not knowing which of the dressing-rooms to appro-
priate ; but she had scarcely paused a moment, after
running up stairs, when a gentle voice, in accents
familiar to her car, asked permission to conduct her
to her room ; and furning to the speaker, she beheld
Margaret.

Her surprise was not equal to the poor girl’s plea-
sure, into whose eyes tears of joy spountaneously
sprung.

“Oh, madam! this is what I have prayed for,” she
cxclaimed, as soon the doar of the boudoir was closed ;
“ to scc you again has been the dearest wish of my
heat.”

* You are very good, Margaret, to hLave retained so
kind a remembrance of me. But by what strange
circumstances do | find you here ?”’ .

¢ Oh! it is all owing to Mr. Auber, madam.”

“ Mr. Auber!” rcpea.ted Adecla, as the sound of
that name acted with talismanic power on her heart,
and made it pendulate with increased velocity.,

“Yes, madam, he has snatched me from the mise-
rable servitude in which yousaw me; and | am now
the housekeeper’s attendant and assistant, my chief
occupation being with my needle. Oh! madam, |
have now two to pray for, you and Mr. Auber; Oh'!
but indeed there is another person that was kind to
poor Margaret, and that was Mr, Clarence. Oh! sure
you have all the same spirit.”

Adela checked the grateful volubility of Margaret,
by again reverting to the circumstance of her finding
a friend in Mr. Auber, intcrested in any event in
which be took a part. Margarct immediatcly obeyed
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by reverting to her own history ; but she began it at
a much earlier period than her lovely auditress de-
sired, who had, however, too mnch good nature to
check or interrupt her. Her nairative also included
a sketch of Mrs. Laggon’s life, especially the circum-
stances of distress occasioned by the imprudence of
her son, and which had been the immediate cause of
her removal from London. All this was listened to
with anxious impaticuce; but at length came the
scenc of the night of Secton’s appearance at Mrs.
Laggon’s, and Adela fclt herself amply rewarded in
the most delightful feelings for the previous tedium of
the story.
¢ Oh! madam,” continued Margaret, * hc has becn
so good : he sent for me yesterday morning, and says
he, ¢ Margaret, (with the sweetest voice I ever heard,)
are you comfortable, Margarct? Arc you happy ?”
Oh madam, the tcars came in my eyes, and I could
not answer him, and then he put his hand in his purse,
(and to be sure what a hand it is, and what a manner
he has with him,) and giving me some money, he told
me to buy myself some ribbons. Oh! madam, dou’t
you think he is the most beautiful creature on the
earth ? What cyes he has !”
“Ah1” said Adela, “they seem to love whatc’er
they look upon.”
“Ob! mudam, that’s the very thing they doj
but I should never have thought of saying it.”
¢ Heaven has been kind indeed to you, Margarct,
to raise you such a fricud,” cried Miss Belmont ;
““Lut T never shall be dressed in time for dinner to-
day, I think, for nothing can 1 get to sit as I wish it.
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I cannot endure this blue satin boddice, my colour is
too high for it. I hope they have packed up some-
thing more endurable.”

The high colour of which Adcla complained, height-
ened as she thought for whom she was so fastidious
in the choice and arrangement of her dress, and so
sedulous about her appcarance. But when her toilette
was ended, she felt every reason to be satisfied with
the result.. A robe of the lightest texture and the
purest white, fell in graceful drapery, over a figure
perfectly exquisite, while the boddice and short slecves
consisting of lace and white satin, set off a neck and
arms unrivalled in form and colour. A band of pearl
was simply enwreathed with her bright auburn hair,
which fell in carcless ringlets round her neck, pearl
‘car-rings, white gloves, and white satin shoes, finished
a dress which bad little to boast in point of value, but
cvery thing as regarded simple elegance, and unaf-
fected grace. .

At the door of the saloon, Mr. Auber met her, and
contrary to her expectation, instead of finding hersclf
the last, she was the first lady who entered the room.
In fact, dressing abroad is a more tedious business
than the same operation at home ; a large party was
also expected, for which cards had been issued above
a month; all, or any of these were circumstances
sufficient to account for the unusual labours of the
toilette. There was no shade upon the radiunt brow
of Adcla, as Mr. Auber led her to a seat; the sweet
smile upon her lips was uot the forced offspring of
a melancholy heart, but the free and gentle light of a
rejoicing though a timid spivit. *° She does not, can-
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not love that fugitive,” Sceton thought; and as the
certainty grew upon his heart, his compassion for Cla-
rence’s unfortunate fate augmented.

¢ Oh! Miss Belmont !’ he cried, as he seated him-
self by her, “let me repay myself for my long, long
exile, by snatchiug this opportuntty of conversing
with you. How have you spoiled me,” he coutinued,
taking her unvcsisting hand, ¢ for other society. 1
may say with poor Antonio, that such a avant-wit has
your absence made of me,—

¢ That 1 have much ado to know myself.”?

¢ And I,” said Adela, smiling, and withdrawing het
hand, “ may reply with Gratiano—

¢ Believe me, you are marvellously changed.’

For you have grown a flatterer since we parted, and if
you remember, honest sincerity and simple truth was
to have been the rulc of our converse.”

1 believe you found me, when last we mct in
Lord Milsom’s library, but little tinged with the fault
of which you now accuse me. Have you forgiven the
rudeness with which I arrogated to mysclf the privi-
lege of advising you ?”

¢ Rather ask me, if T am sufficicntly grateful for an
interest so kind and so considerate in my well-being,
although you acted ffom a mistaken impression.”

“[ see I was mistaken,’”” said he, significantly.
«“Oh ! that poor wanderer, he has left his peace as
well as hope behind him. How bitter must have been
the pung with which he parted! You know, perhaps,
his views as to the future; tell me, can [ aid him?

21 3r
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Be candid, my dear Miss Belmont; you do not fear
me—or doubt but I'd befriend him ?”

“1 would soouer doubt the rising of to-morrow’s
sun,” replicd Adela, fervently. “ But indeed, I am a
total stranger to his prospects, nor did I see him ere
he quitted Richmdnd.  Could I direct you, he should
not loug want the powerful aid your friendship might
extend him.”

“ But you will hear from him? You were no com-
mon friends, Miss Belmont. Do you know,” and -
again he took her hand, ““he often was the object of
my covy, 1 had almost said my fear; but I can have
nor fear nor hope.

¢ Between the acting of a dreadful thing
And the first motion, all the interim is
Like a phantasma, or a hideous dream;
The genius and the mortal instruments,
Are then in council, and the state of man

Like to a little kingdom, suffers then
The nature of an insugrection.’

I have been long at war with myself and with my for.
tane, and at the best can be said to have barely ex-
isted cxcepting at sunny monients, like the present;
then (as it is expressed when we have too much of en-
joymeut) 1 live too fast.”

¢ Then,” said Adela, smiling, as she blushed more
from delight than confusion, ¢ the equilibrium is re-
stored.”

“By no means,” he rejoined. *Remember the
many, many tedious days since last we met. And now
do I not snatch you by the merest chance, while my
very bliss is tantalized with fears of some sudden and
unwelcome invasion. My terrors are already realized,”
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he added, as Lord Egremont (baving suoceceded in
breaking a cooversation in which he had long been
keld per foree) advanced to join them,

“You arc in a dangerous situation, Mr. Auber,”
cried his lordship, throwing himsclf into a chair, with
cyes that gazed on Adcla with an expression that dis-
tressed and offended her.

“1 acknowlcdge it, my lord ; but like yourself, |
am unot proof against the attraction, though aware of
the peril,”” replied Secton,

“Here cowmes the talisman that will preserve you,
in the form of a voung lady,” said his lordship, as his
daughter entered, and fancying that he had exccuted
a joke, he finished it with a laugh.

“Arve you laughing at me, papa?” said Miss
Egremont, advaucing with more than ordinary affec-
tation,

“Why should you imagine so?” he answered.

* Because you looked at me the moment I entered
and then began to laugh, and [ cannot think there's
any thing to laugh at inme.  Secton, come this way ; 1
want to speak to you, dear.

Mr. Auber obeyed and they advanced up the room
togcther, while Lord Egremont possessed himsell of
the scat he vacated.

¢« How more than beautiful you are to day,” said
he to Acela ; whose thoughts were at that moment too
much engaged to hicar what he said.  Those downcast
eyes of rich and glowing lustre, that soft and tiuted
cheek, with the dark lash that sweeps its warm car-
nation, that swan like throat, those ivory arms, and
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that voluptuous form might warm the bosom of an
anchorite.” ’

“Why, my lord,” cried Sir Charles Linden, ¢ you
are giving Miss Belmont an inventory of her own
chaims.”

“ Or rather attempting it,” added Lord Elmer; it
would be as difficult to enumerate, as impossible to
describe them.”

The arrival ‘of some of the invited guests called Lord
Egremont from his post by Adela’s side, much to her
relief and his own regret: and, by one of those ridicu-
lous freaks which fortune loves to play, the person
who ncxt possessed himself of that envied place was
Mr. Robert Bolton, who, with clumsy dexterity, super-
scded the gentle attempt of the pensive Lord Elmer.

A whisper not of the most subducd kind, in which
the words ‘ Beauty and the Beast” occurred, fell
harmless on the dull ear of the offending party, who
addressed himsclf with mueh self-complacency to our
heroine.

“ And so ma’am you’re come to Woburn, woe to
us " winking sigunificantly to the gentlemen vear him,
and chuckling at once at the wit and gallantry of the
remark. ¢ But [ heard you was going to be married
to the lord knows who.”

“Then it will be the lord knows when,”” she re-
plied good humouredly ; for she preferred the stupidity
of Bolton, to the strain of gallantry and compliment
in which she was addressed by others, and she also
kncw he would be more casily displaced than any one
clsc should Mr. Auber again join her; and she there-
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forc gave him some slight encouragement to induce
him to retain his place.

“And so I find,” he rcjoined, brightening at so
favourable a reception, “you've left Miss Caroline
behind you. You may be surc I wasn’t sorry for
that. Its well for me that I declatred off as I did, or
I should have been enticed up that there rock and
toppled down again, instead of Mr. What’s-his-namec.
Now do you know it’s quite beyond me to guess how
she, and that tartar her brother takes delight in such
things. She treated me as if [ was a dancing bear,
as if 1'd nothing to do but to dance to any tune she
played ; and Master Cut-and-thrust must persuade
me it was all out of love.  Yes, [ dare say, a fine life I
should have led! But, lord bless you, it would have
been all cakes and gingerbread to Zim. He'd have
come and set her on and they’d have killed me be-
tween ’em !”

“ Do you really think so?” said Sir Charles ; who
finding himsclf amused was willing to feed him with
an occasional remark.

“ Ayc, as surc as eggs arc eggs !’ said Bolton grow-
ing more serious as the recollections of Matlock oc-
curred to him. “ Why now only just think of me get-
ting bruised and battered as I did down there at Lord
Milsom’s, where I weunt for a little recreation like;
lots I got to be sure! Oh! you did’nt know of my
trundle down the stairs did you?” he added, particu-
larly addressing Miss Belmont.

% No,” said Adela, speaking with difficulty.

“No to be sure !” said Bolton, “now [ recoliect |
took myself oft, or better say what was left of me,
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without seciug any body. So now I’ll tell you all
about ¢hat ;> and applying both his hands to his chair
he drew it still closer to her, and then placing them
on his graceful knees resumed his narrative.

“ Why you must know I was talking to the old
gentleman about hls nice quiet son; and just telling
him the friendly manter in which T'd been used.
When all of a sudden I hears that that tiger was a
coming ; the captain tells me not to stir and that Fre-
deric should make all straight; but lord I kuew the
passion he was in, so I looks about me for a place to
get out at, and at last I finds one. Just as | opens
onc door, he was a-coming in at the other ; so thinking
of nothing but that I should be finished at last, in
spite of the captain’s endeavours to save me, I rushes
out, and necver sees a flight of stairs before me, Down
I goes! bursts a door open at the bottom, and never
stops till 1 sits squat staring in the face of a young
woman, who having a parasol in her hand in her fright
strikes me with that, (They none of them thought I
could have enough!) Well I hollowed, and old Lady
Elmer who was in the room screamed. At last her
maid, (she who had given me the blow with the butt
cnd of the parasol as I told you,) saw I was a human
creature and that it was quite as well I should’nt »e
murdered ; but I stayed for none of their consolatiol,
but ordered the chaise and got into it as fast as I
could. When, as if my death was decreed, who should
dart his fiery eyes in upon me, as I sat waiting to drive
off, but the maker of all the mischief, Master Frederic
himself. As sure as there are plums in Christmas
pudding 1 thought my lust hour was come, but he
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thought better of it, and turned up his lip as if he
didn’t think me worth killing, and walks bimsell
away. You may be surc | thank’d God for iy escape ;
bat T dido’t fancy myself safe till 1 got right into
father’s house in town. Now don’t yvou think I'd a
nice time of it ? And, the best of it was, there wasn’t
a soul that dido’t laugh at it as the best fun in the
world.”

Mr. Bolton was silent, and so were "those around
him, since to speak in the prescnt state of their mus-
cles was impossible, and the risibility of one would
have been fatal to the gravity of the whole.

Finding no one inclined to make an observation,
though he expected to draw largely on the sympathy
of his auditory, he resumed :

¢ Now I’d bet any thing that Miss Caroline is stay-
ing behind for no good, she’s got some scheme in her
licad. But Heaven make me thankful that ’m out of
her way, she never let me have a bit of pleasure if she
could help it. Suach cursed spite! Don’t you recol-
lect,”” again particularly addressing Adela, “at that
pretty ball, when you was Avristides or something,
how she behaved herself, Why now, sir,” he con-
tinued, turning to Sir Charles who scemed to pay him
most attention, “ what do you think she wanted me
to be ?”

“ Amphistides* perhaps,” replied the baronet.

“ No sir. Lord bless you she’d have thought such

* Amphistides was so destitute of intellect, that he seldom remem-
bered that he ever had a parent. He was desirious of learning arith-
metic, but could never comprehend beyond the figure 4.
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a fine name as that thrown away upon me. Sir, she
wanted me to be a common market-man, with the
potatoes a top of my head, too, that I might look well,
and horse-radish under my nose, and pumpkins at my
back, and the lord knows what beside—all for the sake
of her having Aer laugh ; but I wasn’t that fool nci-
ther!” ;

¢ And pray, sir,” cried a stranger who had pressed
into the circle, *“ in what chavacter did you appcar ¢

“ Why, let me sec, Cicero, or Sisyphus wasn’t it 3"
said be, turning to Adela.

 Zephyrsus,” she replied almost suffocated.

This was the coup-de-grace, an attempt at a longer
prescrvation of gravity was out of the question with
every body ; and Bolton was all in amazement as to
what the sudden burst of merriment could have arisen
from, when the company began to obey the summons
to the dinner table.

Adela trembled under the apprehension of the offer
of Mr. Bolton’s arm, when a voice, too musical to her
ear, for the peace of her heart, softly whispercd—

¢ Give me
this hand

Soft as dove’s down, and as white as it;”

and Mr. Auber supported her to the dining-room,
and seated himself next to her, paying her the most
sedulous and delicate attentions, accompanied by a
general flow of urbanity and regard to those around
him, which left her alone sensible of the more strict
and devoted interest with which every little service
was performed for her ; while the occasional remark,
the refined and distant compliment, came like the
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perfume of the flower, and completed the fascination
of his manner and conduct.

The destined bride who presided at the head of the
table was not thought of, nor, what is perhaps still
more wonderful, did she think of them : but the cir-
cumstance of having a duke at her fight band, may in
some measure account for a neglect so unusual, espe-
cially as his grace was gay, gallant, and young.

‘The evening was unusually brilliant, and Adcela bad
sot for a Jong time cven dreamed of happiness so real
as she felt. The crowd of the clevated in rank, and
distinguished in wes h, threw her far into the shade,
Her very dress, clegant as it was, suffered from its
extreme simplicity, in rooms, blazing with lights, em-
bellisheu with a profusion of decorations, and crowd-
cd with ladies sparkling in diamionds aud other costly
gems ; while waite and waving plumes everywhere
nodded over lrows cither radiaut with youth and
beanty, or crowned the waning charms of beings still
distinguished by dignity and gracefulness. But this
very circumstance which might have been subject of
mortificatian to a more ambitious spirit, was one of
rejoicing to Adela, since it left her more at liberty to
devote her attention to the conversation of Mr. Auber,
and laid her less open to observation in recciving his
attentions. The dazzling maze, the hum of conver-
sation, the fluttering of beaux, and the flirting of belles,
simpering, ogling, whispering, and gallantling, employ-
cd the multitude too much to leave any at liberty to
annoy her with those impertinences, to which, in a
less crowded and less brilliant assembly, she might
have been subject. Seeton gratefully remarked her
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indifference to every object but himself, neither
novelty nor brilliancy withdrew her one moment from
nim: nor did the differcnce of her appearance among
the gorgeous daughter of a better fortunc cast onc
shade over the soul-let lustre of her enchanting eyes.
He who had loved her from the hour in which he
first beheld her. gazed on her this night with increased
admiration ana udded love. She was the pale rose of
the parterre, seeking the shade, gemmed with the dews
of heaven, and breathing the perfume of love, and in.
her retiring beauty, and simple sweetness, outvied all
the glowing exotics by which she was surrounded,
The hours flew away with magical swiftness ; and at
length the carriages began successively to draw up and
drive off, while Sceton and Adela parted under im-
pressions of mutual passion more vived, and more
vivedly and mutually understood than at any former
period. A kind of resolution, to taste of the stream
in its purest sweetness that was soon, very soon to
pass for ever from their lips, seemed to animate both.
They appeared to think as did the poet when he sung

“To gild our dark’ning life if heaven
But one bright hour allow,

Oh! think that one bright hour is given
In all its splendour now.

Let’s live it out=wthen sink in night,
Like waves that from the shore

One minute swell—are touch’d with light,
Then lost for ever more.”
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CHAPTER XXIX.

“ Would curses kill, as doth the mandrake’s groan,
I would invent as better searching terms

As curst, as harsh, as horrible to hear,

belivered strongly through my fixed tecth,

With full as many signs of deadly hate

As lean-faced envy in lier loathsome cave.

Mine tongue should stumble in my carnest words,
Mine eyes should sparkle like the beaten fling,
Mine hair be fixed on end like onc distracted,

Aye, cvery joint should scem to carse awd ban

In spite of the lateness of the hour at which he
had retired, Captain Auber rosc carly the following
morning in order to make his fruitless visit to Rich-
mond. But his exertions did not facilitate his de-
parture ; Sir Hubert and Ludy Auber arriving just as
he was on the point of setting out.  He had previously
persuaded Lady Milsom to relinquish her plan of
bearing him company, and the arrival of her parents
settled the point at once, so that, after the delay of
above an hour, the captain departed post, and alone.

The fine cattle of Lord Egremont soon carried him
over the forty and odd miles that intervene between
Woburn and Richmond ; where he found the Earl and
Mr. Chudleigh seated before a good fire in the library,
cvidently engaged on topics that afforded them both
interest and pleasurc.
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After the greetings, dictated by common courtesy,
wcre over, C-aptaiu Auber inquired for his daughter.

“ \Why I bope,” said the earl, ¢ that we shall now
be honoured with the sight of her, she has most per-
tinaciously persisted in keeping her room ever since,
notwithstanding nofes and messages from Mr. Chud-
leigh and myself.”

¢ Most singular behaviour ! esclaimed the captain,
as the carl rung the bell.

“ Let Miss Auber be informed of the captain’s ar-
rival,” said his lordship to the servant who appeared.

¢ Let Miss Auber also be informed that T shall
attend her in her dressing-room in a few minutes,”
added the captain ; the domestic retired : and inquirics,
regarding the party at Woburn, occupied the brief
interval, till Captain Auber withdrew to scck the de-
serted boudoir of his daughter. But he had scarcely
stepped beyond the library before he was met by the
returning domestic, who informed him that no answer
could be obtained at Miss Auber’s door. He stepped
back with iuvoluntary horror and surprisc ; vague fecl-
ings of somcthing being wrong bad for some time
insivuated itsclf into his mind which the present in-
timation rouscd into giant fears. The sounds had
rcached the earl and Mr. Chadleigh, who both in-
stantly started on their feet, and bastened to the cap-
tain. In a few moments the house was a scene of
confusion; cvery body looked as if armed with a
seurch-warrant : doors and drawers were burst, but,
like the cuchanted egg of Oromaxzes, they were fouud
empty. Neither mistress nor maid were to be disco-
vered ; aud the circumstance of the absence of her
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jewels brought the dreadful conviction to the captain’s
wind that he had irrevocably lost his daughter, his
konourable daughter.  All the servants were sum-
moued and the strictest inquiry instituted, but no one
could throw any light upon the subject. Miss Auber
had not been seen by any ome since the evening of
the day on which the marquis and marchioness had
arrived, but her maid had been scen that very morn-
ing, and a strict scarch for that delinquent was again
commenced,
Iu fact Ann had obeyed her mistress to the letter,
“and waited in a kind of stapor the bursting of the
bubble, till a glance at the captain as he alighted,
arouscd her to a full and fearful scnse of the horrors
of her situation. Not deeming her life worth a barley
corn in the first fury that she knew must succeed to
such a discovery ; she adopted a course of reasoning
directly opposite to the stag in the fable, and her first
thoughts turned with the admiration to her legs and
to the expediency of using them.  She not only had
not the same reason for despising them, sceing they
were a good stout pair, but she had less cause than
the vain possessor of the antlers, to admire the man-
ner in which naturc had furnished her head. Putting
on her clpak and bonnet she slipped out of the house
as the captain cntered it, and walked as if for a wager
to Twickenham, where she had a friend within whose
house she meant to insconce herself till the hurri-
cane had past ; well knowing that an acsistory, as she
termed herself, never came off with a light share of
panishment.
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¢¢ She therefore sent out all her senses
To bring her in intelligences.”

She walked along the road all eyes, ears, and toes,
towing away (as a sailor would say) for a safe har-
bour to cast anchor in, or rather marching as re-
solutely as Hndibfas, stimulated by terrors quite as
active as those of the knight’s though less formidable
in array. Sometimes the footsteps of a casual pas-
senger threw- her into agonies of terror, and she
stretched the sinews of her legs to cracking ; the per-
son diverged, or (if on horseback) past her, and again
she breathed ; but yet did not suffer herself to pause.
Thiuking it highly expedient to make all the sail she
could, she had no merey on her heels or clbows which
acted as wings to assist her flight.

With no clue to guide him, the perplexed and dis-
tructed captain alternately appealed from the earl to
Mr. Chudleigh and from Mr. Chudleigh to the earl, as
to the course it was advisable for him to pursuc.
When the suggestion of what he had feared even to
whisper to himself, that she had tlown with the unfor-
tunate Clarence, produce a paroxysm of rage fearful
to behold, and he vowed in the bitterness of his soul
never to forgive, never to bebold her more, if such
should prove to be the case. That such was the case
the more he thought the more he felt convinced : to
behold such a total wreck of the proud hopes which
he fondly believed so ncar completion, was more than
his brain could bear, and he paced the upartmen*
almost bereft of reason ; nor Lord Errol or Mr. Chud-
leigh could think of any thing that could afford him
either hope or consolation.
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“ A npamcless beggar! a branded fugitive!” he
ejaculated with clasped hands. ¢ She, who might
have taken her place among the pecresses of the
realm, the wife of a criminall a bastard! and a
vagrant! For ever do I fling her from my heart, an
alien from my blood and my affections.”

And striking his forchead with his hand, as if to
crush the raging sensc of pain, he threw himself into
a chair, .

“ How long, my lord,” he soon after exclaimed
starting from his recumbent posture, *“ has that villain
that base-born hind been gone from hence?”

¢ That unfortunate, and, as I now fear, that guilty
young man,”’ replied his lordship, ¢ fled the night be-
fore last.”

¢ Pursuit were fruitless{”’ gasped the captain in
despair.  “ Two nights and almost two days, would
be a start enough for a tortoisc to distance its pur
suers ; and they, the guilty fugitives, have passed like
wildfire, and long ere could I reach them, nothing
would be left for me but vengeance. A thousand
confirmations now comc thronging on my thoughts;
but harassed by other hopes and fears, I did not
sufficiently guggd that avenue to my honour and my
happiness. I#¢ her go,” cried thc unhappy parent
after a pause, and in a voice of fearful calmness,
“let her go. Cursed be the hour of her birth, and
partner of her guilt—ncver may my eycs behold he
more! Never may I hcar her name! My lord [
will relieve you of my presence. My state of mind
s my anology—""

“ Captain Auber,” interrupted the earl, “it is im-
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possible to express what T fecl on this unfortunate
occasion. [ cannot cxcuse the folly of the one or the
guilt of the other of those unfortunate fugitives; yet
something may be pleaded in extenuation—"

¢ Attempt it not, my lord,” now in his turn inter-
rupted the captain$ ‘“my mind canunt bear the sub-
ject, still less a palliation of enormity so unthought of.
I have no daughter. I will endeavour to forget 1 ever
had one. I avill return to my remaining children,
Once again | shall speak of her to hold her up to thew -
a terrible example of disobedience, and then I'll in-
terdict her branded name, and suffer none to breathe
its poison on my ear again. Farewell, my lord.—Mr.
Chudleigh once [ thought—but ’tis madness to think
now—farewell !”’

Vainly they attempted to persuade him to stay till
his feelings were more calmed. He replied that re-
posc was incompatible with the tumult of his soul.
Again he bade them adieuy descended the stairs with a
heavy rapid tread, paused to give somc orders to the
postillion and drove furiously away.

For some time after the captain’s departure the
gentlemen sat in silence, as if newly awakened from a
dream of which they were endeavouring to collect the
strange and scattered recollcctions : till gtadually they
broke into e¢xclamation, and the recent events became
the subject of a conversation of intense interest. In
which the characters of Clarence and Caroline were
-canvassed, and the history of the former as far as it
was known reviewed. Mr. Chudleigh gave a sketch
of his own attachment for Miss Auber, with so much
sense and feeling, divested of all maudlin sentimen-
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tallity, that it sensibly touched the earl; who adroitly
led him from the subject, by introducing observations
on our heroine as connccted with the views he had
entertaincd with regard to her and Clarence, and he
thence launched at once into the history and charac-
ter of her father; thus, with the g:)od intention that
cmanated from a generous hcart, withdrawing his
young companion from reflections as painful as they
were unavailing. '

Leaving them thus téte 4 téte, and the captain on
his return to Woburn to keep guard that his sons did
uot diverge from the line of interest ov duty, and
Clarence and Caroline on the high road, or rather the
cross road to matrimony, we will turn our eyes to our
old friend Mrs. Belmont, the sweet mother of our
beautiful heroine.

it was a gusty cvening, and the light of a good fire
shed its red gleam on the figure of that lady, as she
sat alone and in a meditative mood without candles
conjuring up images of the past, when the sound of a
carriage driving to the door startled her from her re-
verie. The first idea that flashed upon her mind was,
that Adela bad suddenly returned, and all the mother
kindled in her heart; but on opening the room door
she heard her name mentioned by a female voice with
which she was unacquainted, and she returncd to her
scat and rung for lights, conjecturing, during the interval,
what the visit might portend. At first she thought,
though not her dauughter, it might be somc one from
her; but all apprehension that the messenger was
the bearer of ill-tidings was baunished from her mind, as
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she recalled her recent letters, breathing not more of
filial love than of assurances of health and happiness.

Alice appeared in a few minutes with lights, herald-
ing a tall commanding womau, of the most clcgant
deportment and distinguished stile of dress; but
whose pale countehance appeared the cffect of recent
indisposition and fatigue.

“ I have the honour of sperking to Mrs. Belmont,”
cried the strabger as the maid withdrew ; ¢ those who
have ever beheld the daughter cannot have a mo--
ment’s doubt ; there is no difference, but the shadow
that time has feebly thrown upon you.”

Mrs. Belmont’s countenance beamed the delight
she felt at this allusion to her child, and the resem-
blance there existed between them. A striking like-
ness is always a flattering circumstance to the sclf-
love of a parent, it is an iudubitable certificate of
birth; a compliment, the sincerity of which cannot
be doubted ; and seems to mark more defi itcly and
strongly the endearing relationship that subsist n ri at
purest and (on one side at least) strongest of natural
ties.

“ I may not venture to surmise whom it is | have
the honour of receiving,” she cried; ¢ but she can
have no better passport to my heart and hon: han
coming from that dear and only child.”

“1 am not immediately or directly from her,” re-
joined the visitor, ¢ or I should probably have been
furnished with credentials more interest and satisfac-
tory than mere verbal expressions. But not to keep
you longer in suspense—perhaps Miss Belmont may
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have mentioned, among the number of ber friends,
Liady Ruthven.”

Mrs. Belmont bowed in acquiescence, and her lady-
ship preceded.

“ Nor is that title in my instance merely nominal—
the synonyme of acquaintance ; but one that I shall
bear out by proving that I am the friend 1 profess to
be.”

“ Your ladyship’s manner is so solemn,” cricd the
fond mother, ““ that you must pardon me if my anxiety
sapersedes my gratitude, and that T inquire if there is
more than usual occasion for the exercise of fricnd-
ship ?”

“ Be not alarmed, madam, Miss Belmont is I be-
lieve well and happy ; but nevertheless her situation is
onc that presents a fair field for the exertions of a
friend, who has bLoth the power and the will to serve
her; she has foes to be guarded against—she has
rights to be recognized. The first lie in ambush, like
the skulking tiger, waiting its opportunity to spring
and to devour—the latter are shrouded in obscurity.”

“ Pardon my interrupting you,” exclaimed Mrs,
Belmont, with looks and tones that betrayed her agi-
tation ; “ but let me know how far my child is in the
power of the foes you mention, how she may be
snatched from them; all else is secondary, if not
wholly visionary.”

[ see I have alarmed your fears,” cried Lady
Ruthven ; “ but you have no immediate cause for them :
your daughter is at present under the protcction of the
earl of Errol at his villa at Richmond, surrounded by
the noble and the honourable, and distant from the
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lurking mischicf I allude to. It is to bring you to her
aid at the timely moment, that you may snatch her
from the snare laid for her that [ am here.

“ Madam !” ejaculated Mrs. Belmont catching Lady
Ruthven’s hand, “ how can a mother’s heart find lan-
guage sufficiently powerful for the thanks that you
merit ?”’

“ Spare yourself the effort, my dear madam, [ ask
of you but to suffer me to guide you—and I will point
the spot where lies this lurker: and more, 1 will lay
bare the place where you may send your shaft deep,
dcep into his heart, and deal your vengeance on the
injurer.”

Mis. Belmont started at the violence with which
her new friend ground forth the last words from be-
tween her white teeth ; while some apprehensions, as
to the purity and disinterestedness, nay, even the sanity
of the motives, which led her into Wales, stole into
her mind. .

 Nor,” resumed Lady Rathven, ¢ shall the rights,
the claims of which you scem to think so lightly be
poorly answered. T will tear down the rampart guilt
has raised around a structure, rearcd by all the congre-
gated vices, rcarcd round a temple conscerated to
crime. [ will rend away the veil that shrouds im-
posture, and on the pedestal, from which I strike the
charlatan, I'll place your daughter,—the dominatress
of the wrested rights.”

Violence ever defeats its own aim.  Instead of gain-
ing, Lady Ruthven lost ground with Mrs. Belmont ;
who began to look, first with doubt as to the wisdom,
and then with distrust as to the views which guided
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her offers. She marked the fading interest of her
hostess, and she also knew to what to attribute it;
yet so little command had she of the violent passions
that tore her mind like the conflict of oppusing ele-
ments, that she could not speak on the subject thag
engrossed her thoughts otherwist than violently,
Trusting much to the nature and importance of the
points she should present to view, when she entered
at large on the disclosure she meant to make, she
veiled the disappointment she experienced from Mrs.
Belmont’s lukewarm manner of meeting proposals so
pregnaut with conscquences,and complained of fatigue.

¢ In the morning, my dear madam,” she cried, ““ I
will inform you of cvery thing that has been the motive
and the stimulant to this visit, which would have been
sooner paid, had not an indisposition, from which [ am
only just barely recovered, retarded my design.”

Mrs. Belmont would have gone herself to superin-
tend the arrangements for the accommodation of her
striking and uncxpected guest, but Lady Ruthven
prevented her, alleging that she had brought an attend-
ant, who would assist Mrs. Belmont’s domestic, and
render unnccessary that superintendance which coun-
ry servants generally require; then giving another
half hour to the common-place nothings of polite
conversation, her ladyship rose and wished Mrs. Bel-
mont good-night, reminding her of the topics of in-
terest to which the morning was to be devoted.

The absence of Lady Ruthven left Mrs. Belmont to
meditation, She felt less inclined than she did at first
to indulge fears on her child’s account; but the men-
tion of her rights, alienated and dormant as thcy had
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long been, awakened a variety of feelings, none how-
ever allied to hope or ambition. That which her hus-
band had never obtained, she did not much expect to
see her davghter possessed of: and she was ignorant
of the extent to which his interests had suffered,
through that supineness and a disgust with life which
had, in the closing years of his existence, overtaken
him., He was so much her senior, had past through
such a variety' of scenes, estranged his fricnds, and de-
termined his fortune so completely before they met,”
that he brought her but the wreck of his former self.
To recur to the past was painful, he therefore never
made her strictly acquainted with the circumstances
or connections of his early history; to many cven of
the passing events she was a stranger, unless their
ternination created some necessity for her being in-
formed of them. This misjudged, not to say culpable,
want of confidence, which so many observe towards
their wives, is frequently the fruitful source of much
domestic misfortune, depriving the wife of her best
guide in the conduct of her affairs during the lifc of
her husband, and leaving her in a lamncntable state of
ignorance in the event of his death, an ignorance often
fatal to the interest of his offspring and the honour of
his memory.

In Mr. Belmont this want of confidence arose from
no doubt of either the fortitude or the discretion of
his wife, but merely from an irritability of temper that
could not bear the tediom of detail, and a conscious-
ness of error and imprudence which made any review
too painful to be voluntarily entered on. To such, as
were acquainted with the circumstances attached to
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his family and fortunes, to whom a hint would suffice,
and a remote allusion be intelligible, he might occa-
sionally address remarks that glanced at early hopes
and former connections, and with those he loved to
indulge the bitterness of caustic satire and severe
invective ; but with such, asa more‘recent connection
had given no insight into his earlv career, he studiously
avoided all reminiscence.

Thus Mrs. Belmont knew little more’than that he
had involved his property before he came of age, and
finally deprived himself of all benefit from™it after-
wards: his father taking what advantages the law
allowed him to will it away, after he had rclieved a
great part of it of the incumbrances with which his
son’s inconsiderate folly and extravagance had charged
it. She had also some vague notions of his having
other rights and expectancies besides those exclu-
sively paternal, but as to their nature and extent she
had no definite idea. She therefore looked forward to
the interview with her guest with more curiosity than
either’expectation or anxiety. And had she even en-
tertained a hope of realizing the golden dreams of
fortune for Adecla, she had arrived at that state of
philosophy, which is the general result of the expe-
rience of life as to have been enabled to cultivate the
certainty with great equanimity.

All her reflections énded in a meek and fervent ap-
peal to the universal parent, to direct events accord-
ing to his will, and to endow her with submission to
meet his behests. For Adela she asked, if such were
consistent with those inscrutable decrees, the calm
and peaceful tenor of sequestered life; but if pros-
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perity and distinction were to be her destiny that it
might not inflate her mind with worldly pride, nor
withdraw her from the straight gate and narrow way
which leads to eternal life ; that if adversity were to
mark her fate, that she might be blest with that mcek
and quiet spirit, that patient submission, which pours
oil upon the waves of life’s tempestuous sea ; and thus,
after a communion with the spirit of God,—the cleva-
tion of her soul in prayer, she sunk, as if shadowed
Ly the wings of hovering angels. to a calm unbroken
rest.

Far diffcrently passed the same hours with the tu -
bulent Lady Ruthven, whose fevered pulses beat wiih
a desire for vengeance, whose sighs were those of dis-
appointed pride and wrecked ambition. The remnant
of the fever that had detained her in Scotland still
hung about her, nor did her mind ever suffer her to
taste that repose, which would be the best preserva-
tive from the sccret rawages it was making on her
constitution. The sedative of religion was unknown
to her, the lenient precepts of that divine spirit which
teaches forgiveness of injurics, had never pourcd one
holy balm drop on her burning heart. With a gifted
intellect and strong passions, her mind was like the
arid soil that throws forth poisons. The lights of her
genius were the ignis fatuus of a clime teeming with
unwholesome cxhalations. Her very gaiety was like
the flash of the lightning, which, thongh harmless
at thec moment, might, under circumstances of excite-
ment, bring down the red bolt of vengeance, as easily
as the light scintillations of merriment : the sunshine
of cheerfulness, the rainbow hues of an innocent and
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clegant fancv were unknown to her happy hours,
while those of a more sombre cast were marked by
a gloom, such as denotcs the approach of the tempest,
when the thunder-clouds roll dark and heavy on the
lowering horizon.

So opposite were the two mdlwduals that mect at
breakfast the following morning. Mrs. Belmont in
her white wrapping gown, just the middle size, and
full of the gentle graccfulness that became her years,
and belonged to her style of beauty : Lady Ruthven in
a moruing-robe of damask silk, which adorned a form
tall, clegant, and of an air the most commanding. As
they met, they were mutually struck with the strong
contrast cach presented to the other. Mrs. Belmont’s
smile lit a pair of rich brown cyes with a serenc lustre,
and dimpled round a mouth that was the very home
of sweetness and good humour : Lady Ruthven smiled
too, but it was the restricted smile of artificial feeling,
which effected no change in her sloe black eye, and
scarcely softened the proud cxpression of her finely
formed lip. The one reposed upon her seat like
Latona, still beautiful and gentle, though the object
of many sorrows and many persecutions, and as if
her present calm might at any moment be changed to
tears, but scarcely be animated to resistance: Lady
Ruthven looked like, the haughty Niobe, with all the
legion of proud passions lying at her heart, more
prone to combat than to yield, to command than to
obey.

Her ladvship gradually led the conversation to Italy,
and drew Mrs. Belmont into some detail of her early
life ; and *then, by a natural consequence, they dropped
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into the very channel in which it was desirable the
conversation should flow.

“ You must remember,” cried Lady Ruthven a lit-
tle angry at the small insight Mrs. Belmont exhibited
as to her husbands affairs, ¢ to have heard mention of
a Mr. Nocl.”

¢ No, indeed,” she replied; ¢sometimes I used to
hear names rqenlioned, when Mr. Belmont was con-
versing with Sir Reginald Hampton.”

“ Ah!" interrupted her ladyship,  the brother of
the earl of Errol.”

¢ The same,” resumed Mrs. Belmont. ¢ But as I
never was made a party to those conversations, and 1
saw the unhappy effect they had on Mr. Belmont’s
temper and spirits, so far from secking to comprebend
or encourage them, T invariably drew him away when
ever I could.”

¢ Then, Madam, I will inform you who this Mi.
Noel was, and then I will ‘also acquaint you of what
he ¢s. Mark my information for you can use it to
your best purpose—he must be reminded of the past,
and undeceived as to the present.”

‘[ have not yet got hold of the clue,” cried Mus.
Belmont, ¢ but I will patiently follow your ladyship

_through the labyrinth, were it but to ascertain to what
it leads.”

“ To results believe me the most proud to you, the
most fearful to your foe—but to proceed. Mr. Noel,
the illegitimate offspring of Mr. Percy Noel your hus-
band’s first cousin, is the individual of whom I speak.
He lived bereath his father’s roof and bore his name
till his tenth year, when death deprived him of his
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vatural protector. His state was one of great desti-
tution ; the heir at law claiming what little the ex-
pensive habits of a drunken sportsman had left, after
the necessary expenses of returning him to the clod
from whence he sprung. The mother of the boy, who
had been a scrvant in thc house, had long since left
the country, and young Noel ran a fair chance of be-
coming a pauper or something worse, when Mr. Bel-
mont’s father was made acquaintéd with the orphan’s
melancholy fate, and stretched forth to him the hand
of aid. He took the boy home, gave him the same
advantages that bhis own son enjoyed, and flattered
himself he was rearing a faithful friend for that only
child, and thus. supplying to him the want of the
fraternal tie. How fullacious is human reasoning,
how falsc are all our hopes, instcad of a son he che-
rished a serpent: instcad of an associate, cndeared to
Horatio Belmont by the double motive of gratitude
and affection, he was rearing the foe of his son's
future life, the usurper of his rights and privileges. 1
will not fatiguc and distress you with details of the
arts and villanies by which he blackened the charac-
ter of the unsuspicious Horatio. I have a document
which circumstances have thrown into my hand, which
will better develope the demon character of Noel than
I can now pause to do. It is sufficient for the present
to rcmark, that he- was the chief instrument of the
banishment of an only son from the home and heart
of an unhappy father. He led the victim of his
machination into thc path of error, (which a love of
pleasure made him too facile in treading,) and having
donc so he barred his return, denying him the power
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of expressing or making known his penitence, and
willingness to retrace his steps.

This line of conduct through a serics of ycars, in
which he pretended to supply to the father the place
of the renegade son, and affected to the son to be the
intercessor with an obdurate father, furnished him
with a perfect knowledge of all the family secrets,
and enabled him to maturc the plans by which he
ultimately supecrseded the child of his benefactor. At
the death of your father-in-law, madam, he was dis- .
covered to be his heir—that will was a forgery. From
that hour he advanced with rapid strides, and Mr.
Belmont’s absence from England left him undisputed
master of the ficld. Reports injurious to Mr. Bel-
mont’s character were industriously spread, followed by
others of his death ; so that, on the dissolution of your
husband’s uncle, with no one to dispute or inquire
into his claim, he stepped into the vacant place and be-
came Lord Egremont.”

¢ Lord Egremont!” repeated Mrs. Belmont, “ the
future father of Mr. Auber ?»”

¢ The same,” cried Laiy Ruthven.

¢ But, my dear madam, | remember hearing of no
uncle of Mr. Belmont’s but the old baron of Les-
wick—"’

¢ Who subsequently assumed the title of Egremont,”
interrupted Lady Ruthven ; ““ all that, my dear madam.
shall be explained to you. Do you now sec how far
you are interested in what [ have already revealed ?”*

“ Yes,” answered Mrs. Belmont, “he is holding
the place my daughter ought to fill. He must have
becn aware of that the moment he beheld her, Did
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he feel nothing towards the dear girl ? no remorse for
the rights he usurped ? no ycarnings towards the same
blood, for legitimate ov illegitimate still they arc
cousins >

*“ Yes, I will tell you what he felt—a paralysis of
the heart from terror, though not from remorsc; but
the well practiced disscmbler betrayed it not to her,
nor any onc beside involuntarily. - Since then another
feeling has grown into his heart.” B

Dreadful was the light that gleamed in the eyes of
the narratress, as the ground of her vengeance against
her perfidious paramour was thus recalled to her
mind.

“ Yet, my dear madam, you have other dcbts to
Lord Egicmont besides those of which [ have alrcady
infortued you. TIn him you bchold not merely the
carly foc of your husbaud, the ungrateful usurper of
his honours and his fortune, the defamer of his name,
and the destroyer of his peace ; but you behold in him
the wretch that meditates the seduction of your
daughter—you behold in him the murderer of your
son !—your first born !”

Mrs. Belmont sunk back in her chair, and Lady
Ruthven was apprehensive she would have fainted;
but a sensation much more painful held her speech-
less. Alice, who had answered the summons of the
parlour bell, flew to her mistress with anxious solici-
tude, so colourless was the face, so rigid the features
of that unfortunate lady, on whom a sudden revulsion
of thoughts and fcelings had brought back the most
painful passage of her existence, accompanied with
circumstances which increased their effect tenfold,
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As soon as she obtained the power of utterance she
dismissed the attendant, and with a convulsed lip, to
which the colour had not yet returned, entrcated Lady
Ruthven to proceed—who continued,

‘“ However unconscious Mr. Belmont might have
been of it, he was never otherwisc than surrounded by
the emissaries of his enemy. The cirenmstance of
his marriage was onc of the most appalling nature to
the usurper, whose machinations would have prevent-
ed its completion, (as he had done in similar events
before,) but that your union was a secret one. The
innocent fruit of your love now became as much an
object of his dread as your husband. 1 will not dwell
on an cvent so harrowing—I need only say to his
agency you owe the cruel deprivation of your child !”

‘ How did they destroy it?” cried the agonized
mother, “could the inhuman monsters consign it liv-
ing to the flames—"

¢ Moderate this excess of feeling, my dear madam,”
said Lady Ruthven making an attempt to soothe the
sufferer, “1 know not the particulars—1] only know
the child was sacrificed at his instigation, and he re-
warded the doers of the deed.”

“ Oh! merciful God !’ exclaimed the gasping Mrs,
Belmont, “ what a tale for a mother’s ear—my babe!
my boy! my little martyr!” and covering her face
with her handkerchief, she yielded to an agony of
tears.

Lady Ruthven though not much of a philanthropist,
was enough of a physiologist, to know that tears. are
the best relief of a surcharged heart; she therefore
suffered Mrs. Belmont’s to flow without interruption,
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and without shedding one in sympathy with her. At
length, as a new burst of anguish every now and then
seemcd to evince an increase rather than a decreasc
of her sorrow, she recalled the mourning mother from
the memory of the dead, to the retributive punish-
ment due to the living. *

“ Summon your fortitude, my dear Mrs. Belmont,”
cricd her ladyship, ¢ you cannot recall, but you may
revenge your child.” - ‘

““ Oh! will that repay me for the pangs it felt, my
little white-limbed dove !—Oh! when 1 kissed him
and held him to receive his father’s kisses, could [
think it was for the last, last time.—His carcssing hand
clung to me as if to say, ¢ decar mother do not lcave
me ! but I left him! my boy, my appealing babe!
my lost, my murdered little one !”

Mrs. Belmont’s emotion began now to infringe on
the patience of Lady Ruthven, who therefore tried
another avenuc by which to recall her from fruitless
lamentation.

“ The one you mourn, my dear madam, is now safe,
beyond the reach of further injury; not so thc one
you’ve left—Miss Belmont calls upon you to protect
her innocence to assert her rights—"’

“ You are right, madam,” cried Mrs. Belmont
drying her eyes, “ I must rousc myself to act, not sit
down supinely to nurse the sorrows that no time can
heal. Tell me, guide me, Lady Ruthven, my life has
been a series of emotions, I have known what it is to
feel in all its*various wild acuteness, but I am new
to the deteiminate exertion necessary to the conduct
of an affair like this.
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“ Rely on me, dear madam,” cried Lady Ruthven,
delighted to find her become more calin and reason-
able, I will undertake your conduct through these
quicksands. Your daughter shall be invested with the
immense fortune which has been so long appropriated
to the use of infamly and crime—""

“ When shall we leave here?” inquired Mrs. Bel-
mont. “I am on the rack till T behold my one re-
maining child' safe from the toils of the destroyer.”

“ Do not entertain any present apprehension to dis-’
turb you. Miss Belmont is at present safe—doubt
not but at the necessary moment protection shall be
near, you shall be yourself the guardian ; aud, as you
hold the shicld o’er her, shall you discharge your shaft
at him !—You shall meet him in nid career; like a
goaded beast he shall run upon the lance, and you
shall toss him high to meet the scoff of loud deyision ;
then hurl him down, trample him and blight hiin !”’

Lady Ruthven’s face grew livid with the iutensity
of her feelings, and again Mrs. Belmont was held for
a moment on a poise as she asked hersclf, was she to
be a principal in the sccnes that were shortly to be
acted, or was she to be an instrument in that violent
woman’s hands! but the vital intercst that agitated
her heart soon silenced this tone of reasoning as Lady
Ruthven resumed. .

“ I hourly expect to be joined by a gentleman of the
name of Oswald, who can inform you better than I
can of all you desire to know. He is devoted to my
interest, and consequently to yours. He will arm you
with the barbed darts to strike into this Abimelech ;
like the woman of Thebez 1 will watch my opportu-
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nity to hurl the stone of destruction at his head, and
at last, like Haman, we will bang bim on the gallows a
mockery and an example !”

The tones and the expressions which gave soul to
Lady Ruthven’s language, horrified the gentler spirit
of Mrs. Belmont, who was at all times morc ready to
mourn over the injured, than to porsue the injurer.
To snatch her child to her arms in salety, ocenpicd
more of her thonghts than the punishment of the
uilty meditator of her ruing while for the crimes
which he had already perpetrated, she awlully felt that
there was an offended God, at the bar of whose judg-
ment e must appear, where the spirits of her perse-
cuted husband and of her innocent babe would appear
against him.

“ Unhappy, guilty wreteh !’ exclaimed Mrs. Bel-
mont, ¢ there is no severity he does not merit at my
hands ; but if T rescue Adela, and he restores only a
part of her rights, I should feel half inclined to leave
him to repentance, rather than to hold him forth to
the world the monster that he is.”

Lady Ruthven listened from mere inability to stop
her; so great was her astonishment at what she termed
the tameness of Mrs. Belmont’s nature, and so great
was her rage at finding hersclf linked to so incflec-
tive an agent in the dire work of destruction she was
planning. .

“ Great Heaven !’ she at length ¢jaculated, ¢ have
you a soul ? Do you remember that you have a dangh-
ter? In your place 1 would tear his heart from its
scat—and drain the vital current of his life to quench
my thirst of vengeance. Think of the crime on

22 3T
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crime that he has perpetrated—think on your devoted
daughter.”

“ Do not imagine,” cricd Mrs. Belmont, ¢ that I
need a stimulus to save my child. Woe betide the
being that would injure her. You tell me I shall save
her—I have a tro$t in Heaven that 1 shall—and has
not that dark criminal a daughter too ? unhappy girl!
ignorant as innocent of her father’s crimes—you
would not involve her in his punishment ? ingulf her
in his ruin ?”

‘ Why not ?” furiously interrogated Lady Ruthven,
“she is as wicked as onc so weak can be. A little
scorpion with a fceble sting—the will, without the
power of guilt. She’s tried to sting your daughter. No,
she shall fall with him—I hate the fool ! She the wife
of Seeton Auber! Would I leave her father such a
triumph? Never! How came that princely brow to
stoop for such a nuptial wreath as that nonentity could
crown him with! Oh?! there shall be a glorious
ceremony. Not the dull common rites that church-
men babble.  The conscerated lights shall burn around
us, and silver censers fling their incense high—the
chalice shall be brimmed, but vot with wine. 1 will
lay the offering ou the altar—there shall be no bride,
but an accuser—no bridegroom, but in his placc a
pallid felon, a reeking murderer—there shall be music
—not an anthem, but a dirge—there shall be bells
sounding, not peals, but koells !

And then bursting into a violent and hysterical
laugh, she rushed from the room. The certainty that
she was mad painfully overcame Mrs. Belmont, who
began to think that all to which she had been listen
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ing, and which she bad suffered so much to affect her,
had been nothing more than the ravings of an unsct-
tled brain ; impressed with this conviction she hastily
followed her, but finding she had rctired to bher room
and that her servant was in attendance upon her,
Mrs. Belmont gladly withdrew to her own to cndea-
vour to calm her shatterced nerves and to collect her
thoughts.
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CHAPTER XXX.

* Oh' Hope, sweet flatterer, whose delusive touch
Sheds on afllicted minds the halm of comfort ;
Relicves the load of poverty; sustains
The captive bending with the weight of bonds,
And smoothes the pillow of discase and pain ;
Send back th’ exploring messenger with joy,
And let e hail thee frun that riendly grove.”
GLoveR.

DurinG several days, in which Lady Ruthven
hourly expected the arrival of Oswald, she occupied
herself and Mrs. Belmont in looking over papers,
and arranging the evidence aguinst Lord Egrcmont,
These documents, and the systematic conduct of her
coadjutrix convinced her of the reality of the dread-
ful disclosure that had been made, and increased her
impatience to fly to her child, a letter from whom
discovered the change of her residence from Rich-
.mond to Woburn. But Lady Ruthven soothed her
fears, and implored her to wait the arrival of Oswald,
who she assured her was laying every thing in a pro-
per train, and would be with them the moment all
was prepared.  As to any danger to Miss Belmont,
while under the care of Lady Milsom, in the midst of

uch a society, and whilst the calprit was engaged as
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he was with company and the ¢xpectation of his
daughter’s nuptials, she argued so skilfully against
such -a possibility that she induced Mrs. Belmont to
acquiesce, and yield herself entirely to her agency.

More than a wecek had elapsed since Lady Ruth-
ven’s arrival, when once more the sound of a carriage
disturbed the peaceful cchoes of Mrs. Belmont’s
abodc ; she was seated with her ladyship in the draw-
ing room, still conversing on the subjcct that now
occupiced all their thoughts, when the coach stopped
at the door.

¢ It is Oswald at last,” cried Lady Ruthven as she
impatiently waited the announcement : but the infor-
mation that a stranger desired to speak with Mrs.
Behmont dissipated that hope.

¢ Have you no idea whao it is ?” said Mrs. Belmont
as she rose to leave the room.

“It’s a lady, ma’am, and T thought 1 Anowed the
voice ; but I hav'nt seed her, so | can’t pretend to
say—""

Her mistress had passed her before she had drawled
forth so much, and descended to the parlour full of
conjectures, and not without fears. On entering she
beheld a tall figure in a riding-dress which by the
dim unsnuffed candle alice had placed on the table,
she did not immediately recognize to be Caroline.

« Miss Auber!” she cjaculated in tones of affec-
tionate surprize, as the young lady advanced to em-
brace her; * but alone, unattendced, in tcars too, how
is this '

“Oh! my dear madam, you do not know the
wretchedness of my situation ! you will condetn the



518 THE BEAUTY OF THE BRITISH ALDS;

step I have taken, but oh! you must pity the conse-
quences that have ensued.”

“ Great Heaven! how you terrify me, my deat
Caroline, what has thus bowed you? What is the
step you have taken "’

¢ My dearest madam,  am a wife—] had scarcely
been such three days when my husband was torn from
my arms, under a charge that perils his life. The
poor consolation of sharing a prison with him was
denied me. They have borne him I scarce know-
whither, and 1 obey his last injunction in secking a
refuge with you.”

“ With me " repeated the amazed and agitated
Mrs. Belmont, *“ do I then know him

“ No, dearest madam, but he knows you by report,
and hc knows Adela. It had been my original inten-
tion to have sojourned with you a short time, and all
those considerations induced him to urge my flying to
you, or it was my intentiomnto have followed him to the
metropolis, whither I understand he is to be conduct-
cd. Oh! you will let me remain till he writes—dear
Mrs. Belmont, you will not discard me? When you
know all—when you know him to whom my destiny
is united, you will not blame me.” ‘

Her tears fell fast upon Mrs. Belmont’s hand, who
scothed her with maternal tenderncss, assuring ber
of protection as long as she would accept or might
require it. She then informed her of the circum-
stance of Lady Ruthven being in the house, and in-
quired if she had any objection to see her.

“ None in the world,” replied Caroline, becoming
more composcd from the tenderness and support she
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met from Mrs. Belmont, she may as well hear my
story from my owu lips as from the mouth of anothcer.
We will join her therefore if you please.”

But ere they could lcave the parlour the arrival of
Oswald dctermined their remaining where they were.
He ascended with a rapid step to ¢he drawing-room
where sat Lady Ruthven: as Mrs. Belmont was well
awarc of the subjects of decp interest they had to
discuss, she called to Alice to improve the fire and
bring better lights, and prepared to puss the remain-
der of the evening with the unhappy bride.

The few nccessary arrangements were sool made,
and the room assumed a greater appearance of com-
fort than when it was first entered.  Caroline disin-
cumbered herself of her hat and habit, and tca being
ordered, as the thing which would best refresh her,
she sat down with Mrs. Belmont as with a mother.

The subject that first naturally came upon the tapis
was the history of her flight, which she described as
uninterrupted. They reached Dumfrieshive in safety
and good spirits ; but after the marriage, and the ne-
cessity that impelled her no louger existed, Caroline
began to feel the effects of a long journey and anxiety
of mind; thercfore under a natural but unfortuvate
anxiety for her health, Clarcnce insisted ou a short
stay at Gretna.

 But, alas, my dear madam,”” she continued, ¢ the
peace and repose be was so auxious to secure mc was
not to be my lot. It was about twelve in the fore~
noon, and | was scated at the window of our lodgings
with my hand in his, recalling the trepidation with
which at that hour three days before 1 bhad gone
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through the ccremouny which was to fix the destiny
of my future life, when a post-chaise which bore all
the marks of a hasty journey passed the door.

“ More fugitives,” said 1 ; ““and Clarence rose, ob-
serving he would go and learn who they were, or at
least get a sight ofthem. I laughed at his curiosity,
but sutfered him to go. Alas ! he returned no more.
A pote informing me that he was under arrest, induced
me to fly to him. He was in the custody of two men.
It appears my father had himsclf visited Richmond
and discovered my flight; hopcless of overtaking me,
he at first thought of renouncing us for ever; but the
desire of revenge at length obtained the mastery, and
hastening to London he procured a couple of police
officers ; with these he dispatched his servant (from
whom I learned these particulars) to identity the per-
son of Clarence, while he returned himsclf to the
Marquis de Pomcnars to take measures for having my
husband surrendered up to France, to meet the event of
a court-martial. When this dreadful information was
imparted, and which was donc as if with a view of in-
creasing my agony of mind, and as if to do so was
among the articles of instruction; I threw myscll on
the neck of Clarence, and oh! exhausted as [ am
from successive days of weeping, I will not even at-
tempt to sketch the scene.”

Mrs. Belmont, who had experienced a situation
nearly similar, did not need the eloquence of deserip-
tion to extract the tear of sympathy. Drawing Caro-
linc to hér, she kissed her with tender emotion, and
the soothed and gratified sufferer resumed ber nar-
rative.
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“ What shall give you an idea of my feelings whean
Clarence was gone? The agony of our parting scene
had lcft me more dead than alive : while the appre-
hensions for the future, which arose in terrible array
before me, exhausted the little strength 1 had left. I
found it impossible to set out immddiatcly as [ wish-
ed ; I was obliged to postpone it to the next day, and
go to bed. The next day came, and after wbat a
night ! but another delay arose, | could procure no
horses. I thought in the petulance of my distress I
should never reach you; but I am here at last, thank
Heaven! Oh! were ke here with me, 1 should not
have a wish ungratified.”

The next topic that engaged them, was the history
of the unfortunate Clarence, as Mrs. Belmont’s curi-
osity was excited in no common degree to know all
that was connected with the husband of a being so
interesting and 82 endeared as Caroline ; and the young
and uvhappy bride could speak on no other subject.
Bitterly did Mrs. Belmont weep throughout the nar-
ration, and lament the evil destiny which seemed to
pursue the unhappy and persecuted Clarence.

“ Well, my dear child,” cried Mrs. Belmont as the
story came to its close, “I can only counsel you to
trust in that power who disposes all events. He will
I hope direct those of your fortune to a happy termi-
vation. Your husband, it appears, my love is known
to your family by the name of Clarence, in the army
he bore that of Merteuil. What is his real name ?”

« His real name,” replied Caroline, *is Clarence
D’Arley. On effecting his escape fromn college, in
order to avoid the monkish habit, he assumed that of

22 3¢
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Merteuil, the name of the school-fellow who received
and assisted him. Under that name he entered the
army ; but on his subsequent desertion and escape to
England, he resumed his baptismal, dropping only
his surname. All deception is now unnecessary, and hc
of course returns fo his originel designation.”

Many had been the attempts on the part of Mrs.
Belmont to induce the fair and weary traveller to re-
tire ; but shé did not succeed till Carolinc had nothing
more left to communicate. As soon as she had seen
her in comfortable possession of the half of her bed,
Mrs. Belmont kindly kissed her, closed the curtains,
and softly descended the stairs. The voices of Oswald
and Lady Ruthven were still sounding in the tones of
unwearied animation; she was going to pass the
drawing-room without interrupting them, when Alice
informed her that Lady Ruthven had long wished to
sce her.

“1 thought you wowd never bc disengaged, my
dear madam,” cried her ladyship, rising as she en-
tered, and presenting Oswald; ‘ but my friend would
not depart without seeing you. Did I not tell you,”
shc added, “ he was not idle in the cause we are
upon ? He has made discoveries that are worth an
empire.”

¢ If they but purchase me the' only empire that 1
covet, I am richly paid,” replied Oswald as he gazed
on the brilliant and beautiful Lady Ruthven with the
most expressive passion.

On entering, Mrs. Belmont’s first thoughts had been
directed to the study of Oswald ; associated as he was

, to be with her, and the fortunes of her child, he was a
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person of no common interest. He appeared to be a
man verging towards forty, scarcely above the middle
size, and athletic; his countenance was marked and
rather handsome, with a clear grey eyc of singular
intelligence. Upon the whole he had an appearance
calculated to prepossess, but for a*certain something
sinister and artful in the expression of his counte-
nance.

¢ | think,” he resumed, * I have introluced London
hours into a place hitherto a stranger to them. Now
1 have had the plcasure of seeing Mrs. Belmont, I
will not increase the fatigue you both cvince, ladics :
but say farcwell.””

¢ We shall see you to-morrow carly ?” cried Lady
Ruthven with a flattering anxiousness.

¢ How carly?” he inquired as he took her hand.

“To breakfast,”” she replied. He bowed, kissed
the hand he held, and with the most marked respect
to Mrs. Belmout, departed.

Mrs. Belmont just paused to mention the arrival of
Caroline, but not suffering details of any kind to be
entered on, the ladies immediately separated for the
night.

Fatigue and exhausted spirits had mutually conduced
to throw the young and unfortunate bride into a pro-
found sleep. Mrs. Belmont stood to gaze upon her
with admiration and éompassion ; all the haughty traits
of her countenance were softened by repose and sor-
row; a tear was on her check which was pale as the
pillow on which ‘her head rested, and which was
strikingly contrasted by the few dark curls that stole
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from under her cap. Her hands were clasped as if she
had gone to sleep in prayer, while the expression of
her mouth spoke the deep melancholy which even in
slumber weighed upon her heart.

As Mrs. Belmont looked at her, the large drops
kept collecting and falling fromn her eyes; they were
those silent distinct tears which may be counted, and
are like the few and heavy drops which sometimes in
summer precéde a storm, when there is an unearthly
calm, and solemn gloom. They sprung as much from
memory as from pity. In soch exhausted sleep, so
pale, so worn, had she too laid, when Belmont was
torn from her ; and while she drew a parallel between
herself and Caroline, she could not forbear doing the
same betwecen Clarence and him who had been the
object of her early love and long regret. The coin-
cidence, assisted by an imagination time could not
dim, and feelings that it could not chill, created in her
breast an interest for the unknown Clarence that par-
took of all the romantic ardour of her nature.

The following morning Oswald was punctual to his
appointment, and made a third at Mrs. Belmont’s
breakfast table; but they had scarcely discusscd their
first cops of tea when Caroline made her appcar-
ance.

Mrs. Belmont gently chid her for the effort she had
made, in rising so soon from the fatigues and agita-
tions of the preceding day, and then led her forward
and presented her as Madame D’Arley. Lady Ruth-
ven was 8o intent in gazing onsthe altered face of
Caroline, such havock had a few days of Larassing
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anguish made, that she did not perceive the sudden
start with which Oswald heard the name : neither was
it noted by the gentle hostess, whose attentions werc
svlely devoted to the same object.

“ My dear Caroline,” cried her ladyship, *from
the very bare outline our mutual friend there fur-
nished me last night, T apprehend 1 have to condole
as well as to congratulate you on your introduction to
the laud of marriage. Bat I will hope your misfor-
tunes, whatcver they are, may soon pass away, while
the happiness which must result from a union of
beings so formed for each other must be permanent.
I have rarely met a person I more admired than your
Clarence.”

Caroline bowed her head, but rising cmotion choked
er utterance, and forbade reply.

¢ Clarence D'Arley !” repeated Oswald. I am
interested in that name; may I madam,” addressing
Caroline, “ask you the particulars respecting that
individual, for 1 conccive he must be the one I scek 3
it is unlikely therc can be two of the same name.”

Carolinc hesitated a moment, and then replied—

¢ Be your intention friendly, or otherwise, sir, it
will 1 believe be little use for me to withhold informa-
tion so easily attainable in other quarters.”

Oswald snatched the first pause to inform her that
his views were of the most friendly kind ; and thus®
assured she answered his inquiries and gave a brief
outline of her husband’s history, one with which Mrs.
Belmont was already acquainted, and Caroline did not
for a momcent doabt that Lady Ruthven was in pos-
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session of all of which Lord Egremont could inform
her.

Oswald was a man who had too much command
of his feelings to discover any emotion, whatever he
might have felt, although the first mention of the name
had surprised him ¢into something -like it : theretore
when Caroline’s information was exhausted he mercly
remarked, that Monsieur D’Arley was the identical
person, and hé trusted he should be of some use to
him in his present unpleasant situation.

When was a young heart otherwisc than sanguine !
and how readily do we believe that possible which we
desire! A gleam of hope shone in the tearful eyes of
the young wife, as she thanked Oswald ; and the con-
versation would scarcely flow in any other channel, so
fondly did Caroline dwell on all that related to Cla-
rence, if Lady Ruthven had compelled it to diverge to
one less tender but equally interesting to her.

“ But my dearest Mrss Belmont,” cried her lady-
ship, while malicious pleasurc sparkled in her eyes,
¢ you have not heard Mr. Oswald report progress.
Who do you imagine in a late visit to Woburn he has
discovered ?”’

1 cannot possibly guess,” cried Mrs. Belmont.

“ No less important a person than a sister of my
noble lord of Egremont.”

¢ He has not encountered the ghost of Mrs. Sau-
grober, I hope,” said Caroline, whose spirit began to
revive,

“ Oh! one far more worthy of the stock from which
the portly peer has sprung. What is the creature’s
name ?” she continued, turning to Oswald.
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“Och! and isn’t Laggon?” replied he, affecting
a brogue, and turning the subject into the pleasantry
he so well knew was acceptable to Lady Ru hveu.

¢ Murs, Luggon ! repeated Caroline with surprise,
who was familiar both with the name and the cha-
racter of the woman from Clarence and Adela.
““ Surely my senses are deceiving me, and you could
not have said that Mrs. Laggon is the sister of Lord
Egremont ?”’ M

¢ You heard perfectly right—she is no other,” said
her ladyship, ¢ and it seems you know her.”

‘“ By report,” replied Caroline; “ his sister I’ she
continued, as if she found it impossible to convince
herself. ““ Oh! but 1 suppose under the circum-
stances of illegitimacy.”

“ No, madam,” cried Oswald, “ that advantage is
on his lordship’s side.”

¢ 1 am cither mad or stupid,” exclaimed Madame
D’Arley ; “ but I cannot comprehend what you arc
saying.”

“ I will speak in more intelligible terms, my dear
madam,” hastily cried Lady Ruthven, as if apprehen-
sive any one should snatch the task from her. ¢ He
whom you have so long known as Lord Egremont,
is the natural son of an obscure and distant branch
of the family whose name he bears, a family that bas
long been threatened with extinction in its main
branches. His mother was a servant of the lowest
description. Of her marriage with his father he has
forged documents, and by a series of forgeries and
falschoods has succeeded in raising himself to the
place he now holds. But the time is at hand to tum-
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ble him from the eminence on which he stands so
doubtfully. A power of no mean strength artialed
by no mean talent comes against him, and he falls !”

“ What a blow to my father !” exclaimed Caroline,
instantly reverting to her brother’s engagement with
Miss E¢remont. °

¢ Rathcr say, what an cscape for Secton! But I lose
time, | hbave letters to write.”

¢“ Do not fise,” cried Mrs. Belmont, ¢ Madam
D’Arley and I will leave you, we have yet much to
talk over.”

Caroline and her kind hostess withdrew, Alice rec-
moved the breakfast things, and her ladyship bcing
supplied with pen, ink, and paper, was left to renew
her important plans and arrangements with Oswald.
She heard with some surprise and still more morti-
fication, that a delay was again necessary; and that
it was imperative for Oswald to leave Wales for a
short time. .

¢ Trust to me,” he crfed, as he saw the cloud that
gathered on her brow. “I[ withbold the blow yct a
little longer but to bring it down with more tremen--
dous force. New engines of torture are accumulat-
ing in my hands, and I will bring them into play as
speedily as possible.”” In this manner he at length
succeeded in appeasing her ladyship, and baving taken
his farewell of the other ladies, early in the forenoon
he departed. Leaving them to the daily and hourly
discussion of the circumstances of interest in which
they severally stood, we will rejoin the party at
Woburn.
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CHAPTER XXXI.

THE consternation of the whole party at Bedford,
us soon as the news of Caroline’s flight rcached them,
is more easily conceived than described ; but one was
more immediately affected than any other: that one
was Sceton Auber. The whole, truth now flashed
npon him, and in discovering in Clarence. the lover of
hig sister, he could account for all the appearances
which had hitherto occasioned him so much perplexity
regarding Adela. More than all, he was now con-
vinced he bad no rival in her heart. As that convic-
tion first flashed upon his soul, he enjoyed an ecstasy
of delight ; but, alas, it was not more brilliant-than it
was fleeting. What availed all her charms, all her
love, while the barrier of his engagement with Sophia
rose between them.

Every one was under the influence of perplexed and
agitated feelings, when letters arrived which materially
increased those feelings in the parties to whom they
were addressed., Those to Captain Auber were ano-
nymous, but written by one who evidently knew him
and bis connections well, and in a’ tone of style that
rivetted his attention; they warned bim against the
marriage his son was on the eve of contracting, and
hinted at the total overthrow of Miss Egremont's

23 © - 38x
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prospects and family. As he hastened to scek his son
he heard the marquis order his carriage, and disco-
vered that his lordship was hastening to town ; but he
had not time to reflect on the circumstance, when the
‘appearance of his son recalled all his atténtion to hls
own affairs. .
" Having put the letters into Seeton’s hands, he threw
himself into a seat to watch the effect they would pro-
.duce on his gon. :

¢ Can you guess the author of these letters ?” cried
voung Auber, as he concluded the perusal with an
agitation the most extreme.

¢ No stranger, evidently,” replied the  captain;
“and though anonymous communications are and
ought to be received with suspicion, there is a tone
about those letters which makes me fear there is
more in ambush than we dream of. There are other
tircumstances also, which crowd their confirming tes-
timony on my mind. Lgrd Egremount is strangely
altered ; for my own part.] have sometimes thought
him mad.”

¢ And what has become of Lady Ruthven ?” asked
Seeton, “her long and sudden dtsappearance is mast
singular.”

¢ Seegon 1 cned his fathcr wlemnly, and pausing
after he had pronounced the name. ¢ We are npon
a precipice, and we must be. on- oup guard that ne
power pushes us into the gulf. . If but half my fears,
are realized, if but,half the mischief this. ktter hints
is accomplished, thiy is wo marriage-for you,’’

¢ And what, sir, is to'become of Sophia }" )
. % What becomes of any scion. of: an. pnfortunate
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house? White the root is gaod the topmost branches
flourish green and verdant; but when the withered
stem totters to its fall, the branches fall likewise,”

““ True, that is the law of nature ; but there is ano-
ther law which bids those who have sought shelter be-
neath those boughs when they were fresh'with verdure,
to raise and bind them should they chance to fall. So-
phia is more mine than ever. Be her father the
guilty criminal these letters would infeY, that cannot
affect the innocence of his daughter, while the very
circumstance leaves her more particularly in want of
protection and support.”

¢ This is romance, folly—"" but ere he could precede
further they were joined by Lord Egremont. With
an abruptness of manner that surprised them, he an-
nounced his intention of celebrating his marriage with
Lady Ruthven in a few days, and continued, (address-
ing himself particularly to Seeton,)

“ What say you to our persuading Sophia to fix
the same day? Lady Ruthven and myself are of the
Roman faith, and will be united by the good father
Francis in the chapel. A special licence and my wor-
thy friend the dean will assist you in the protestant’
ceremony ; and thus will the two holy men make us ¢
couple of Benedicts-on the same day.”

Various were the feelings that agitated Seeton at
this proposal ; less vatious but almost as violent were
those of his father, who now desired the. postpone-
ment of the, match as much as he had once anxwu&h :
wished its fulfilment.

The struggle in Seeton’s breast was short, he iei:’
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that honour, not inelination must decide, and he in-
stantly assured his lordship that he would urge Miss
Egremont to accede to the arrangement. '

Lady Rauthven, soon after Oswald’s departare from
Wales, had written to Lord Egremont, offering him
her forgiveness o the condition of the fulfilment of
his engagement with her. Glad to be relieved from
the apprehensions which had so long tortured him,
he answered fier letter by assuring her he was willing
to subscribe to her dictates; the consequence -was,
that.a subsequent letter or two served to fix the day
and plan the arrangements, and Woburn presented a
scene of bustle and confusion rarely equalled.

Caroline and Clarence scemed utterly forgotten in
the new events that came crowding on the scene.
Miss Egremont wanted little solicitation to stand as
the second bride, and all was' anxiety and expectation
while the preparatious were going forward.

In the midst of all Adelg’s mind was in a state the
most agonizing. In the most pointed and most pub-
lic manner Miss Egremont had solicited her to officiate
as bride’s maid ; and while her heart died within her
at the sound of the request, she had been forced to
assent to the acceptance of the honour. As soon as
she could, she flew from the saloon to the solitude of
her own room in' order to counsel with herself as to
how she should act. One moment she felt the fire of
madness seizing her brain, the next the icy pangs of
déspair chilled her heart; at length, after a conflict
the most fearful, she came to the resolution, at once

"consonant with the romance of her character and
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vividness of her feelings, to stay and witness the immo-
lation of all her earthly happiness ; and having done
50; seek eternal solitude in her native place.

With the utmost effort of resolution she endeuvour-
ed to support her spirits, and in some measure suc-
ceeded ; but she could not prevens the alteration of
ber appearance which became hourly visible ; her lan-
guid eyes, ber faded cheek, spoke the inroads which
secret anguish was making on her hetlth : a day of
effort was usually closed by a night of tears, and
prayer and the hope of death formed her only conso-
lation. The prospect of the final termination of her
sufferings, instead of invading animated her courage,
and as the eventual day approached, she became
more calm and resigned than she had dared to anti-
cipate.

Seeton Auber had studiously avoided all those op-
portunies of addressing or conversing with Adela
which he bad till now 'so anxiously sought; but he
did not the less attentively mark ber look, her tones,
nod every indication she betrayed; and her evident
sufferings added pangs to the smothered anguish of
his soul..

, At leagth the morning arrived, and every prepara-
tion was completed; all seemed in forwardness, but
that Lady Ruthven and the Reverend Dean did not
make their appearance. The agitation of Lord Egre~
mont became extreme, when at length a post chaise
drove up to the gate, and her ladyship alighted, fol-
sowed by Mrs. Belmont.. His lordship hastily quitted
the drawing-room to receive them, whence Adela was
jn a few minutes summoned to mcet her mother.
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Such a meeting must be conceived, since the vivid
and overwhelming feeling with which Adela fainted
on the maternal bosom are not to be described.

Deeply affecting was the scene between the parent
and her sorrowing child. When restored conscious<
ness permitted, the former urged her tender inquiries
as to the saurce of the anguish too poignant for Adela
to conceal’; but she evaded the anxious questions of
her mother, though each moment increased her men-
tal agony. One among the arriving carriages brought
the protestant divine, who came like an executioner
to Adela with all the array of death about him.

Eight o’clock arrived, and the company began to
move to the chapel, which was brilliantly illuminated,
and where stood the aged father Francis in all the im-
posing dignity of his sacred office. Never was there
a bridal in which mingled less of joyousness of spirit ;
every one appeared to catch the tone and feeling of
the principals in the passing scepe. Anxiety, dread,
mystery, and dismay were written on the brow of
many. Lord Egremont endeavoured to disguise his
feelings by an assumption of carelessness and even
gaiety, but it sat ill upon him, while a glance at the
imperious’ Lady Ruthyen appeared’ to parallize every
effort. All the Aubers looked anxious and uncasy,
even the joyous Sir Hubert: while his brother -the
uptnin lovked as if he had been newly aubmltted to
the torture.

The pale Adela trembled on the arm of the almost -
equally agitated Lord Elmer, contrasting the gay
Adele D'Aud:gné who - stood near her, supported by
Fmdenc "Almost every individual engrossed by the
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singular appearance of the two brides and their bride-
grooms, seemed unconseious of the person to whom
their immediate utteution was due. A kind of
breathless suspense appeared to hang on every one,
as if the issue of the evening was to present. some
event fatal and striking. .

At the moment that Lord Egremont and Lady
Ruthven reached the altar, and the priest prepared to
commence the ceremony, the bride stepped back ; and
with all that majesty of manner and tone for which
she was so peculiar, she extended her right arm to-
wards father Francis, motioning him to forbear..

‘¢ Stay, holy father.. We have our acts of faith, of
hope, of charity ; you shall have one of justice, aye, of
retributive justice !”” then turning slowly round, she
faced Lord Egremont, in the livid hue of whose cheek
might be read the tumult of horrid apprehenalon that
possessed his soal.

Every eye was fixed on her, and large as was the
assembly the silence was almost unearthly: some .
scene of the kind was almost anticipated; but wha¢
was to be the result none could foresee, and every
individual spectator secmed afraid to breathe lest a
soynd should retard the document.

..\With an implacable and unpitying resolut o , Ldy
Ruthven, having fixed the, attention of all present, be-
gam Her tones were deep and distinct, her annuncia-
tion alow and impressive, while conscious power and
gratified revenge glowed through her whole person,
and gave ber an appearance almost mper-humm.
Brilliant and beautiful she was, but it was the beauty
and brilliancy of an evil genii, while her victim, who
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now clearly saw the toils in which he had been caught,
seemed to personify suspended animation. .

"% By what name shall I address thee " cried the
haughty and trivmphant Lady Ruathven. « By that
of friend or lover? long since have you forfeited all
claim to either. By that of the proud title of a peer
of Britain, and representative of a noble house ? Alas!
when did you possess a8 right to them? Since then
there are nowe in which I can address, tell me in
which I shall denounce thee. Shall it be in thy first
character of ingrate, in thy next as traitor, or in any
of the, following ones of forgerer, usurper, oppressor, or
murderer ?”’

A universal shudder followed the solemu pause
Lady Ruthven now made. The accused with a strong
effort tried to speak, but what he gasped forth was
inarticulate.

 Nay, spare yourself ” resumed her ladyship, “I
haye not yet done ; when I pave it will-be time enough
for.you to defend and disprove, and thg same atten-
tion will honouryou then as now.” Again she paused
and glanced round at the assemblage in full tnumyh
at the suocess of her scheme, :

Then turning to Mrs. Belmont, she took her hand
and led her forward—¢ By what title,” cried the vin-
dictive Lady Ruthven, ‘shquld I present. this lady?
what are her claims ? What are her injuries ? Where
is her betrayed and wronged huasband ? Where is ber
son P’

. She’ spoke the last word. mth ‘B dwp sm;phuzs,, and
Lqrd_ Egremont started as if he had.héard  his ‘owa
knell; but suddenly, bursting into & plirenzy of rege,
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as the best and only cover for his feelings, lie ejaculated

—*'The woman’s mad !" P

“ You will find method in-her madness,” she’ re-
plied with a sardonic grin; aud elevating her voice
she called Oswald. A door opened, and he instantly
appeared as if by magic. .

“ Let Lord Egremont appear,” she exclaimed, * to
confront the base-born dark usurper of his rights—
this plotter of foul deeds;” and almodt immediately
at the same door -appeared Clarence, who having
made a momentary pause, advanced to the assembly.

Has thegrave rendered back the dead ?” gdsped Mus.
Belmont, as she sunk on Lady Ruthven’s arm.

¢ Rise, madam,” cricd her friend; ‘‘ rise and be-
hold your son—Horatin Belmont, the trie Lord Egre-
mont !”

¢“ My son! my first-born!” exclaimed Mrs. Bel-

‘mont, us she fell on the neck of the kneeling Clarence,.
and burst into an overwhelming torrent of tears :. then
rising and gazing on him, she ejaculated—* Mysterious .
Heaven ! how inscrutible are thy ways! "I ask not
how these miraeles are wrought; I feel, I know no-
“thing, but that I clasp my son, my Horace. Oh thou,
dest' need no other vouchers than this form, theee
features, thou model of my leng lest Belmont.”

“What description cen do justice'to the scene, or to.
to the countenances it exhlblted o '

“ Wonder sat mpp’d in mute utomnhment."

Adela’s pale face lighted into mpture as she flew into

the embrace of her newly discovered brother. - Seeton

was blended with astonisliment and delight, mixed with
23 3y -
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some relics of the melancholy feelings with whwh he
had first mingled in the scene.

The first thought that rushed into Captain. Auber s

- mind was, . that if all proceeded.as it appeared, bis
daughter was Lady Egremont. Various were the feel-
ings and expressiop of the assembly, yet the prevail-
ing feelirigs were pleasure at the elevation of the Bel-
monts, and amazement at the manner in which it had
taken place. «

The attention with which the affecting scene of
Clarence’s recognition by his mother and sister was
beheld, was at length called away by a circumstance
as unlooked for as appalling. Sophia, the betrothed of
Seeton, just as her father was hurrying from the cha-
pel, tbrew herself into his arms, aud with one groan
expired. Horror took possession of every breast;
even Lady Ruthven shuddered. Seeton caught her
hand—it was already cold! Her wretched father
with an imploring look asked his assistance to support
her from the chapel, and tottering beneath the weight
of his lifeless child, and his detected guilt, the unfor-
tunate culprit made his way through the passage the
company made for him. And immediately after that
crowded theatre of wonderfal event was deserted.

Little remains to be said : Miss Egremont’s death
was occasioned by that which has more slowly, but
not less certainly killed many women-——cosmetics.
That which had been designed for external applica-
tion, she had by mistake taken internally, and thas she
fell a victim to the fatal attempt of usmg art to -im-
prove nature.

Her father, struck wnth remorse, rimde a general



OR, LOVE AT FIRST SIGHT. 589

conf_ess‘:on that he had instigated wretches to assus-
sinate the child of Belmont, and bad kept spics about
his devoted relative for the purpose of barring his re-
turn to fortune and distinction. Oswald, to answer
his own views, had saved the real child, and commit.
ted to the flames an infant corpse, the.remains of
which wus exhibited to the wretched parents as those
of their child. To save the real heir alive, Oswald
knew was the strongest hold he could have upon his
guilty patron. At length the sccret was divulged to
the usurper, and every effort was used to make the
boy u monk. By his subsequent escape from college
he was lost to Oswald, but the circumstance which at
another time would have caused that dark agent of
another’s crimes the most coroding anxiety, was
lightly felt, his passion for Lady Ruthven engrossing
all his soul, merging in its overwhelming power even
avarice and interest, '

That vindictive woman made him the instrument of
her revenge, feeding his hopes to the last. She saw .
Clarence’s identity proved, his rights acknowledged ;
her perfidious lover the ci-devant Lord Egremont,
driven into banishment, covered with chagrin and
disgrace ; then, with some satisfaction at the good she
had been the means of doing on one hand, and still
greater at the havoc she had made on the other, she
threw off the mask, and openly expressed her con-
tempt for the unworthy agent of her scheme of ven.
.geance. Taking a proud farewell of the few she re-
spected, hurling mockery and defiance at all the
world beside, she took refuge in a convent in France. .-
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Her departure led to that repose which all 50 much
required after the jar of so many, and.unlooked for
events. The rejoicing feelings of newly claimed kin-

. dred had not yet had time or opportunity to be ex-
pressed ; like timid flowers they bowed before the
tempest, but as the clouds rolled off, sunshine and
serenity came forth to take their place.

The new Lord Egremont found time to draw a
parallel between his former and his present fate, whilc
his mother, his wife, and sister wept and woudered
over the circumstance, which had so often placed him
in contact with those most nearly and dearly con-
nected with him, and yet left him at the same time
the isolated stranger, the melancholy wanderer he bad
long been. '

“ Oh! my dear mother!” he exclaimed, *“ when |
strayed a homeless unregarded wretch amoungst the
shades of Conway Valc, how little did I drcam that {
breathed the same air with her who gave me birth!
When Adela came to me like the messenger of hope
and harbinger of "happiness, how little did I imagine
50 near a tie united us! And you my Caroline, when
you preserved from me perishing in the woods of Nice,,
now remote from either of our thoughts was the anti-
cipation of a day so happy and so proud as this!”

To regain her tranquillity, (as soon as it was practi-
cable,) Mrs. Belmont returned to Wales accompanied
by bher son, his wife, and her gentle' Adela—gentle
indeed | for her spirit had been so long tried, and of |
late so overpowered by the rapid succession of events,
that she appeared utterly passive to the wi)n',of others,



OR, LOVE AF FIRST SIGHT. 541

She seemed to lay herself upon the stream of fate,.
careless whither it might bear her, and in this state of
fecling she found herself again in ber native vale.

It was evening when they arrived, and a pale and
clouded moon dimly lighted every object, but there
was no trée, no shrub, no winding path, no clustering
shade, but was pregnant with recollection ¢ sweet and
bitter ;” even the shapeless shadows of the distant
rocks were eloquent to Adela. *

“ The life of the happy is all hope,” she whispered
to herself, “ that of the unhappy all memory. ’Tis
from the past, the regretted past, I must call up the
hues that make life beautiful.”

In returning home the image of Seeton Auber came
anew to her imagination in all the vivid brilliancy in
which love pictures the being beloved, in all the graces
with which he first captivated her heart. She had
fortune, friends, alliance; but * where alas was %e,”
who, of all the world, alone could make her happy..

With that respect to the decencies and decorums -
of society, which so conspicuously marked bim, he
attended the funeral of Sophia Egremont, and paid
the last solemn duties of respect to her remains; he
then turned his attention to her degraded father, prof-
fering to hitn the samie support he would bave done
had he been still Lord Egremont, and indeed bis fa-
ther. The wretched old man, who for the few last weeks
had done the work of years, at first spurned his friend-~
ship; but as he felt incroaching imbecility, and all the
dreariness pf isolation grow upon him, became glad
to grasp the kind hand that was extended for his aid;
and convinced of the generous nature to which he
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clung, he threw himself wholly on the guidance of the
young and noble-minded Auber. Anxious to remove:
him from the scene of former error and late suffering,
Seeton took him over to Ireland, and fixed him in a
sequestered retreat, where, when his shaken spirits
were restored, the sports’of the chase, and other
pursuits best calculated to his taste and hubits, were
open to him.

When his task was ended, the master passion of his
soul resumed its ascendency ; and impatient as was the
.haste with which he retraced his course to England,
the dull hours appeared to succeed each other in end-
less routine, and still the goal of all his wishes appear-
ed far distant. In his rout he was joined by Lord
Rutledge, who bailed him as a brother; but the sun
did not set upon their meeting ; the news Seeton Auber
had to tell changed the destination of the young peer,
and instead of flying to England on the wings of love,
he made for Italy on those of disappointment.

The best wishes and the kindest concern of Secton
Auber went with him, and in return he seemed to
leave some of the sad feeling with which he departed.
The moon is less changeable than a iover’s spirits, and
of all the passions there is none so timid as love when
it is gennine. Fears that would never eater the ima-
gination under other circumstances, are then received
and cherished, and suffered ‘to grow into hideous
monsters to fright their victim from his purpose, till
the design which led him forth, and which he was on
the eve of executing, i is abandoned. Tbus,dxd Seeton
suffer a thousand fears' conjured up in the person of
Lord Elmer, and his fortune and pretensions, to cloud
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the fervour of hope with which he commenced his
journey, and ultimately led him to London, instead of
a nearer point to happiness and Adela.

He was not long, however, in making a visit to
Grosvenor Square, in hopes of meeting in his sister
both a counsellor and supporters but the mansion
was deserted, and he was turning in disgust and dis-
appointment from the door, when he was suddenly
accosted by the worthy Mr. Robert Bofton.

“ Well now, and how do you do?”’ exclaimed the
cit with his vulgar, yet goodnatured' grin, “a fine
rumpus you've been having in the country. Miss
Caroline’s popped into a fine thing for all her scam-
pering away. Why you don’t seemed pleased now!
What'’s the matter ?”

" « Oh! nothing, nothing,” replied Seeton, “I am
disappointed in not finding my sister in to.n, that’s
all.” .

« Well, if that's all, 1 should’nt look as black as
you do. 1 an’t so over auxious to see her for my.
part, though they tell me she’s altered, and is as quiet
again as she was; but lord bless you, it won’t last,
she’ll begin again making her game of people.”

All this time Seeton kept walking on totally uncon-
scious of the vicinity of the li tle square-t ed machine
by his side, although at intervals Bolton kept braying
forth a laugh that might be heard at any dis:ance
within a mile. But for thi. happy state of absence he
would have been much annoyed, as Mr. Bolton
was. in a most loquacious as well as a merry hu
mour, and managed to'talk in spite of his short
breath, and the long steps he was obliged to take ‘to
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keep pace with Mr. Auber, to say nothing of sundry
hops_ which he gatuitously threw in to preftent his
being left in the rear.

' When Seeton reached the hotel where he had taken
up his abode, he first became sensible of the incon-
venience of such a companion, and was looking at
Bolton td consider how he could get rid of him, when
he was spared all further trouble by seeing him sud-
denly rhake off with the most persevering dexterity ;
and on looking about to ascertain the cause of the
phenomenon of Bolton’s nimbleness he. perceived his
brother Frederic coming down the street; the recol-
lectipns that immediately associated themselves in his
mind threw him into a violent fit of laughter, so that
on Frederic’s coming up he exclaimed—

¢ Upon my soul 1 re;;oxce to meet you in such hnppy
spirits.”

¢ Laughter is no proof of happiness,” he replied ;
¢ but it would have madethe devil laugh to see that
fellow Bolton set off when he saw you.” :

“ Bolton |” repeated Frederic with his accustomed
quickness, * Where is he "’

Just then Bolton had stopped both for the purpose
of taking breath and a bird’s eye view of the enemy,
and as his ill stars.wonld have it bhis eye encountered
Frederic's, by which he received a shock as if from
eiecirici_;&, for he started round with a grotesque acti-
vity which redoubled the laughter of Seeton and com-
municated the coutagion to Frederic. '

" % Here’s laughter, holding both his sides indeed,”
exclaimed Lord Milsom, advancing; “ why what in
the name of fate bas possessed you both?” |
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They now retreated into the hotel, followed by his-
lordship, where Bolton was soon forgotten in graver
and more interesting subjects,. Here Seeton learned
that Frederic was already happy in the possession of
the lovely Parisian, and that they were to spend. the
honey moon in Wales, whither Lord and Lady Mil-
som would accompany them, It required little per-
suasion to press Seeton into the party, and after a
thousand fluctuations of hope and fear he once more
found himself ncar Conway Vale.

While various encomiums were lavished on the
mansion they approached, and the park through which
they drove, the new acquisition of the new Lord
Egremont, his thoughts were occupied and agitated
with very different objects, and his heart palpitated
to suffocation as the door of the saloon was thrown
open. It is difficult to say whether he was most re-
lieved or disappointed in finding his sister aloge.

Lady Egremont received the party with her usual
grace and gaiety, inquiries and congratulations were
mutually exchanged, till the ladies retired to change
their dress, and the gentlemen to look at the grounds,
all but Seeton, he lingered with his sister.

* I suppose,” cried she, archly, ““you've come here
upon the wings of love, but allow me to say I can’t
compliment you on their velocity. Why, my father
has been - vapouring himself to death about-you and
poor Adela !” .

*¢ What of Adela?” cried he, anxmusly

“ What of Adela ?” repeated Caroline,  why is she
not wearing the wﬂlow all this while?”

23 ’ 3z
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“« Nonsense, Caroline, will you never leave this
mockery and talk plain sense.” .

“Why, you barbarian!”’ replied his sister. “Whe
has taught you to curl your lip so disdainfully, and
knit your brows so terrifically? Well, really I hope
Adela will come in, now, because she’ll be enchanted
with you!”’

« Is Adela here ?” :

“ Yes, sir,” cried Caroline with mock humility ;
¢“but I'll send her away if it displeases your ex-
<cellency.”

“ Caroline, a truce with this! you rcally distress
me. Tell me is Adela well, is she happy ?”

“ How can she be either ?” rejoined Lady Egre-
‘mont, now equally serious with himself.  Have you
not neglected her, convinced as you must be of the
state of her heart.” .

¢ Convinced ! pardon me Caroline, I have some-
times hoped, but—"'' -

‘ But what ?”" repeated darohne with some petu-
lance. “ You make meill! Pray don’t play Faulk-
land in real life. ‘What loop have you to hang a
doubt upon ?* ”

“ Caroline, I think you might make n.llowances,
have you known no fears ?—" ‘ '

¢ Many, and proved them all fallacies. Now just
tell me one of your magnanimous ones ?”.

« Well, then,” replied her. brother after some hesi-
tation, “ Adela, has a numature which she prizes be-
yond every thing on earth. It s aeither her father's
nor her mother’ s—-whosa then can ttbe »”

“Your own '3"
toe Y
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« My own !” exc]almed Seeton, while his counte-
nance ¥indled to a blaze of transport.

“ Now I hope,” cried Caroline, I may cry with
Coriolanus, How like an eagle among doves T've
scattered your terrors, (Volscians ought to be the
word,) but stop, I’ll send the onlpdove in the house
to you; but 1 shan’t tell her you’re here. You’re
looking something like yourself now !” and noddmg
to him with a play ful laugh she left the room.

The new light that broke in on Sceton dissipated
the gloom that had clouded his brow, and he wore all
his most beaming looks, when the unconscious Adela,
whom Lady Egremont had requested to fetch her
work-bag, came into the room.

She had scarcely entered when she perceived who
was the inmate of the saloon ; alike unable to advance
or retreat, while the colour now rose, now faded on
her cheek, she faultered forth somethmg like a con- .
gratulation on sccing him again in Wales, in reply to
the rapture with which he addressed her; and takiug
her unresisting hand he-led her to a seat. ’

 So strange and so rapid has been the course of
events, so mingled with the melancholy and the hoi-
rible,” cried Seeton, “ that I have had no opportunity
of congratulating you as my heart dictates on the
happy changes that have taken place; but I think
Miss Belmont can guess how remote from indifference
must be my feelings on any event that concerns Aer
happiness.”

“ Oh! if vou wish to congratulate,” cried Adela,
smiling and endeavouring to skake off the embarrass-

ent she felt, “my brother is the proper person ;
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allow me to seek him and send him to you,” sh
added, rising. N\

“ So soon, so willingly can you leave? Oh ! fate ha
much to indemnify me for ; think of the days of ab-
sence I have suffered, and abridge not the few the
only moments of happiness I have known since last 1
saw you.”’

¢ Nay,” continued Adela, still attempting to rally,
“my brother fs impatiept to receive your compli-
ments.”

¢ Be your brother’s deputy them, or rather make
me as much an object of envy and congratulation as
he is, and then we shall meet on equal terms.

¢ Tell me my adored, my beautiful Adela, that I
have not cherished a false hope, and that he will be
indeed my brdther by a dearer tie than yet unites us !
Tell me you will repay a devotion ardent as cver
warmed the breast of man, accept a homage pure and
wndivided as ever was offoved at any shring. Oh!
Adela, if words are wanting to let you know I .love
you, you never will be convinced, for I bave none io
which to uster it.” As he spoke he drew her towards
him, and overcome by her feelings she sunk upon his
bresst, and burst into tears. All that the eloquence
of love could dictate or tenderness suggest, Sectun
poured farth, and won from ber in returp the acknow-
ledgthents of a love devoted and faithful as his own.

Tn a few weeks, Adela, the happy beautiful Adcls,
gave lier hand toSeeton Auber in the presenceof a large
assemblage of their mutual friends, and soon after at
the pressing instance of the marquis and marchioness
aceagipanied them and their family to Paris, where the,
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former undertook to arrange for the new peer all the
affairgBF an unpleasant nature.

As soon as all the more important circumstances
were disposed of, Lord Egremont looked round for
the, friends of his adversity, and among the first
whom he sought and distinguished were the Wingre-
gins, In Father Francis he discovered his college
preceptor, who, though one of Oswald’s depeg.
dents, was a worthy man; and he gave what he aske
—the quiet posscssion of his hermitage at Woburn.
After bis worthy friend and deljverer Wingregin,
Lord Egremont became anxious about his friend Mal-
colm ; but any question of his happiness was removed
by the announcement which the public papers brought
him of his marriage with Miss Melville, a woman
whose worse fault was her love of eccentricity.

A few mohths restored Adela to the bosom of her
family, aud never perhaps was there a eircle more
complete. The Belmonts and Aubers who had first
met by chance, were now united in the strictest and
holiest bonds of carthly union, and under circum-
stances of the most brilliant fortune and the prondest
distinction. .o

In the course of five years after her marriage, by the
successive deaths of Captain Auber and Sir Hubert,
our heroine became Lady Auber, but the title most
dear to her husband was the one he first gave her,
‘that of Z%he Beauty of the British Alps.

THE END.
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