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ADVERTISEMENT.

THERE is a partial distress, or universal,~—
and the affairs of India must really be s_.tleu :
but we must also be amused. I-send over my
quota ; for, though absent, I am a patriot;
besides I am desirous of contributing to the
dgiffusivn of Useful Knowledge.

I have only one observation to make, and
that is quite unn~cessary, because no one will
attend to it; therefore I suppress it. The
great mas. of my readers (if I have a mass, as
I hope,) wi'l attribute the shades tha* flit about
these velum's to any substances they please.

Thz¢ . maller portion of society, who are most
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cdfipetent to’decide ypory the subjject, will in-
stantly obse.ve, thdt however I may have. avail-
ed mysef of*a trait, 6. an incident, add often
inadvertently, the whole is idcal. To draw
caricatares of vur conteniporaries is net a very
difficult task : it requires only a small portion
g of talent, and a Breat w-at of courtesy.

The gentic. reader will, I am sure, not forget

that 1 do not ‘cnjoyl the advantage of super-

vising this work through the Press.

In the absence of the author, who is abrogd,
the Publishers think it necessary to add, that
the present novel was Written before the acces-
sion of his presenthajestir. The reader, as he
peruses the volumes, will se2 the necessity of

this explanation.
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BOOK THE FIRST.

CHAP. I

GEORGE AucusTUS FREDERICK, DUKE
of ST. JAMES, completed his twenty-first year,
an event which created as great a sensation
amoug the aristocracy of England as the Nor-
man Conquest, or the institution of Almack’s.
A wminority of twenty years had converted a
family, always among the wealthiest of Great
Britain, intu one of the richest in lurope. [he
Duke of St. James possesscd es.ates in the
North and in the West of England, besides a

..ole provimce in Ireland. In London, there

VoL. L B
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% a very handsonie square andfour streets
ull made of brlcks,-v which brought kim - year-
ly mm*e cash than all the palaces of Vicenza are
worth in fc 2-sigrple, WIth those of the Grand
Canal of Venice to boot. Aos if this were not '
enough, he was an hereditary patron of internal
tavigation; and althougl: perhaps in his two
palaces, three castles, four halls, and lodges ad
libitum, there were: more fires burnt than in
any other establishment in the Fimpire, this was
of uo consequence, because the coals were his
“own. His rent-roll exhibited a sum total, very
cneatly written, of two hundred thousand
pounds; but this was mdependent of half a
millibn «in the fundq, whlcb I had nearly for-
gotten, and which remamed trom the accumu-
lations occasioned by, the unhappy death of his
father.

"he late Duke of St. James. had one sister,
who was murried to the Earl of Fit z-pompey.
To the great surprise of the world—to the per-
fect astonishment of the brother-iilaw —lu.
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Lordship was ‘not appeir‘ed quardian to the
‘i‘n'faur. minor. The Earl of Fitz-pompe;- had
always been on the best possible t-rms with his
Grace: the Countess had, only the vear before
his death; accepted, from his fraternal hand, a
diamond necklace with the mcst perfect satis-
faction: the Lord Viscount St. Maurice, future
chief of the- House of Fitz-pompey, hac the
honour not only of being his nephew, but his
godson. Who could account, then, for an action
so perfectly unaccountable ! It was quite evi-
de t that his Grace had no intention of lying.
* The guardian, however, that he did appoint,
was a Mr. Dacre, a FathdYic gentleman of very
ancient family, an.d very large fortune, who had
been the conrpanion of his travels, and was his
neighbour in his family county. Mr. Dacre
had not heen honoured with the acquaintance
of Lord Fitz-pompey previous to the Gecease
of his not 1+ friend ; and after that event, such
an acquair tance would probably nc. have been
Iﬁl;l'odu(:tiw;- of very agreeable remiri.cences. For
B2
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(from the momgntbcf the opening of the.. fatal
will,é.he nagge of, Dacre was wormwood to the
house of St. Mauace. Lord Fitz-pompey, who,
though the, brotuer-m-law of a Whig Magnate,
was a Tory, voted against the Catholics with
renewed fervor. »

a Shortly after, the death’” of his friend, Mr.
Dacie married a beautifur and noble lady of the
house of Howard, who, after havmg presented
him with a daughter, fell ill, and became that
extremely common character, a confirmed: in-
valid. «In the present day, and especially among
women, one would almost suppose that health
‘was a state of unnati:.al eristence. The illpess
of his wife, and the no:.-possession of parliamen-
tary duties, rendcred Mr. Dacre’s. visiis to his
town mansion extreiaely to resemble thosc’ of an
angel, and the mansion in time was let.

The young Duke, with the except’on»of an
occasional visit to his undle, Lord Fi';-pompey,
passed’ the, varly years of his life Jat Castle

Dacre. At icven years of age, he was sent o
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a prepacsrory- school at Richmond, which was,
enticely devoted to the early culture of the 1io-
bility ; and where the Principal, the Reverend
Doctor Coronet, was so extrenely exclusive in
his syste.n, that.it was reported that he had
once refused the son of an Irish peer. Miss
Coronet fed her imagination with the hope of
meeting her father> noble pupils in after
life, and in the mean time read fashionable
novels.

The moment that the yovng Duke was set-
tl.d at Richmond, all the intrigues of thc Fitz-
pompey family were directed to that quarter;
and as Mr. Dacre was L nature the most un.
suspicious of hunan hciags, and was even ex-
tremely desious that his ward should cultivate
the friendship of his only relatives, the St.
Maurice family had the gratification, as they
tnought, of completely dgceiviﬁg him. Lady
Fitz-pon pey called twice a-week at Crest
House, with a copious supply of niné-apples
or bonbons, and the Rev. Dr. Curonet bowed
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.in.adoration. Lady:Jsabella St, Miurice gave
a ‘chma cup, to Mrs. Coronet, and Lady Au-
gustab a paper-cutter to Miss. The ‘?amlly was
séured. All discipline was immediately set
at defiance, and the young Duke passed the
greatcr part of the half-year with his affection-
ate relations. ‘Ils Grace, charmed with the
bonbons of his aunt, and the kisses of his
cousms, which were even sweeter than the
sugar-plg,ms delighted with the pony of St.
Maurice, which, of course, immediately " be-
tame bis own ; and inebriated by the attentidns
of his uncle, who, at eight years of age, treated
him, as his Lordship styled it, ¢like a man;”
contrasted this life of 2 early» excitement with
what now appeared the gloom and ﬂxc restraint
of Castle Dacre, aad' he scon enkred into the
conspiracy, which had long been hatchmg, with
genuiak enthusmsm He wrote to his guardian,
and obtamed an easy prrmission tc‘Spend his
vacation with his uncle. Thus, through the
united indulzence of Dm Coronet and Mr.
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Dacre, the Duke of St. James became a member
of t..2 farily of St. Maurice.

" No sovtier had Lord Fitz-pompey secured
the affections of the ward, *thau he cntirely
changed his system towards the gua:dian. He
wrote to Mr. Dacre, and, in 2 manner equally
kind and dignified, courted his acquaintance.
He dilated upon the extraordinary, though
extremely natural, affection which Lady Fitz-
pompey entertained for the only offspring of
he- beloved brother,—upon the haopiness which
the young Duke enjoyed with his cousins,-—
upon the great and evident advantages which
his Grace would derive from companions of his
own age,—of the singnlar friendship which he
had a'ready formed with St. Maurice; and
theu, after paying Mr. Dacre many rompli-
ments upon the admirable manner in which he
had already {ulfilled the duties of his i pertant
office, . rd urging the liveiy satisfaction that a
visit from their brother’s friend would confer

both upon Lady Fitz-pompey and himself, he
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requested- pergmission' for'"his nephe. to renew
the vmt in which 2ie had been “sn ha}, ey
The 'Duke seconded the Earl's diplomatic
scraw] in the most graceful round-text. The
masterly intrigues of Lord Fi.;‘z-pompey, assist-
ed' by Mrs. Dacres illness, which daily in-
creased, and which rendered the most perfect
quiet indispensable, were successful, and the
young Duke arrived at his twelfth year without
revisiting Dacre. Every year, however, when
Mr. Dacre made a short visit to London, his
ward spent a few days in his company, at tte
h.use of an old-fashioned Catholic nobleman,
a visit which only afforded a dull contrast to
the gay society, and constant animation, of
his uncle’s establishment.

It would seem that fate had determined to
counteract the intentions of the late Duke of
St. James, and to achieve those cf the Warl of
Fitz-pompey. At “he moment that tl.e noble
minor was about to leave Dr. Coronet for Eton,

Mrs. Dacre’s state was declared hopesess, ex-
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cept‘ from tae assistance of an Italian sky, and
Mr. Qawr, whose attachment to his lady was
of the most*romantic d?escription, determined to
leave England immediately.

Iv was with decp regret that he parted from
his ward, whom he tenderly loved ; but all con-
siderations merged in the paramount one; and
he was consoled by th= reflection, that he was,
at least, left to the care of his nearest connec-
tions. Mr. Lacre was not unaware of the dar.-
gers to which his youthful pledge might be
exnosed, by the indiscriminate indulgence of his

runcle, but he trusted to the impartial and ir..
violable s_;.lstem of a public school to do much ;
and he anticipated returning to England pefore
his ward was old enough to form those habits
which are generally so injurious to young no-
bles. In this hope, Mr. Dacre was disappoint-
ed.  Mrs. Dacre lingered, and revived, and lin-
gered, fur nearly eight yea:s, now filling the
mind of hér husband and her daughtcr with
unreasonable hope, now delivering them to

. B 5
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that renewed angmsh thht heart-rendmg g'nef
whlch the a.ttendan‘c upon a declinirg -reative
can ‘alone eg(per,lence, addltlonally“agomzmg,
because it cunnot be mdulged Mrs. Dacre
died, and ¢he widower of his daughter retuined
t¢ England. "In the mean time, the Duke of
$¢. James had not been idlé.
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CBAPTER (I

THE departure, and, at length, the total ab-
sence of Mt Dacre from England, yielded to
Lord Fitz-pomp'ey all ‘the opportunity he had
leng desired.  Hitherto he had contented hini-
self with quietly sapping the influence of the
gua;dian': now, that influence was openly as-
sailed.  All occasions were seized of wepreci-
ating the character of Mr. Dacre, and gpen
lamentations were poured forth on the strange
and unhappy indiscretion of the father, who
had confided the guardianship of his son, not to
his natural and devoted fri-nds, but to a harsh
" and repulsive stranger. Long before the young

Duke had completed his sixteenth ycar, all me-
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mory of the early kmdnesé of his gu&rdlan,‘,lf it
hqd ever been nnpnhted on his mind,.was kare-
fully bbhterated f,’rom it. It was cortstantly im-
pressed upomhlm; that nothmg but the exer-
tions of his aunt and uncle had saved him from
a Efe of*stern pnva.tlon and irrational restraint :
ané the man who had been the chosen and che-
rlshed confidant of the father, was looked upon,
by the son, as a grim tyrant, from whose clutches
he had escaped, and in which he determined ne-
ver agaili to ﬁnd himself. < Old Dacre,” as
.I,Jl)l'd Fltz-pompcy descnbed him, was a phan-
temn enough at any 'time to frighten his youth-
ful ward. The grcat'ob.]cfct of the uncle was
"..o teaZe and wmortify the guardian into resign-
ing his trust, and infinite were the contrivances
to bring about this desirable result; but Mr.
Dacre was obstinate, and although absent, con-
trived; by corresponding with his conﬁaential
agent, to carr}'r on snd colmplete the system for
the management of the Hauteville property,
which he 'l‘lald\ so beneficially established, and
so long pursued. - '
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In qultlmg anland although he had ap-
pomt'&d -a fixed allowance for his noble ward,
M. Dacre«thad thought proper to deleghte a
discretionary authority to Lord Fitz-pompey to

, furnésh hip with what might be called extraor-
dinary necessaries. His Lordship availed hini-
self with such dexterity of this power, that Lis
nephew appeared to be indebied for every in-
dulgence to his uncle, who invariably accom-
panicd every act of this description with a.
insinuation, that he might thank Mrs. Dacre’s
illr 2ss for the boon.

+ ¢ Well, George,” he would say to the young,
Etoni.an, “you shall have the boat, though I
hardly know how I shall pass the account at
head-quarters: and make yoursclf casy about
Flash’s bill, though I reallv cannot approve of
such proceedings. Thank your stars you have
net got to present that account to old Dacre.
Well, 1 am one of those wht are always indul-
gent to voung blood. Mr, Dacre and 1 differ.”
He is your guardian, though. Eveiy thing is

in his power; bu. you skall ncver want while
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your uncle can  help, 'you'; and so rhp off t;) Ca-
J;ohne, for I see ybu want to be with her?’

The Lad,v Isabella and the Lady Augusta,
who had 80 Lharmed Mrs. andMlss Coronet, were
no longcr in existence. Ea(,h had kntcked,
down ‘her eeirl.. 'Brought up by a mother ex-
duisitely adroif in female éducation, the Ladies
St, Maurice had run byt a bricf, though a bril-
liant, career. Beautiful, and possessing every
accomphshment which renders béauty valuable,
under thc pnrivalled chaperonage of the Goun-
tess, they had played their popular parts with-
Dut a single blunder. Always in the best set;
never flirting with the wrong man,. and never
speaking to the wrong,woman, all agreed thag: the
Ladies St. Maurice had fairly won their coro-
nets. Their sister, Qaroline, was much younger;
and although she did not promise to develope
as dnhlemished a character as themsplves, the
was, in default of another sister,, to be the
Duchess of, St. James.

Lady baroline St. Maurice was nearly of the’
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same age as her cousin, the young Duke. They
had ween playfellows since his emancipation
from the dungeons of Castle Dacre, and every
means had been adopted by her jadicious pa-
rent. to foster and to confirm the kind feel-
ings which had been first engendered by being
partners in the same toys and sharing tue
same sports. At eight vears old, the little Duke
was taught to call Caroline his ¢ wife;” and as
his Grace grew in years, and could better ap-
px;eciate the qualities of his sweet and gentle
covsin, he was not disposed to retract the title.
When George rejoined the courtly Coronet, Ca.
roline invariably mingled her tears with those
of her sorrowing speuse; and when the time at
length a“rived for his departure for Eton, Ca-
roline knitted him a purse, and presented him
with a watch-ribbon. At ghe last moment, she
besought her brother, who was two years older,
to guard oyer him, and seothed the moment of
final agony by a promise to ¢orrespond. Ead the
innocent and soft-hearted girl been acquainted
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with, or been ablq to comprehend the purposes
o her crafty parents, she copld not have Qdopt-
ed nle'ans mere calculated to acconfplish them.
The’ young Duke kissed her a thousand times,
and loved her better than all the world.

* In spite of hig f)rlvate house and his private
tiftor, his Grace did not make all the progress
in his classical studies,which ‘means so calcu-
lated to promote 'abstraction, and to assist ac-
quiieme:lt, would scem to promisc. “The fact
is, that as his mind began to unfold itself, he
" found a perpetual, and a more pleasing, source
Of study in the contemplation of himself. His
early initiation in the school of Fitz-pompey had
not been thrown away. He had heard much
of nobility, and beauty, and riches, and¢fashion,
and power : he had seer many individuals high-
ly, though differently, consitlered for the rela-
tive ‘guantities which they possessed ,of these
qualities: it ltppen‘ed 'to the Duke of St. James
that, among the human race, he possessed the

largest quantlty of them all,——he cut his
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privat'e tutof, wha had been appointed by
Mr. Daqre, remonstrated to Lord Fitz-pompey,
and with sucll success, that he thought proper
shortly after to resign his situation. Dr. Coronet
hegge.l to recommend his son, the Rev. Augus-
tus Granville Coronet. The Duke of St. sames
now got on rapidly, and also found sufficien
time for his boat, his tandem, and his toilette.
The Duke of St. James appeared at Christ
Church. His conceit kept him alive for a few
terms It is delightful to receive the homage
of two thousand young men c;f the best families
in the country, to breakfast with twenty of
them, and to cut the rest. In spite, however,
of the glories of the golder tuft, and a delight-
ful and peculiar private establishment, which
he and his followers maintained in the chaste
suburbs of Alma Mater, the Duke of St. J ames
felt ennuy#d. Consequently, one clear night,
they set fire to a pyramid ef ~aps and gowns
in Peckwater. It was a silly thing for any
one: it was a sad indiscretion for a Duke — but
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it was done S.‘ome were expelled h;s Grace
.had timgly not1ce, and hp.vmg bedote, cut the
Oxémans,,gow. cut Oxfor;l

Like all young men who get into scrapes,
the Duke of St. James determined to ‘crave}
" The ‘Dacres re;‘l‘lrr‘xed to England before he did.
*He dexteroysly avoided coming into contact
with them in I'ta.ly Mr. Dacre had written to
him several times during the first years of his
“ absence ; and although the Duke’s answers were
'short,‘ seldom, and not very satisfactory, Mr.

. Dacre persisted in occasionally addressings him.

% When, however, the Duke had arrived at an
age when he was gt least morally responsible
for" his own condyet, and entirely neglected
answerirg his guardian’s letters, IMr. Dacre
became altogether. sil=nt.

The travelling career bf the young Duke
maye be caqlly conceived by -those -who have
wasted their time, and Aare compensated for that
silliness hy being called Men of the World.
He gamed, a little at Paris; he ate a good deal
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at Vlenna, ,and .he studled the fine arts in
Italy. i Al places,. his homage to the fair
sex was renowned. The Parisian Mnchess, the
Austrian princess, and the Italian countess, spoke
in the’ most,enthusiastic terms of the English
nobility. At the end of three vears, the Duke
of St. Janies was of opinion, thst he had ob-
tained a great knowledge of mankind. He was
mistaken : — travel is not, as is imagined, the
best school for that sort of science. Knowledge
of mnkind is a knowledge of their passions.
The traveller is looked upon as a bird of pas-
sage, whose visit is short, and which the vanity
of the visited wishes to \1ake agreeable. All
is show, all false, and a'l made up. Coterie
succeeds coterie, equally smiiing—the explo-
sions take place in his absen-e. Kven a grand
passion, which teaches a man more, perhaps,
theén any thing else, is not very easily curited
by the travcller. The women know that, sooner
or later, he must disappear ; and though chis is
) the case with all lovers, the sweet souls do not
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like to miss the nosmblhty of deluslon» Thus
~thg heroines keep in the‘back-grod‘nd and the
vxsltor, wht is always in,a hurry, falls into the
ne;: of tllle‘ﬁrst flirtation that offers.

The *Duke of St. James had, however, ac-
"quired a gtfeat. l.tngwledge—if not of mankind,
‘_'at any rate .of manners. He had visited all
oourts, and sparkled én the most brilliant cir-
cles of the Continent. He returned to his
own country with a taste extremely refined, a
.manner most ,volished, and a person highly
accomplished.
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CHAPTER IIL

A SORT of scrambling correspondence had
been kept up between the young Duke and his
cousin Lord St. Maurice, who had for a few
montus been his fellow-traveller. By virtue of
thesc epistles, notice of the movements of their
interesting relative oceasinally reached the
circle z;t Fitz-pompney Hcuse, although St.
Maurice was very scanty in the much desired
communications ; bucause, Fke most young
Englishmen, he derived singular pleasure from
depriving his feilow-creatures of all that c.rall
information, which every one' is so desirous to
obtain. The announcement, however of the

approaching arrival of the young Duke, was
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duly made. gLord Fltz-pompeg wrote, and
offered apartments aty Fltz—pompey House
They WeILR refused Lord Fitz-pompey wrote
agam to sequive mstructlons for the prepa-
ration-of Hauteville House. Hjs letter wes
unahswered. L?rd Fitz-pompey was quite
puzzled.
» “ When does yowr cousin mean to come,
Charles ?—Where does your cousin mean to=~
g0, C(lmrlcs P—What does your cousin mean to
do, Charles?” 'These were the hourly gqueries
of the noble unclc t

At length, in the middle of January, when
no soui expected hiva, the Duke of St. James
dashed into Londor, and rolled to Mivart's.
He was attended by a French cook, an Italian
valet, a German jager, and a Greek page. At
this dreary scason of the 'year, this party was
pc‘rl.aps the most distinguished in,the metro-
polis.

'l'hrce,years absence, and a little knowledge
of llfe, ha1l somewhat changed the Duke of St.
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Jame.s’.feelir:lés with regard to his noble rela-
tive. “Heqwas quite disembarrassed of that
Panglossian: philosophy, which had hitherto in-
duced him to believe, that the Eerl of Fitz-
Jompey was the best of all possible uncles. On
the contrary, his Grace rather doubted wlethe
the cours:- which his relations had pursued tc.
wards him, was quite the most proper and the
most prudent; and he took great credit to him-
self for having, with such unbounded inqul-
gence, on the whole, deported himself with so
remirkable a tempcrance.  His Grace, too,
eould no longer innocently delude himself witk
the id'ca, that all the att ntion which had been
lavished upon him, was solely occasionea by
the impnlse of consanguinity. Finally, the
young Duke’s conscience often misgave him,
when Le thought of Mr. Dacre. He deter-
mined thercfore, on returning to England; not
to commit himself too decidudly with the Fitz-
pompeys; and he had cautiously guardec him-
* stIf from being entrapped into becoming their
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guest. At the ganﬁe time, the recollecpon of
pld i mtlmacy, the’ general regard whigh-hé really
felt‘ for them, all, and the smcnre affection which
he ‘entertained for his cousin Caroline, would
have deterred him from giving any outward,
igns ‘of his 'altgr'e,d feelings, even if gther con-
Siderations had not intervened.

.Ana other considergtions did intervene. A
Duke, and a young Duke, is a very important
“personage; but he must still-be introduced.
_Even 'our, hero might make a bad tack on his
first cruize. Almost as important personages
‘have committed the same Dlunder. Talk of
Catholic emancipatig)! Oh! thou Imperial
Parfiament, emancipate the forlorn wreltches
who have got into a bad set! Kvei thy om-
nipotence must fail there! , Now the Countess
of Fitz-pompey was a brilliant of the frst wa-
ter. \wUnder no better auspices .could_the Duke
of St. James bound upon the stage. No man
in town could arrange his club affairs for him

with greater celerity, and greater tact, than tue
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Earl: , and t’)e married daubhters were as much
lxke t?;elf .mothor, as a paxr of diamond ear-
rmgs are like a diamond necklzce.
The Duke, therefore, though he d:d not choose
, to get caged in Fitz-pompey House, sent his
page, Spiridion, to the Countess, on a special
embassy of announcement on the evening of
his arrival; and on the following morning, his
Grace himself made his appcarance at an early
hour. *
Lord Fitz-pompey, who was as consummate
a judge of men and manners as he was an indif..
«ferent speculator on affairs, and who was almosc
as finished a man of tn2 world as he was an,
im;;erfect philosopher, scen perceived that con-
siderablc changes had taken place in the ideas,
as well as in the e:terior, of his nephew. The
Duke, however, was extremely cordial, and
greeted the family in terms almost of founess.
He shook his uncle by the haad with a fervour
with which few noblemen had conmunicated
for a considerable period; and he saluted
VOL. I. ' C
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hla aunt on the @héek with a dellcacy which
d.ld Jot d;sturb th rouge He tugned 'to his
cousn’l ‘

Lady Camoline- St. Mat'mce was indeed a
right beautiful being. Her, whom the young
Duke had left merely a graceful and kindheart-
el girl, three (vears. had changed into a some-
what dignified, ‘but most lov'ely woman. A
little perhaps of her native ease had becn lost,
1 liffle ‘perhaps of a manner ra.her too artifi-
gial had supplanted that exquisite address,
; :which‘ Nature alonc had prompted: but at shis
fioment, her man;xer was as unstudied and as.
,genuine, as when thes had gambolled together
"in the bowers of Malthorpe. Her white and
delicate arm was extended with eager elegance ;
her full blue cye bramed with tender affection ;
and the soft blush that rost on her fair cheek.
equil\itely contrasted with the.clusters of her
dark brown halr »

Thé Dyke was struck almost staggered,
He rememh‘red their infant loves; he recover-
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ed wltb reaay address. He, b‘mt his head with
gracef) affection, qu pressed her Yp- HL
répented that he had not accepted’ his uncle’s
offer of hospltahty
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CHAPTER IV.

~LORD FIT2-POMPEY was a little consoled
for tHe change which he Lad 'observed in the
character of the Duke, by the remembrence of
the'embrace witl which his Grace had g:eeted
Lady Caroline. Negver indced did a process
which has, through the lapse of so many ages,
occasioned so much ;le]igh;, produce more lively
satisfaction than the kiss in question. Lord
Fitz-pompey had gi\;en upﬂhis plan of managing
the Duke, after the family dinner which his
népheiv had the pleasure to j(;in thé first day of
his first visit. The Duke and le were alone,
and ks’ Lordship availed himself of the rare
opportuaits with that adroitness for which he
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was ~cuelebr;;fed Nothing ccald be more po-
11te. more uﬂ'able, m-re kind, than kis M-1ce’s
manner ; but the uncle cared :ittle for polite-
ness, or affability, or kindness. Ihe crafty
«courtier wanted candour, and that was absent.
That ingenuous openness of disposition, that
frank and affectionate demeanctr, for which
the Duke of St. James l.ad been so remarkable
in his early youth, and with the aid of which
Lord Fitz-pompey had built so many Spanish
castles, had quite disappeared. Nothing could
b~ more artificial, more conventional, more
studied, than his whole deportment. In vain,
Fitz-pompey pumped ; the empty bucket in-

variably reminded him o s lost labour. In .
vain, his Lordship laid his little diplomatic
traps to catch a limit of th2 purposes, cr an
intimation of the inclinations of his nephew.
The bait vas never seized. In vain, the arl
affected unusual conviviality, and boundless
affection. The Duke sippued his claret, and
admired his furniture. Nothing would do



30 . THE YOUNd DUKE.

An air of l';abi*us'l calm, a loql: of- kind
condmmmlon, qnd an inglination t¢ a smlle,
whlch never burst inta a heam, announced
tha.t the Duke of St. James was perfectly
satisfied with existence, and corscious' that:
‘he w;s himlself,, of that existence, the most
zlistinguishcdromament. In fact, he was a
sublime coxcomb, one of those rare characters
whose finished manner and shrewd sense com-
‘bin'f‘:d,<.prevcnt their conceif ffom being con-
temptible.. After many consultations, it was
" determined betwegen the aunt and uncle, that
‘it would be most prudent to affect a total non-
interference with their ~ephew’s affairs, and,
in t‘i'le mean time, to ‘trust to the goodness of
Providence, and the cha:'ms of Caroline.

Lady Fitz-pomp :y aetermined that the young
Duke should make his début at once, and at her
house. Although it was yet January, she did
not despair of culiecting a select baad of guests
-Br:;.hpr\i;.s of the highest caste. Some choice

spirits wer¢ in office, like her lord, and there-
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fore 18 towy ; others were only: pas;mg through ;
but ne one caught e flying-fish with meve dex-
tenty than the Countess. The notice was short,
the whole was unstudied. It was a felicitous

« impromptu ; and twenty guests were assembled,
who were the Corinthian capitals of the Temple
of Fashion.

There was the Premic~, who was invited, not
because he was a Minister, but because he was
a Hero. Thete was another Duke not less cele-
brated, whose palace was a hreatbing shrine.
which sent forth the oracles of mode. True, he
had cgased to be a young Duke, but he might
be consoled for the vanished lustre of youth, by
the recollection that he lud enjoyed it, and by
the present inspiratiui: of an accomplished man-
hood. There were the Prir-e and the Piincess
Protocoli. His Highness, a first-rate diploma-
tist, unri- alled for his management of an opc;ra;
and his consort, with a countenance like C}Lw)pa-
tra, and a tiara like a constellation, ‘amed alike

for her shawls and her snuff. These were Lord
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and Lady Blogme}rlx, who were. the best £"1ends
on gswth.., My, Lord a (sportsmar, but soft
thhal his taik, the Jockey Club, filtered
through White’s” My Ladv, a little blue, and
very bedutiful. Their daughter, I,ady Char-,
Totte, Tose by her mother's side, like a tall bud
By a full-bloyn flower. There was the Vis-
countess Blaze, a peeress in her own right, and
her daughter, Miss Blaze Dashaway,- who, be-
sides the glory of the future c(;ronct moved
Jn all the confidence of independent thousands,
) There was the Marquess of Macaroni, who was
at the same time a general, an ambassador, and'
A dandy ; and who, if he had liked, could hgve
* worn twélve orders, bu¢ this day, being modest,
only wore six. There, too, w.us ' the Marlhioness,
with a stomacher stff with btilfiants, extracted
from the snuff-boxes presented to her husband
at a &ongresg.

There was Lord Suniym, who was not only
a peer, byt poet ; and his lady, a Greek, who
looked Just! ﬁmshed by Phidias. There, too,
was Pococun nte, the Epicurcan, and triple Mil-
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lionaixe, whb, in a politicz]l ~ountry, dared to
despi;; politics ; in t] e most aristocratic I ing-
éoms, had refused nokility, and in a land which
showers all its honours upon its cultivators,
cinvedted his whole fortune in the funds. He
lived in a retreat like the villa of Hadrian, and
maintained himself in an elev .ted position,
chiefly by his wit, and, « little, by his wealth.
There, too, was his noble wife, thor(;llgh bred to
her fingers’ tips, and beaming like the ~vening
star, and his son, who was an M.P. and thought
his father a fool. In short, our party was no
tommon party, but a band who formed the
verv core of civilizaticn,—a high court of last
appeal, whose word was a fiat, whose sign was

a hint, whose stare was death, and sncer

damnation !

The Graces befriend me! I have forgotten
thé most Znportant personage. I -vill veniure
to observe, that it is the first time in hi}s life,
that Charles Annesley has been negic ted. 1t
will do him good.

:

Dandy has 1en voted vulgar, and beau is
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now the word. ,I .doubt whether the n°v1val
will mvdp and ag for the qx,nloded tile, though
it ha(‘i its faults'at first, the muse of Byron has
made it not*only English, but classical. How-
ever, ‘I dare say, I can do without eithtr of,
these words at p.réspnt. Charles Annesley could
}.;ardly be caled a dandy, or a beau. There
was nothing in h'is drets; though some mysteri-
ous arrangement in his costume—some rare sim-
phclty;—-some curious happmesé——alwayq made
-it distinguished,; there was nothing, however,
“in hi dress which could account for the irifla-
‘ence which he exercised over the manpers or
- his contemporaries. Charles Annesley was apout
thirty. He had inkevited from his father, a
younger brother, a sma:l‘c-é’s'tate; and though
heir 4o a wealthy earldom, he had never abused
what the world called his prospects.”’ Yet his
estafbliskmept—his little house in May: Fair—his
horse‘s-—his moderate stud at Melten—were all
unique, #nd every thing connected with him was

unparalleled-for its clegance, its invention, and
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its reﬂi.xemegt. But his mrorer was his magic.
His n(atu'rzll and sublued nonchalanc. .. dii-
forent from the assumed non-emotion of a mere
dandy ; his coldness of heart, which was here-
«ditary, not acquired; his cautious courage, and
his unadulterated self-love ; had permitted him
to mingle much with mankind - -ithout being
too deeply involved in {ie play of their pas-
sions ; while his exquisite sense of the ridiculous
quickly revealed those weaknesses to him which
his delicate satire did not spare, even while it
vefrained from wounding. All feared, many
idmired, and none hated him. He was too
powerful not to dread, too dexterous not to
admire, too superior to nate. Perhaps the
great secret of his .nanner was his exqui-
site supcrciliousr;ess, a qua’ty which, of all,
is the most difficult to manage. Lven with
his intim:tes, he was never confidential, and
perpetually assumed his pablic character with
the private coterie which he lovel *o rule.

On the whole, he was unlike any. of the Jead-
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ing men of modeqn c'.iays, and rather remim]ed
ohe ,ﬂ?‘.‘fb fine ,oentlemere of our, uhl bnlllant
comedy,—- the Dorimants, the, Bellalrs, and thc
Mirabels.,

. Chagrles Annesley was a member ,of the* dis-,
t'inguishcd party. who were this day to decide
the fate of the'young Duke. T am not ashamed
of'my hero. Lei;‘ him %®ome forward !

_ His Grace moved towards them tall and ele-
gant invigure, and with that air of affable dignity
‘which becomes «a noble, and which adorns a
"courtt—-none of that affected indifference whieh
seems to imply, that nothing can compensaté
for the exertion of mo;'ilm and “ which mpkes
the dandy, while it xidrs the man His large
and somewhat sleepy grey™ eve his clear com-
plexton, his small® mouth, 'his aquiline nosc,
his ¢ransparent forehead, his rich brown hair,
andthe: delicacy of his extremities, presenttd
whenlcombined,‘a.l very exccllent specimen of
that sty’e ‘of beauty for which the nobility of
England at¢ remarkable. Gentle,—for he felt '
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the 1mportagce of the triLunal~-never loud,
ready, yet a httle res rved he neither "r'""ted
nor shunned examination. His finished mnn-
ner, his experience of socicty, his pretensions to
taste, ‘the gajety of his temper, and the liveli-
ness of his imagination, gradually developed
themselves with the developing horrs.

The banquet was ove:: the Duke of St.
James passed his examination with unquali-
fied approval ; and having been stamped at the
Mint of Fashion, as a sovereign of the bright-
est die, he was flung forth, like the rest of
his golden brethren, to corrupt the society of

which he was the brightest ornament.
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' CHAPTER V.

TrE morning after the initiatory dinner, the
young Duke drove to Hauteville House, his
family mansiong situated in his family sguare.
Hise Grace particularly prided himself on s
. knowledge of the arts;a taste for which, among
other things, he interded to introduce. into
l&nglm"nd Nothing ‘could excced the horror
with which he witnessed’ /he exterior of his
mansion, except #he agony with which he paced
thpough the interior. ‘

‘¢ I this a palace P thought sthe y()un-r
Duke—* this l’:o»pltal,a palace !” »

He qattred. The marble hall—the broad and

lofty double staircase painted in fresco, were not



THE YOUNG DUK E. 39

unpromising\ in spite of the lirgy gilding ; but
w1th Wit a ;mxed fceling of wonder . ¢ is-
gust did the Duke roun through clusters of
those queer chambers which, in England, are
¢ulled*drawing-rooms.

“ Where are the galleries,—where the sym-
metrical saloons,—where the leng'hened suite,
—where the collateral cabi..ets, sacred to the sta-
tue of a nymph or the mistregss of a painter, in
which I have been a~customed to reside? “Vhat
page would condescend to loungz in this anti-
chamber? And is this gloomv vault, that you
call a dining-room, to b~ my hall of Apollo?
— Order my carriage.”

The Duke dashed away in disgust, and sent
immediately for Sir C..cte Blanche, the succes-
sor, in Kngland, of Sir Ch istopher Wien.
His Grace communicated, at the same time, his
misecy and his grand views, Sir Carte was
astonished with his Grace’s kuowledge, and
sympathized with his Grace’s feeliLg- He
offered consolation, and promised estimates,
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They came jn d‘.:el'ti'me. Hauteville I-!q')use, in
'th,:drwing of the wort}\v,Knigh.t,' might ha;ve
been mistaken*for the Lopvre. Some adjoining
mansions were, by some .magical process for
whigh Sir Carte was famous, to be cleated of
their prese;xt accypiers, and the whole side of
the squarewwas, in future,.to be the site of
Hauteville House. #The difficulty was great,
but the object was greater. The. expense,
th.ough the estimatc made a bbld attack on the
half million, was a mere trifle, * considering.”
Thg Duke was {clighted. He condescended to
make a slight alterati(}n in Sir Carte’s drawing,
wlﬁch Sir Carte affirmed to be a great improve-
ment.  Now it wats *Sir Carte’s turn to be de-
lighted. The Duke wase ‘cited by" his archi-
tect’s admirationy and gave him a dissertation
on, Schonnbrunn. ) '
eAlthough Mr. Dacre had been disappolnted
in his hope of .cxerci;ing a persgnal influence
over theteducation of his ward, he had been

more for{uhate in 'his plans for the management
‘ .
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of his ward’s property. Peiheps there never
was an instance of thv opportunities auord.d
by a long minority Lavitg been used to greater
advantage. The estates had been greatly in-
croased and greatly improved; all and very
heavy mortgages had been prc off, and the
rents been fairly apportioned. Mr. Dacre, by
his ®onstant exertions ana able dispositions,
since his return to England, also made up for
the neglect with which an important point liad
been a little treated ; and at no period had the
parliamentary influence of the hruse of Hau‘e-
ville been so extensive, so lecided, and so well
bottorred, as when our heo became its chicf.

In spite of his proverbial pride, it seemed
that Mr. Dacre wac deiermined not to be
offended by the conduct of Lis ward. The
Duke had not yet announced his arrival ir
England to lis guardian; but about 2 month
after that evenr, he received a letter of congra-
tulation from Mr. Dacre, who, at the same

time, expressed a desire to resign a frust into
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his Grace’s haml','wbich, he belioved,,‘.had not
been #bused. , The Duka, who gaﬂier‘ dreaded
an interview,‘ wrote inceturn, that he intended
very shortly to visit Yorkshire, when he should
haye .the'pleasure of availing himself*of the
kind invitation ¢o Castle Dacre; and having
thus, as hé*thought, dexterqusly got rid of the
old gentleman'. for the present, he took a ride
with Caroline St. Maurice.
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CHAPTER VI

PARLIAMENT assembled, the town filled, and
every moment in the day of the Duke o1 St.
James was engrossed. Sir Carte and his tribe
filled up the morning. Then :here were e.d-
less visit, to endless visitrs; dressing, riding,
chiefly with Lady Caroliue ; lunchcons, and the
bow window at White’s. Then came the even-
ing with all its crasl ana glare; the banquet,
the opera, and the ball.

The Duke of St. James took the oaths ar-
his scat. He was introduced by Lord Fitz-
pompey. He heard a debate. We laugh at
such a thing, especially in the Upper House;
but, on the whole, the affair is imposirg, par-
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ticularly if- we tuke a part in it. Lord Ex-
(hamberlain At}'mught the naticn’ going on
wrong; and he made a spesch full of currency
and constitution. Baron Deprivyseal second-
ed him with great effect, brief but bitwer, sa-
tirical and sore. The Earl of Quarterday an-
swered thuse, full of confidence in the nation
and in himself. Vv'hen the debate was getting
heavy, Lord Snap jumped up to give them
somthing light. The Lcrds do not encourage
wit, and so are obliged to put up with pert-
nes. But Viscount Memoir was very states-
manlike, and spoutel a sort of universal nis-
tory. Then there wzs Lord Ego, who vindi-
cated his character, when nobody knew he
had one, and explaired his motives, because
his auditors cculd not understand his acts.
Then there was a maiden speech, so inau-
aible, that it was doubted whethor, after all,
the young oator really did losc his virginity.
In tbz ¢nd, up started the Preciier, who hav-

ing nothing to say, was manly, and candid,
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and liberal ; gave credit to hi adversanes, and
took crecit-tn hlmself -nd then the motion was
withdrawn.

While all this was going on} some made a
note, some made a bet ; some consulted :zbook,
some their ease; some yawned, a few slept :
yet, on the whole, there was an air about the
assembly, which can be witnessed in no other
in Kurope. Even the most indifferent look-
ed as if he woald come forward, if the oc-
casion should demand him, and the most imbe-
cile, as if he could serve his country, if it
required hin. When a man raises his eyes
from his bench, and sees his ancestor in the
tapestry, he begins to unce-stand the pride of
blood. '

The young Duke had wot expericnced many
weeks of his career, oefore he began to sicken
of living ir an hotel. Hitherto he had rot
reaped any of the fruits of the termination of his
minority. E e was a cavalier seul, highly consi-
dered, truly, but yet a mere member cf t;ociety.
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He had been thlsifor years. This was, not the
existence to enJoy wh'ch he had humed to
Lﬁgland He aspired, to be soclety itself. In
word, his tastes were of the most magnificent
description, and he sighed to be surrounied by
a court. As Hauteville House, even with Sir
Carte’s extraord‘inary exertions, could not be
.ready for his reception for three years, which
to him appearéd eternity, he dctermined to look
about for an establishment, e was fortunate.
A nobleman, who possessed an hereditary man-
sion of the first class, and much too magnifisent
for his resources, suddenly became diplomatic,
and accepted an enli)gssy. The Duke of St.
James took every tking off his hands: house,
furniture, wines, cooks, sekvants, horses. Sir
Carte was sent in to .ouch up the gilding, and
make a few temporary improvements; and Lady
Fitz-pompey plcdged herwlf to organize the
whole estabhshment, ere the full season com-
smenced, .and the early Easter .had elapsed,
whieh had now arrived.
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It had arrived, and the'young Duke had de-
parted to his clief family seat, Fauteville Cas-
tle, in Yorkshire. He i'intended,'.at the samg -
time, to fulfil his long pledged engagement at
Castle Dacre. He arrived at i{autevillcﬁ'amid
the ringing of bells, the roasting of ¢xen, a.d
the crackling of bonfires. The Castle, unlike
most Yorkshire cactles, was a Gothic cdifice,
ancient, vast, and strong; but it had received
numerous additions in various styles of arch’
tecture, which welrc at the same time great
sources of convenience, and great violations of
taste. The young Duke was seized with a vio-
lent desire to live ina ge‘\'nuinc Gothic castle :
each dy his refined taste was outraged by dis.
covering Roman windows and Grecian doors.
He determined to emulate Windsor, and he
sent for Sir Carte.

Sir Carte came as quick as lightning afte-
thunder. He was ifnmensely struck with Haute-
ville, particul rly with s capabilities. It
was a superb place, certainly, and migut be
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rendered * unrivalleds The situatmn scemed
made for the Jure Gothlc The Ieft wing should.

* flecidedly be*pulled do!vh and its site occupied
‘by a Knight'’s hall; tHe old terrace ¢ should be
restored ; the donjon keep should be raised,
aid a gallery, three hundred feet long, thrown
through the*bddy of the castle. Estimates,
estimates: es'timates! Buat the time? This
was a greater* poix:t than the expense. Won-
Aers should be done. Th?re werk now five
hundred men; working for Hauteville House ;
there should be a thousand for Haz teville
Castle.  Carte Blanche, Carte Blanche, t(‘;,m*te
Blanche ! ! o

+ On his arrival. i.p Yorkshirc, the Duke had
learnt that the Dacres were in Norfolk on a,
visit. As the Castle'was some miles off, Le saw
no necessity to make ap uqeless exgrtion, and
w0 he sent his jager with hls card He had
now’ been ten, days in his natlve county. It
wus dull, and he wis restless. ’He missed the

excifement of perpetual admx‘atxon, and his
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eye drooped for constant glitter. He sudden-
ly retu.ned to town, just when the county had .
fluttered itselt that he was about.to appointhis

public days.

VOL. V.
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CHAPTER VII.

EASTER was' over, the sun shone, the world |,
was mad, and the young Duke made his début
at Almack’s. He determined to prove that he
had profited l;y a winter at Vienna. ¢ His
~anding was declared jconsummate. He gal-
loped with grace and walued with v1gor. It
wis diffcult to decide ‘which was most admi-
rable, the elegance of his prance, or the pre-
cision of his whirl. A fat Russian Prince, a
lean Austrian Cz)unt a little German- Baron,
whb, somehow or other, always contnved to
be the most maked characters of the even-
ing, Uisappeared in deSpair. :

There was a lady in the rood, who very*



THE YOUNG DUKE. 51

much attracted the notice of our hero, whom,
as a hero,. I will back aguinst any one of his
inhes.® As 1 am now approaching a ca.as-
trophe, 1 will take anew pen. She—the ladj,
not the pen —was a very remarkable person-
aée. There are some sorts of beauty which
defy description, and almost scrutiny. Some
faces rise upon us in the tumult of life, like
+stars from out the sea, or as if they had
nmoved out of a picture. Qur first impres-
sion is any thing but fleshly. We are struch
dumL —we gasp for breath—our limbs quiver,
—a faintness glides over our frame — we arc
awed ; instead of gazing upon the apparition,
we avert the eyes, which yet will feed upon
its beauty. A straage sort of unearthly pain
mixes with the intense plcasure. And not till,
with a st.uggle, we call back to our memory
the commonplacgs of cxistence, can we rc-
cover our commonplace demcapom:. These,
indeed, are ra- » visions—thesc, indeed, are early
teeiings, when our young existence l-aps with
+D 2
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its mountam torrpnts { but as the rlvqr of our
hfe rolls on, our éyes'grogv dlmmcr, or aAr blood
more cold. ¢ ’

"Some cffect «of this kind was produced on
the Duke of St. James b)'r the unknown, dame
He turned” away his head to collect his senses.
His eyes agaln rally ; and this time being
prepared, he was ynore successful in his ob-
scrvations.

“The lady was standing against the wall; a
young man was addressing some remarks to
her which apparently were not very inorpst-
ingt She was tall and; you‘ng, and as her tiara
betokened, married ; (‘iazzling fair, but twith-
out colour; with lovks like night, and features
delicate, but precisely defined. Yet all this
did not at first challenge the observation of
the young Duke. It was the gereral and
pEculigr cxpression of her countenance, which
had caused in, him such emotion, There ‘was
an mpn-sswn of reslgnatlon, 5’ o repose, or

sorrow, «or serenity, which infithese excited
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chamb~rs, was strange, !nd sjngular, and
lone. Shc gazed like dome genius 1nv1s1blo
to the crowd, and mourning’® over its dc
gradation,

H. stopped St. Maurice, as his coutin pass-
ed by, to cnquire her nam¢, and 'learnt that
she was Lady Aphrodite Grafton the wife of
Sir Lucius Grafton. '

“ What, Lucy Grafton! exclaimed the
Duke. T reriember, I was his fag at Wton.
He was a handsome dog, —but T doubt whether
h. deserves such a wife. Introduce me.”

Lady Aphrodite reccived our hero with a
gertle bow, and did not scem quite as im-
pressed with his importanée, as most of those
“to whom he had been prosented in the course
of the cvening. The Duke had considerable
tact with women, and soun perccived, that‘thc
common topics of a hack flirtatios waould not
do in the present casc. He wis therefore very )
mild and ,odest, rather piquant, sqnu;wh;lt

rational, anc . apparently, perfectly nnaffected.
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Her Ladysblps feserve wore away. She re-
.fused to dance, But corfyersed W}tb mGre ani-
matlon. The* Duke d)d not leave her side.
The womm began to stare, the men to bet:
Lad.y Aphrodlte against the ficld. In vain his
Grace laid ‘a th:)qsand plans to arrange a tea-
" room éte-dgtéte. He was unsuccessful. As
he was about 4o return to the charge, her
Ladyship desired a passer-by to summon her
car;"ioge. No time was to he lost. The Duke
began to talk hard about his old friend and
scho“olfellow, Sir, Lucius. A greenhorn would
‘nave thought it madnels to take an interest in
such a person, of all ofhers; but ‘women.like
y(')u to enter their house as their husband’s
friend. Lady Aphrodite éould not refrain
from cxpressing ker cdnviction that Sir Lucius
would be most happy to‘renew his acquaint-
an;e with (the Duke of St. James, and ‘the
Duke of St. James lmmedlately s'nd that he
' would talte the earhest opportuni y of giving

him that fleasure. {
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CHAPTER VIIL

SIR Lucius GRAFTON was five or six years
older than the Duke of St. James, althov<h he
had been his contemporary at Eton. Ile too
had hecen a minor, and had inherited an estate
vapable of supporting the becoming dignity of
an ancient family. Ip appearance, he was an,
Antinous. There was, however, an expression
of firmness, almost of ferocity, about his mouth,
which quite prevented *his ;countenance . from
being effeminate, and broke the drcamy volup-
tucusness of the rest of his.featurcs. In mind,
he was a roué. Devoted to" pleasure, he had
reached the goblet at a‘n early age ;- and Lr‘fo.n-.
he was five. nd-twenty, prpeured £8r himsclf a
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reputation whlch tade all women dread and
¥ome men shun lnm ¢ In the very Wlldelht me-
ment of his cawer, when hc was almost marked
like Cum, he had met Lady Aphrodite Mal-
travc:rs. " She was the daughter of a nobloman,.
who justly ]fridet'l himself, in a degenerate age,
~on the virtug of his house. Nature, as if in
recompense for his ggodness, had showered all
her blessings on his only daughter. Never was
dauglter more devoted to a widowed sire—
never was woman influenced by princip]e‘s of
purer morality. e
¢ Thls was the womant who mqplred Sir Lut
_cius Grafton with an pngovernable passjon.
De.spairi'ng of success» by any other method,
conscious that, sooner oy later, he mu'st, for fa-
mily considerations. propagate future baronets
of the name of Grafton, he determined to solicit
her:hand. Rut for him to obtain it, lv: was Well
aware was difficalt. Conﬁdcnt in his pers'on,
hla consunfmate knowledge of thyumale cha-

racter, ang® his unyivalled powery of dissimu-
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.
lation, Sir Lucius arrangel his dxsposmom
The caughtbr feared, the ﬁther hated him,
There was indeed fuch to be’done; butethe
remembrance of a thotisand triumphs supporfed
the adventurer. La'dy Aphrodite was & length
persuaded, that she alone could eonfirm® the
reformation, which she u.lon.e 'had. originated.
She yiclded to a passion, which her love of vir;
tue had alone kept in subjection. Sir Lucius
and Lady Aphrodite knelt at the fect of the
old Earl. The toars. of his daughter, ay ! and of
his future son-in-law—for Sir Lucius knew when
to weep~—werc too muck for his kind and gene-
rous heart. He gave them his l)lessin:s,r, which
faltered on his tongue. )

A ycar had not ¢lapsed, ere Lady Aphrodite
woke to all the wildncs.s of a deluded woman.
The idol in whom she had lavished all the in-
cense of her mnoccnt affections, bccamc every
day less hkc a true divinity. At ]ennth., even
the ingenuity of passion®could ho langer i
'gaise the hic 2ous and ,bittc; trutl}. o Nhe was

»5
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no longer loved vShe thought of “her father.,
,Ah! what was ite mdn.ess of hef mempry'
“'The agony.’of her mind dlsdppomtcd Her

hiisband’s hope of an heif, and the promise was
never sénewed. In vain,' she rcmonstra.tcd to
the being 4o whom she was devoted : in vain,
she .sought,' by'n'leek endurance, again to melt
Jiis heart. It was cold—it wWas callous. Most
women would hive endeavoured to recover their .
los’c.inﬂuence by different 'ta(gtic:s; some, per-
haps, would ll?.vc forgotten their mortification
in their revenge. But Lady Aphroditd had
tbeeh the vietim' of pajsion, and now was ijts
slave.  She could not dissemble :

® Not. so her sp<iu§c. Sir Lucius lmew too
well the value of a good character to part very
easlly with that W hich he had so unexpectedly

Ctramcd Whatever wege his excesses, they

vere pmdmt ones. He felt that bo_) yhood u)u]d

alono (.xcuse thc folly of ()lm';mn in vice; and
he knew that, to respeet virtue, it was not abso-

lutely negessary to be virtuous. J No one wes,
o (" (



THE YOUNG D'UKE. ’ 59

appareutly, more choice £ his, companions
than 8ir Incius Grafton no husband was seeu
oftener with his w1fe no one -pald more® r<.-
spect to age, or knew betterswhen to wem i
grave countenance. The world prarscd the
magical influence of Lady Ap'hl;odita ; and Lad y
Aphrodite, in private, wept over, her misery.
In public, she made an cffort to conceal all she
felt; and as it is a great induccment to every
woman to conceal that she is neglected b the
man whom she adores, her cffort was success-
ful.  Yet her countenance might indicate that
she was little interested in the scene in which
Jhe mixed. She was Joo proud to weep, lmt
too sad to smile. Klegant and lone, shie Stb()d
among her crushdd ang, lovely hopes, like a
column amid the ruins of a beautiful temple.
The world declated that Lady Aphrodite
was. desperately ,\\'irtuous—.and the, world as
right. A thousand fircflies had,sparkled round
this myrtle, and its fredh and verdant tme.- nas )

"shill unsulliel and unscorched. Mot a very
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accurate image, Dt pretty; and those who
have watched a glancing shower of, these glit-
temﬂg msects,'wﬂl confess that poetlcally, the
bush mlght bumn. Thc truth is, that Lady
Aphroditc still trembled when she recalled the
earl) anguish of her broken sleep of love, and
"had not cougage enough to hope that she might
dream again. Like ¢he old Hebrews, she had
been so chastened for her wild idolatry, that she
dar¢g not again raise an imagp to animate the
wilderness of her existence. Man she, at the
same time, feared and despised. (Jomp‘arpd
‘w1th her husband all who surrounded her werae,
she felt, in appearance, inferior, and were, she
believed, in mind, ther same.

I know not how it is, but dove at first sight
is a qubject of congtant ridicule; but somehow,
I suspect that it has more 1o do with sife affairs
of :;his world than we are willing to own. lyes
meet which have never met efore ;,and glances
t!lrilf “:ith expression "which is strange. We

contrast ‘these pleasant sights, a,d new emd-
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tions, with hackncyed objedts and worn sensa-
tions. .Anotlier glance, aml aﬂ%ther thrill—and,
we spring into each’ other’s arme.  What %cfin
be more natural ?

Ah, that we shoul'd awake so often Yo truth
so bitter ! Ah, that charm by chmrm should
evaporate from the talisman whlch bad enchant-
ed our existence !

And so it was with this sweet woman, whose
feelings glow under my pen. She had repalred
to a splendid assembly, to play her splendid
part with the consciousness of misery—without
the expectation of hope. She awaited, with:
out int.ercs’c, the routine which had been so
often uninteresting ; H;\C.V.ined without emo-
tion the tharactess which had never moved.
A stranger suddenly appeareg upon the stage,
fresh as-the morning dew, and glittering like the
morping st.ar All eyes await—all tongues ap-
plaud him. His sien is grac eo-lnq countenance
is hope—hls voice is mdsic! And was sich a

* Ibeing born only to deceive and be glecei.vcd —
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Was he to run thi, same false, palling, ruinous
Jcareer, w}nch Wad flled 50 man') hearts with
Bitterness, and dimmed" the radmncy of %o
many eyes ! Never ! The nobility of his soul
spoke from his glancing ;ye, and treated the
foul suspicfon witl.l scorn. Ah, would that she

» had such g brother to warn, to guide, to—
Jove!

So felt the Lady Aphrodite! So felt,—wc
will ot say, so reasoned. Whgn once a woman
allows an idea to touch her heart, it is miracu-
lous with what rapidity the idea is fatheréd by
Gier brain. All l;er experience, all her anguisk,
all her despair, vanished like a long'frost, in an
instant; and in a night. She felt a delicious
conviction, that a knight had at length come to
her rescue, a hero werthy of an adventure so
admirable. The image ofsthe young Duke fill-
ed her whole mind ; she had o car for others’
voices: she mused on his idea with the rapture
o.f a Votary on the mydteries of a new faith.

Yet ;traqge, when he at length approached’
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her,—~when he addressut her’—when she replied
to that mouth, which had £l clnated even be-,
fure it had sﬁokcn, e was cold, rescrved, edh-
strained. Some talk of the burning cheek ahd
the flashing eye of passion ; but if I wire not a .
quict man, and cared for these things, I should
say, give me the woman who., .Wllel.l I approach
her, treats me althost with scorn, and trembles,
while she affects to disregard nie.

Lady Aphrodite has returned home:>she
hurries to her apartment,—she f::.]ls into a sweet
revecie,—her head leans upon her hand. Her
soubrelte, a pretty andechattering Swiss, whosu
republican virtue bad been corrupted by Paris,
as Rome by Corinth, ;ndcgvours to divert hér
lady’s ennui: she exg‘uciates her beautiful
mistress with tattle abeut the adwmiration of
Lord B——, and the sighs o% Sir Harry. Her
Ladyship reprlmands her for her levxt), and !he
soubrette, g crow n }Nlen, rev enges hersdf for ]m
mistress’s reploof by nverting ghe sheepy”®
process of brushing, intd the .ngosf lively

torture.
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The Duke of \t. Jhmet called upon Lady
Aphrodite Urafton ¢he next day, and at an
Irsur when he®trusted to ‘find h&r alone. Ke
whs not disappointed. "More than once, the
silver-t8ngued pendule sounded during that
sonfewhat protracted but most agreeable visit.
He was, in(.leed', ;;rcatly interested by her, but
De was an habitual gallant, 4nd always began
by feigning mdre than he felt. She, on the
contrary, who was really in love, feigned much
less. Yet she Wwas no longer constramcd though
calm. Fluent, and cven gay, she talked ad well
as Ntened, and her regartees, more than oncg,
put her companion on his mettle. 8he dlsplay-
el a ddlicate and cven luxurious taste, not only
in her conversation, but — fhe Duke observed
it with delight—in l;r costume. She had a
passi.on for musi: and fow flowers; she sang a
roﬂlance, and she gave him a Tosc. He retjred
perf'cctly fascmatcd ’

Oh! qu-—-or godgof love !—for there are
two Cui)id,s.—which of you it was that inspiret] *
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the Duke of St. James, I pret-nd not to decide.
Perhaps, Tast night, it wa: thou, oh! son of
Erebus and Nox! 'lo-day, perLaps, it was
the lady’s mind. All Y know is, that when 1
am led to the universal altar, I beg that both

of ye will shoot your darts !
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.GHAPTER IX.

., I FIND this writ'mg not so difficult as I had
lmagmed I see the only way is to rattle on just’
asgou talk. The momen{ that you antlclpate
your pen in forming a sentence, you get as stiff
a8 a gentleman.in stays. I use my pen se my

¥ horse; I guide it, and it carrics me on, .

Sir Lucius Grafton galled on the Duke,of St.
“James. They did si0t immediately swear an
eternal fricndship, Jike the immortal heroines
of ,the Rovers, but’ they greeted cach other
with considerable warmtB, talked of 6ld times,
a.nd old gompanions, and comparpd their for-
mer- sensatiops’ with th‘h'/J present. No' one

.wuld bé& a more a*”reeable companion than Sir

Lucius, nd thxl day he lcft a very favourable
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impression with his young friend. Frot this
day, too,' the ‘Duke’s visi.s at the Baronet's
were frequent; and as the Graftons were inu-
mate with the Fitz-pompeys, scarcely a day
elapsed without his having the pleasure of pass-
ing a portion of it in the company of Lady Aphro-
dite: his attentions to her were marked, and
sometimes mentioned. Lord Fitz-pompey was
rather in a flutter. George did not ride so often
with Caroline, and never alone with her. This
was disagreeable; but the Earl was a man of
the world, and a sanguine man withal. These
things will happen. It s of no use to quarrel
with the wind; and, for his part, he was not
sorry that he had' the honour of the Grafton
acquaintance : it secured Caroline her cousin's
company ; and as for the ligison, if here were
one, why it must end, and probably the diffi-
culty of terminating it might even basten the
catastrophe which he had so minch at heart.
“ So, Laura, dearest ! let ta. Graftons ve asked

to most of our dinners.”
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In one of those rides to which Caroline was
not admitted, Jor & was with Lady Aphrodite
one, the Duke of St. *imes took his way' to
the Regent’s Park, a w1ld sequestered spot,
whither he invariably rcpalred when he did not
w.ish to bénotice.d; for the inhabitants of tl’nis
pretty subyirb ‘are a distinct race, and although
their eyes are nat unobscrving, from their
inability to qpeak the language of London,
thgy are unable to commupgicate their obser-
vations.

.Thc spring sun was setting, and ﬂ.ung a
* crimson flush over the Dluc waters, and the
white houses. The scenc was rather imppsing,
“and reminded ouw hero of days of travel. A
sudden thought rused into his head. Would
it yot be delightful fo build a beautiful retreat
in this sweet and retirell land, and be able in
gn mstan; to fly from the formal man'mﬁcence
of a London mamlon?.xfady Aphrodlte was

harmo& with the #%& ; for the enamoured are
always Adlighted with what is fanciful. The
Duke determined immediately to convert the
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idea into an object. To lose no time was his
grand motto. As he thorght that Sir Carte
had enough upon his hands, he determined iy
apply to an artist whose achicvements had been
greatly vaunted to him by a very distinguished
and very noble judge.

M. Bijou de Millecolonnes, Chevalier of the
Legion of Honour, and member of the Academy
of St. Luke’s, except in his title, was the very
antipodes of Sir Carte Blanche. Sir Carte was
all solidity, solemnity, and correctness. Bijou
de Mullecolonnes, all lightness, gaicty, and ori-
ginality. Sir Carte wa. ever armed with the
Parthcnon, alladio, and St. Peter’s.  Bijou de
Millecolonnes laughed at the ancients, callea
Palladio and Michel barbarians of the middle
ages, and had himself invented an order. Bijou
was not as plausible ¢s Sir Carte; but he was
infinitely more entertaining. Far from being
servile, he allowed no onc ‘te talk but him-
self, and made his fortu-= by his elrgant in-

slence. How singular it i+ that those who
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love servijity nngﬂﬂvtvays' the victims of im-
pertinesice ! _

*~-Gaily didsBijou de Millecolonnes drive nis
f)ea.-gret;n cabniolet to the spot in question.
Heé formed his plan in an instant. ¢ The
occasional retreat of a noble should be some-
thing pictpfesque and poetical. The mind
, should be led to yoluptuousncss by exquisite
associations, as well as by the creations of art.
It ‘is thus their luxury is rendered more in-
tense by the reminiscences that add past ex-
perience to present enjoyment ! For instance,
if you sail down a river, imitate the progross
of Cleopatra. And here—here, wnere the op-
portunity is so ample, what think you of re-
viving the Alhamb-a?”

Splendid concepgicn! The Duke already
fancied himself a Caliph. ¢ Lose ao time,
Cnevalier! Dig, plant, build !I”

Nine acres were obtained from the Woods
and Forcsts ; moun< . were thrown up, shrubs

thrown in; the -jaths emulated the serpent ;
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the nine acres seemed intermainable - All was
surrounded by a paling eight feet high, that
no one might pierce.the mystery of the pre;
parations.

A rumour was soon current, that the Zoolo-
gical Society intended to keep a Bengal tiger
au naturel, and that they were ccitriving a
residence which would amgly compensate him
for his native jungle. The Regent’s Park was
in despair; the l~ndlords lowered their remn.s,
and the tenants petitioned the King. In a
shoit time, some hooded domes, and some Sa-
racenic svires rose to sight, and the truth was
then made known, that the young Duke of
St. James was building a villa. The Regent’s
Park was in rapture; t:. landlords raised
their rents, and the tenants withdrew their

petition.
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CHAPTER X.

MR. DACRE again wrote to the Duke of St.
Jaines. He regretted that hz had been absent
from home wien his Grace had done him the
bonour of calling at Castle Dacre. Had he

“been aware of that intended gratification, “he
_could with ease, and would with pleasure, have
postporied his visit ‘to Norfolk. He also re-
gretted that it wétld not be in his power to
visit London this se'ason; and as he thought
that no further time should be lost in ‘resigning'
~he trust with which he had bcen <o honoured
he begged leve to forward his aecounts to the
Duke, %nd with tfem some notes, which he

believed vrould ‘convey some not unimportant
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information to his Grace for ghe futyre manage-
ment of his Jroperty. The yoing Duke took a
apid glance Yat the! gum total*ef his rental,
crammed all the pape'r; into a cabinet, with a
determination to examine' them the first oppor-
tunityl, and then rolled off tp a mosning con-
cert, of which he was the patron. -

The intended opportunity for the examina-
tion of the important papers was never caught,
nor was it surprising that it escaped capture.
It is difficult to conceive a carcer of more va-
rious, more constant, or more distracting ex-
citement, than that in which the Duke of St
James was now engaged. His life was an ocean
of enjoyment, and each hour, like cach wave,
threw up its pearl. How d':1l was the ball in
which he did not bound ! . ITow dim the ban-
quet in which he did vt glitter !  1Iis presence
in the Gardens compensated for the want of
flowers,—his vision in the Park, for the want of
sun. In public breakfaste he was mo ¢ inais-
pensable than pine-apples ; in private concerts,

YOL. 1. E



T4 \.'rm«‘. YOUNG DUKE.

more noticed than. an absent singer. How fair
was the dame’ on o.vhom he smiled! How
b?own was the tradesman on whom he frowned !
Think only ¢f Prime Ministers and Princes,
to say nothing of Princesses—nay ! think only
;)f managers of aperas and French actors, '
say nothing of ¥rench actresses,—think only of
jewellers, milliners, artists,” horse-dcalers, all
the shoals who hurried for his sanction,—think
(mf,y of the two or three t‘housand civilized
beings for whom all this pepulation breathed,
and who each of them had claims upea our
huo s notice! Think of the statesten, who
had so much to ask and so much (o giv e,—tl)u
dandivs to feed with, and to be fed,—the danger—
ous dowagers, am}, the desperate mothers,—the
wigows, wild as carly partridges,—the budding
virgins, mild as a summor cloud and. soft as an
Jopera hat! Think of the drony bores with
their dull hum,—think of the chi/\‘ahi'c g‘mrds-
nren, wéth their hogres to scll, and their bills to
dlscoun*,_-—thmk of Willis, think of Crockford,
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think of White’s, think of .Brookes” and
you may Tortp a very faiut dea how the young
Dike had to I?afk, and cat, and flirt, and cut,

and pet, and patronize !

You think it impossible for one man to do all
ths. My friend! there is yet muca behind.
You may add to the catalogue, Mclton and
Newmarket ; and if to hunt without an appe-

tite, and to bet without an object, will not

sicken you, why

build a yacht!

The Duke of St. James gave bis first grand
entertuinment for the scason. It was like the
assembly of the Immortals at the first levee of
Jove.  All hurried to pay their devoirs to the
young King of Fashion; anl each, who suc-
ceeded in bcecoming & membe of the Court, felt
as proud as a peer with . new title, or a ha-
ronct witl' an old one. An air of regal splen~
dour, an almost imperial assumption was ob-
servad in the arrangements of the féte. A troop
of servants in new and the .’chest liverics filled
tnc hall; grooms lined the staircase; Spiridion,

w2
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the Greek,pagc, lounged on an Ottoman in an
antichamber, and, 0w1tl‘1 the agtslsfance of six
ybunn gcntl’emen in_ crlmson-and-sﬂver uni-
forms, announeed the commg of the cherished
guests Cart-loads of pine-apples were sent up
from the* Yorkshire Castle, and waggons “of
orange trers from the T'wickenham Villa.

A bl'illim]f coterie, of which his Grace was a
member, had amused themsclves, a few nights
lecfore, by representing in costume the Court
of Charles the First. They agreed this night
to reappear in their splendid dresses ; and the
_Duke, who was Villiers, supported his charac-
ter, even to the gay shedding of a shower of

" diamoads. In his cap was observed an here-
ditary sapphire, “;'{hich blazed liké a volcano,
and which was rumoured to be worth his
rent-roll.

,,' There, was a short concert, at which the
most celebrated Signora made her début ; there
wils a tingle Vaud:ville, which a white satin

play-bil}, presented to each guest as they enier
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ed the temporary theatre, indicateg to have
been wntten fdr the occasion ; fhere was a ball
in which was mtroduced anew dante. Nothing
for a moment was a]lowe(l to lag. Longueur.s
were gkilfully avoided, and the cxcitement was
50 rapid, that every one had an appetite for
supper.

A long gallery lined with bronzes and bijou-
‘erie, with cabinets and sculpture, with china
and with paintings, —all purchased for +he
future ornament of Hauteville House, and
here stowed away in unpretending, but most
atificial, confusion, offered accommodation to
all the guests. To a table covered with gold,
and placed in a magnificeat tent upon the
stage, his Grace loyally lo? two princes of the
blood, and a child of France, and gave a gal.
lant signal for the commencement of opera-
tions, by himself offering them, on his bended
knee, a goblet of tokay. Mudame de Proto-
coli, Lady Aphrodite Gr. fton, the IDachess of
Shropshire, and Lady Fitz-pompe;, shared
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the honougs of the pavilion, and some might
be excused for envyma a partx FO brlllla,nt
and a situation so dlstmgmshed Yet Lady
Aphrodlte was an unw1lhr!g member of it; and
.,Egthing", but the personal solicitation of S’ir
Lucius, would have induced her to consent to
the wish oﬁ-_'thei.r host.

A pink and.printed carte succeeded to the
whitc and satin play-bill. Vitellius might’
haze been pleased with the, banquet. Ah'!
how shall T describe those soups, which sure-
ly must have been the magical elixir ? "How
‘shall 1 paint those ortolans dressed, by the
inimitable artist, & la $t. James, for the rcca-

"sion, and which look so beautiful in death,
that they must suiely have preferréd such an
cuthanasia, even, to flying in the pcrfumed air
of an Ausonian Heaven !’

- Swget bird! though thou hast lost: thy
plumage, thou shalt fly to my mis;.ress I oIsit
not’bettdr to be nibkied by her, than mumbled
by a cardigal? I too will feed on thy delicate
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beauty Sweet bird! thy companiqn has fled
to my mlstteqs ; and nowthou shalt thrill the
nerves of her master' Oh! ddﬁ' then, ¢

waistcoat of vinc-leaves, pretty rover ! and show
me that bosom more delicious even than wo-
man’s! What gushes of rapture! What
a flavour ! How peculiar ! Fven how sacred !
Heaven at once”sends both wanna and quails.
Another little wanderer ! Pray follow my ex-
ample! Allow me.  All Paradise opens! et
me dic cating ortolans to the sound of soft
muasic ! The flavour is really too intensely
exquisite.  Give me a teaspoonful of Maras-

chino !
Even the supper was brizf, though brilliant ;

and again the cctillon and the quadrille, the
waltz, and the galoppe! At no moment of
his life had the young Duke felt existence so
intense. Wherever he turned his cye, 'he
found a responding glance of beauty and ad-
miration ; wherever he tu.-ned his eur, the whis-

pered tones were soft and sweet us summer
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winds. Ezch look: was an offering, each word
was adoration ! Hlsn'soul dilated; the glory of
the“scene touched all lns passlons. He almost
determined not again to _mingle in society;
ll\ut, like a monarch, merely to receive, th\e
world whién worghipped him. The idea was
sublimz: wgs it even to him impracticable ?
In the midst of, his splendour, he fell into a
reverie, and mused on his magnificence.  He
cowld no longer resist the gopviction, that he
was a superior wssence, even to all around him.
The world scomed created solely for his enjoy-
faent. Nor man nor woman could withstang
him.  From this hour he delivered himselfaup
1o a subiime selfishness.  With all his passions
and all his profu\sion, a -callousness crept
over his heart. His sympathy for those he
believed his inferiors and his vassals, was
sljght. Wlhere we do not respect, we snon
cease to love — when we cease to l{)vc, virtue
weeps ana' flies. Hisszoul wandered in dreams

of omnipotence.
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This picture -peﬂlap; excites your dislike—
it may 'be,.your hatred — percnance, your con-
tempt. Pause ! Fity him! Pity his fatal
youth !

Eb
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CHAPTER XI.

THE Lady Aphrodite at first refused to sit
in the Duke's p;wilion. Was she, then, in the
ltdt:'; of refusing? Let vs,not forget our
Venus of the Waters. Shall I whisper to you
where St. James first dared to hope?  No, 'you
Shall guess. Je vous le donne en irots. The
Gardens P—The Opera ?—The tea-room ?—No !

‘no! no! You arc®conceiving a locality much
more romantic. Al\ready you have created the
bower of a Parjsina, “where the waterfall is
even more musical than the birds, more lulling
Ll*:m the evexﬁng winds ; where qll is pale,
except 'the stars ; ‘all hushed, exccpt: their beat-
ing pulses? Will thi#do? No! What think

you then df @ Bazaar ?
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Oh! thou wonderful nineteenth, century,—
thou that behevest m ne mifacles, and doest
0 many, hast thou brought this, too, ibaut,
that ladies’ hearts should be von—and gentle-
men’s also —mnot in courts of tourney, or
Halls of revel, but over a counter,-and behind
a stall! We are, indeed, a nation of shop-
keepers ! ‘

The King of Otaheite,— Mr. Pecl and the
Statc-paper Office must be thanked for this
narrative,—though a despot, wss a rcformer.
He discovered that the eating of bread-fruit
was a barbarous custom, which would infallibly:
prevent his people from being a great nation.
ile determined to introducz French rolls. A
party rebelled ; the despot was energetic ; some
were cxecuted ; the resi cjected. The vaga-
bonds arrived in Ergland. As they had been
banished in opposition to French rolls, they
were declared to be a British interest. ' They
professed their admiratior of civil and religious

liberty, and also of a subscription. "When
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they had drunk a gre:;t deal of puncb and
spent all their monev, shcy dlscoyered that
they had nothing to eat, and would infallibly
have been starved, had not an Hibernian Mar-
chioness; who had never been in Ireland, been
exceedingly shocked that men should die of
hunger,— angl so,"being one of the bustlers, she
got up a fancy sale, and a $ANDWICH ISLE
Bazaar.

«f\il the world was there, and of course our
hero. Never gas the arrival of a comet watch-
ed by astronomers who had calculated its' ad-
e nt, with more’ amdct‘y than was the appeas-
ance of the young Duke Never did man pass-
throum\ such dangers. It was the fiery ordea!
St. Anthony himself was not assailed by more
temptgtions. Now lie was saved from the
lustre of a blonde face bythe superior richness

of a blonde lace. He would infallibly have
been ravished by that ringlet, hadfhe not been

' nearly reduced by thet ring, which sparkled on
a hand like the white cat’s. He was only pre-’
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served from his unprecedented dangeys by their
number. N(:; no! He had a’better talisman:
~his conceit.

“ Ah, Lady Balmont!” said his Grace to a
smiling artist, who offercd him one of ner own
drawings of a Swiss cottage,  for 12e to be a
tenant, it must be love and a cottage I”

“ What ! am 1 to buy this ring, Mrs. Aber-
croft ! Point de jour. Oh! dreadful phrase!
Allow me to present it to you, for you sve
the only one whom such words cannot make
tremble.”

1 ¢ This chain, Lady Jemima, for my glass...
It will teach me where to direct it.”

“ Ahi Mrs. Fitzroy !”—and he covered his
face with affected fear. — ¢ Can you forgive
me ? Your beautiful note has been half an hour
unanswered.  The bex is yours for Tuesday.”

He tried to pass the next stall with a smilhing
bow, but he could not es‘cape. It was Lady
de C;)urcy, a dowager, hut not oll. Once

" beautiful, het charms had not yet diaaﬁpeare('i-.



B 1
86 THE YObNG DUKE.
L Y

She had a_pair of gli‘tteri;ag ‘eyes, a skilfully
carmined cheek; and locks yet r;wen Her
eloquence made her n;w as wnsp!cuous as
once did her beauty. Thé young Duke was her
constant object, and her occasional victim. He
hated, abore all things, a talking woman; He
dreaded, ahpve 4l others, Lady de Courcy.

He could not shirk.  She Summoned him by
name so loud, that crowds of barbarians stared,
agg s man called to a woman, and sai(i, “ My
dear ! make hgste, here’s a Dl:ke ”

Lady de Courcy was prime confidant of the
GTish Marchioness. She affected enthusiasw
ahout the poor suﬂ'crers She had*learnt Ota-

“heitan—-she lectured about the bread fruit—and
she played upon a barbarous thrum-thrum, tne
only musical instl;ument in those savage wastes,
ironically called the Socicty Islands, because

thtre is nq society. She was dreadful. The
Duke ‘in despair took out his pufl"se, pourtd

“forth-from the pink- gnd silver delicacy, worked

l;y the slender fingers of Lady Aphrodite, 4
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shower of sovereigns, and fairly scampered
off. — Af length he reachgd the lady of his
Ii®art.

%1 fear,” said the yo;mg Duke with a smile,
and in a soft sweet voice, “ that you will never
speak to me again, for I am a ruined man.”

A beam of gentle affection reprimanded him
even for badinage on such a subject.

*  “Ireally came here to buy up all your stock ;
but that gorgon, Lady de Courcy, captured swe.
and my ransom has sent me here free, but a
beggar. I do not know a more ill-fated fellow
than myself. Now, if you had only conde.

scended to take me prisoner, I might have
saved my money ; for 1 should have kissed my

chain.”

¢ My chains, I fear, are ucither very allur-
ing, nor very strong.” Shé spoke with «
thoughtful air, and he answered her only
with his eyc , )

“I must bear off somcthing from your -

stall ;3 he resumed in a more rapid and’gayer
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tone, ¢ ar.ld as I cannot 'purchase, you must
present.—Now*for g gift "

¢ Choose b*
¢ “ Yourself.”,

“ Your Grace is really spoiling my sale.
See! pooy Lord Bagshot. What a valuable
purchaser [

“ Ah! Bag, my boy!” stid the Duke to a
slang young fobleman whom he abhorred but.
gf *vhom he sometimes made a butt,—¢ am I
in your way g Here! take thls, and this, and
this, and give me your purse. I'll pay jher

s Ladyship.” And so the Duke again showered
some sovereigns, and returncd the .shrtgnkcn

silk te its defraw]cd.owner, who stared, and

" would have remonstrated, Qut his Grace turned
his back upon him. «

% There now,.” he continued to Lady Aph-
mdlte, ¢ there is two hundred per cent. J)rofxt
“for you. You are not half a mbrchandw I
will stand here, and, be your shopman —Well,
Annes.ley,. said he, as that dignitary passed,
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* what will you buy of my mistress ? ¢ I advise
you to get aglfice. ’Pog my® sou] tis pleasant !
lry Lady de Courcy ,You know you are a.
favourite.”

T assure your Grace,” said Mr. Anncsley,
spe.aking very slowly, ¢ that *hat story about
Lady de- Courey is quite untrue, and very
rude. T never turn my back on any woman,
only my heel. We are on the best possible
terms, — She is never to speak to me, and I ar- .
always to bow to her—But I rca''y must pur-
chag. —~Where did you get that glass-chain,
St*Jgmes,?  Lady Afy, can you accommodate’ '
me ¥ )

‘ Here is one prettier! 3ut are you near- _
sighted too, Mr. Anacsley #”

“ Very. I look upon a'long-sighted man as
a brute who, not being able to see with his
mind,,is obliged to sec with his body. -—The
price of this #’

“ A sovereign,” said the Duke— ¢ cheztp,

&

but we consider you as a friend.”
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“A soverelgn’ You consider me a young
Duke rather. —Twcfshlllmgs, afig that a severe
price—a charitable pnqc .~ Here is half-a-crown
—give me sixpence. I _was not a minor.—
Farewell! I go to the little Pomfret. She is
a swect fldwer, and I intend to wear her in r.ny
button-hok.—TG.ood bye, Lady Afy!”

The gay morning had worn away, and St.
J ames never left his fascinating position. —
'Many a sweet, and many,a soft thing he
uttered. Sometimes he was baffled, but never
Jbeaten, and always fét.umed to the charg:;- With
spirit. He was confident, because heswas retk-
less: the lady had lesg trust in herself, bacause
she was anxious. * Yet she combated well, and
repressed the pa.;sion whith she could hardly
conceal. :

Many of her colleagues had already departed.
&he requested the Duke to look after her car-
riage.—A bold *plan suddenly occprred to him,
.and he® executed st with rare courage, and
rarer feliaity. )

“ Ladyp Aphrodite Grafton’s carriage !”
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“ Here, your Grace !” .

“Oh! g» home. Your Lady will return
w%th Madame de Prot:oc‘oli >

He rejoined her.

“1I am sorry that, by some blunder, your
carriage has gone.—What could you have told
them P -

¢ Impossible ! How provoking! How stu-
pid I

“ Perhaps you told them that you woull
return with the Fitz-pompeys, but they are

gone ; or, Mrs. Abcrleigh,'“ and she is not here;

—or pe-haps, but they have gone too.—~
Evei ;7 one has gone.”

“ What shall I do? How distressing! 1 .
had better send. Pray, send; or I will ask
Lady de Courcy.”

% Oh! no,no! I really did not like to see
you vith her. As a favour —as a favour to
me, I pray you not.” ‘

“What canI do? I naust send. Letme,
beg your Grace to send,”

% Certainly, certaiLly; but, ten to one, there
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will be some mistake. There always is some
mistake when you s:nd these strangers. And,
besides, I forgot, all this time, my carriage 1s
here. Let me take you home.”

“ No, no!”

“ Dearest Lady Aphrodite, do not distress
yourself. .T can wait here till the carriage re-
turns, or I can walk; to be sure, I can walk.
Pray, pray take the carriage ! As a favour—
~a favour to me ! :

“ But I ¢vanot bear you to walk. I know
you dislike walking.®

 Well, then, T will wait.”

¢ Well, if it must l{e so—but I 'am ask wned

o

to inconvenience you. How provoking of these
men! Pray, th;n, tell th: coachman to drive
fast, that you may'not have to wait. I de-
clare, there is scarcely a human being in the
foom ; ard those odd people are staring so {”
He pressed ner arm, as he led her to his
.carniage. She is in; and yet, before the door

shuts, he lingers.
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“T shall certainly walk,” said he.. “ I do
not think the easterly wmd will make me very
ili. Good bye ! Oh, ‘what a coup He vent "

 Let me get out, fucn and pray, pray take
the carriage. I would much sooner do any
thing than go in it. I would much ra.her walk.
I am ggre you will be ill I”

“Not if T be with you ™ He pressei’ Ler
hand with impassioned warmth — he .poke to
her in a voice soft with adoration. Their clo- -
quent eyes met—and he leapt in.

“ Drive home !” said thé young Duke

Oh ! moment of triumpb !
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CHAPTER XIIL

THERE was a brilliant levee,—~all stars and
gﬁ'i'ters; and a splendid drawing-room, — all
plumes and seduisantes. Many a bright cye,
as its owner fought its way down St. fames’s

- Street, shot a wistful glance at the enchanted
bow-window, where the Duke snd his,usual
companions, Sir.Lucius, Charles Annesley, and
Lord Squib, lounged and laughed, stretched
themselves, and snecred: many a bright cye,
that for a moment piarced the futrity, that

Opainted her going in state as Duchess of St.
Jatdes.

«Hir Majesty éummoncd a dinner party, a

rare but magnificent event,—and the chief of tie
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house of Hauteville appeared among the chosen

vassals. This visit did the young Duke good ;
and a few more might have pérmamntly cured
the conceit, which the jresgnt one momenta-
rily calmed. His Grace saw the plate, and
was Llled with envy; his Grace listened to his
Majesty, and was filled with admiration. Oh !
father of thy people! *f thou would’si but look a
little oftener on thy younger sons, tlir morals
and their manners might be alike improvec.
Oh! George the magnificent, and the great!—
for hast thou not rivalled the. splendour of Lo-
-renzo, and the grandeur of Louis P—Smile on
the pre ses of one who is loyal, although not a
Poet Laureate, and who is sincere, though he
sips no sack.

His Majesty, in the course of the evening,
with his usual good-nature, signalled out for
his notice the youngest, and not the least dis-
tinguished, of his guests. He (;ompli:ncnt"d
the young Duke on the accession to the ornas

ments of his court, and said, with a smile,
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that he ba(i heard of conquests in foreign
ones. The Duke accounted for hié slight suc-
cesses by zéminding hir Majeét)", that he had
the honour of being ‘nis. godson,—and this he
said in a slight and easy.way, not smart or quick,
or as q repartee to the royal obscrvation —
for it is not decorous to bandy compliments
with your' Sovereign.” . His Majesty asked
some que%t‘i('ms about an Emperor, or an Argh-
cuchess, and his Gracc answered lo the pu:-
pose, but, short, and not 00 pointed. He L .
ed rather than spoke, and smiled morg ass

than he uttered. ‘The I&mg was plcased with
his young subjcct, and marked his “app_pbation
by conversing with that unrivalled 'A:fablht),
which is gall*to a Roundhead, and inspiration
to a Cavalier. There ’was a bon mot, which
blazed with ail the soft brilliancy of sheet light-
ning. What a contrast to the forky flashes of
qneguiar wit! * Then there was an anecdote of
Sherjdan—‘ the royal Sheridaniana are not thrice
told tales—rec(;unted with that curious felicity,
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which ha,,s long stamped the 1llustnous narrator
as the most ;consummage r&conteur (1) in Eu-
rope. Then—but the Duke knew when to
withdraw ; and he withdrew ® with rcx.lewed
loyalty. - .

When I call to mind the unlimited indul-
gence, which solicits, from the earlies. age, the
passions of a King, I pardon their crimes, and
i reverence their virtues. But if I view a So-

"ﬁe;eig‘;l, who, with a!l those advantages, which

5 c%n seduce others and himself, columits in a
”m‘ll];ant youth, at the worst, but a bnlllant
folly; if U view thé same individual on the’
thron , exercising all those powers, which adorn
the entrusted chieftain of a rree pcople,' with
the calm wisdom wihich belongs only to that
man who dares to ponder on a past crror—of
such a monarch, I am proud, and such 4 mo-.
narch I call a true philosophey. s

OL ! people of England, be contented! You
know not what might have Yeen your log. * 1
might have been your King: and, alt"nugh

VOL. 1. +F
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you have already conceived me, as the very
prosopopccia of atiabjlity, the 'ireaded the

stern, the mortlfymg truth must no longer be

concealed,—1I should hay'e heen a tyrant !

But what a tyrant! T would Bave smo-
thered you in roses, shot you with bon-bons,
and drowdied you in Eau-de-Cologne. I would
have banged up your parliaments, knocked up
your steam-engines, shut up all societies for thc
diffusion of any thing. I would have repub-
lished the ‘Book of Sports, restored hohdays,
revived the Drama, Every parish ‘shiould
have had its orchestra, every village its dgncing-

master. I would have built f(.)llntai{h; and

‘have burnt ﬁrq_vgbrks.

But I am not a King." Bitter recollection !
Yet something ma)'; turn up. Greece, for in-

stance. In the mean time, I will take a canter
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CHAPTER XIII.

. THE 'Duke of St. James had been extremely
desirous of induciag the fair Aphrodite to ac-
cept some gage d’amour, but had ’failed in all
his plans, which annoyed him. .
Or : day, looking in at his jeweller’s, to sec
some models of a shield .und vases, which were
exccuting for him in gold—cv:r since he dined
with his Majesty, that unhappy sideboard of
plate had haunted him at all hours— hec met
Lady Aphrodite and the Fitz-pompeys. Lady,
Aphrodite was speaking to the jeweller about
her diamonds, which were to be resct, or some-
thing, for her approaclsng féte. The Duke
took the ladies up-stairs to look at the models,
F 2
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and while they were intent upon them'and other
curiosities, hjs absence* for a moent was un-
.perceived.  He ran -d(;wn-sta.irs and caught
Mr. Garnet. g

“ Mr. Garnet !' 1 think, I saw Lady Aphro-
dite give you her diamonds ?”

“ Yes, your Grace.”

¢ Arc they valuable ?” in a carcless tone.

“ Hum! very pretty stones,— ve"y pretty
stones indced. Few Baronets’ ladies have a -
prettier se;,—- worth perhaps a 1000/. — say
1200/.— Lady, Aphrudite Grafton is not the
Duchess of St. James, you know,”‘saili M;f Gar-
net, as if he anticipated furnishing that future
lady with a very different set of brilliants.

“ Mr. Garnet, you can do me the greatest
favour.”

“ Your Grace has (lmly to command me at
all times. 5.

“ Well then, in a word, for time presses
Can o ;you contrive, without particularly altering,
that-is, without altering the general appearance
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of thesek‘iiamonds,-—éan you contrive to change
the stones, and substitute the most valuable
that you have — consistent, as I must impress
upon you, with maintaining their general ap-
pearance,.as at present ?”

“ The most valuable stonés,” musingly re-
peated Mr. Garnet,— general appearance, as
at present ? We cannot deceive her Ladyship.”

“If that be absolutcly impossible, then we
must give that poirt up; but generally, ge-
nerally can you preserve their present cha-
racter ?”

“¢ The most valuable stones!” repeated Mr.
Garn.t; ¢ your Grace is aware, that we may
run up some thousands even  this set 7"

T give you no limit.”

¢ But the time,” rcjoined Mr. (Yarnet. “ They
must be ready for her Ladyship’s paity. We
shall be hard pressed. I am afraid of the

time.”

“ Cannot the men worlyall night ? Pay them
any thing.”
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“ It shall be done, your Grace. Ycour Grace
may command me ¥ any thing.”,
_ « This is a secret between us, Garnet. Your
'partners-—”

« Shall know nothing. And as for myself, I

am as cldse as an emerald in a seal-ring.”
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CHAPTER XIV.

HussgIN Pacha, ¢ the favourite” not only
of the Marquess of Mash, but of Tattersall’s, -
unaccountabl'y sickened, and died» His noble
master, full of chagrin, took to his bed, and
foflo 7ed his stced’s example. The death of
the LIarquess caused a vacancy in the steward-
ship of the approaching Doncaster. Sir'Lucius
Grafton was the other steward, and he pro-
posed to the Duke of St. Jamgs, as he was a
Yorkshireman, to become his colleague. His
Grace, who wished to pay a complimgnt to hs
county, closed with the proposition. Sir Lu.ns
was a first-rate jockey ; gis colleague was quite
ignorant of the noble science in all ivs details,
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but that was of slight 1mportance l‘I‘he Ba-
ronet was to be tRe wnrkmg pariner, and do
the busmess,—the Du]rf,f the show member of
the concern, and do the magnificence: as one
baﬁ“kc'r, you may observe, lives always in
Portland "Place, reads the Court Journal all
the morning, and has an Operwbox, while
his partner lodges in Lombard Street, thumbs
a Price-Current, and only has a, box at
‘Clai)ham. , "

The Youhg Duke, however, was ambitious
of making a good book ; and, with all the calm
impetuosity which characterises a 'you'-h'ful
Hauteville, determineq to have a crack S\tl(]d at
once. So at Ascot, where he. spent \a few
pleasant hours, dined at the Cc;ttage, was
caught in a shover, in return caught a cold, a
slight influenza for a weck, and all the world
full of inquiries and anxiety,—at Ascot, I say,
he” bought up all the winning horses at an
average of three ‘thousand guineas for each,

pair of eats. Sir Lucius stared, remonstrated,
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and, asYpis remonstrances were in vain, assisted
him.

As people on theﬂ;;qim of death often make
a desperate rally, <o this, the most brilliant of
seasons, was even more lively as it nearer "ap-
proached its end. The déjeuner and the villa
féte, the water party and the rambling ride,
followed each other with the bright rapidity of
the final scenes in a Pantomime. Each dama
seemed only insnived with the ambition of '
giving the last ball ; and so numerous were the
parties, that the town really sometimes seemed
iliun inated. To breakfast at Twickenham, and
to dine in Belgrave Square; to hear, or rather
to hc;nour, half an act of an ope’a; to cainpaign
through half a dozen private balls, and to finish
with a romp at the rooms, as affer our wine we
take a glass of liqueur—all this surely reqmred
the courage of an Alexander, and the qtrength
of a’ Hercules, and which, indeed, cannot “be
achicved without the miracalous powérq, of a,
Joshua. So thought the young Duke, 2< with

Fb
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an excited mind and a whirling head, Ye threw
himself actually at 'aalf,past siX, e'clock on a
couch which brought him no sleep.

Yet he recovered, and with the aid of the
bath, the soda, and the coffee, and all the thou-
sand remé&dies which a skilful valet has ever at

hand, at three o'clock on the same day he rose

~ and dressed, and in an hour was again at the

illustrious bow-window, sneering with Charles

"Am;esley, or laughing dowpright with Lord

Squib.

The Duke of St. Jemes gave a water party,
and the astounded Thames swelled with pride,
as his broad breast bore on the ducal bérges.
St. Matrice, who was in the Guards, secured
his band; and Lord Squib, who, though it was
July, brought g furred great coat, secured him-
self. Lady Afy looked like Amphitrite, and
'Lady Caroline looked—in love. They wan-
defed in gﬁrdens like Calypso’s; ' they rambled
over a villa,’ which reminded them of l§aia:;
they nartook of a banquet which should have
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been delpribed by Ariosto. All were delighted :
they delivered themselves ko tl:@ charms of an
unrestrained gaiety. XEven Charles Annesley,
laughed and romped. |

This is, I think, the only mode in which
public eating is essentially agreeable.’” A ban-
queting-hall is often the scene of exquisite
pleasure; but that is not so much excited by
the gratification of a delicate palate, as by the
magnificent effect of light and shade—Dby the
beautiful women, the radiant jewels: the grace-
ful costume, the rainbew glass, the glowing
wines, the glorious plate. For the rest, all is
too hot, too crowded, and too noisy, to catch a
flavour—to amalyze a combinaion—to dwell
upon a gust. To eat—really, to eat, one must
eat alone, with a soft ligh)t with simple furni-
ture, an easy dress, and a single dish—at a
time. Oh, hours that I have thus speit! Oh,
hours “of blies! Oh, hours of virtue ! — for
what is more virtuous than to be couscious‘of
the blessings of a bountiful Nature ! Agood
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eater must be a good malm; for a goéd eater
must have a good digestion, and a-goud diges-
tion depends upon a good conscience. After
having committed many follies, and tasted many
dishes, but never with the intention of doing a
bad action, or eating a bad plat, I give to the
World this result of all philosophy, and present
them with a great Truth. v

But to our tale. If I be dull,—skip: time
N will' fly, and beauty will fade, and wit grow
dull, and even the season, although it seems,
for the nonce, like the existence of Clym-
pus, will, nevertheless, steal away. »It is the
hour when trade grows dull, and tradésmen
grow duller : a~it is the hour that Bowell
loveth not, and Stultz cannot abide; though
the first may bg consoled by the ghosts of his
departed millions of mouthoirs—and the sccond,
‘by the vision of coming millions of shooting
jackets. Oh, why that sigh, my gloomy Mr.
Guntgr! Oh, whe that frown, my gentle Mrs.
Grangc? ‘
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One Ny one, the great houses shut : —shoal
‘ by shoal, the little people scil away Yet beau-
ty lingers still. Still the magnet of a straggling
ball attracts the remaining brilliants; still, a
lagging dinner, like a sumpter-mule on a march,
is a mark for plunder. The Park, tbo, is not
yet empty, and perhaps is even more fasci-
nating — like a beauty in a consumption, who
cach day gets thinner ‘and more fair. The
young Duke remained to the last —for we
linger about our first season, as we do about
our’ first mistress, rather wearied, yet full of

deligtful reminiscences.

END OF THE FIRST BOOK.
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BOOK THE SECOND.

CHAP. 1

LApYy APHRODITE and the Duke of St.
Jamés iweresfor the first time parted ; and with
an absolute belicf on the lady’s side, and an
avowed conviction on the gentle:uans, that it
was impossible to live asunder, they broke from
cach other’s arms, her Ladyship sliedding some
temporary tears, and his Grace avowing eternal
fidelity.

It was the crafty Lord Fitz-pompey, who
brought about this catastrophe. Having se-
cured his nephew as a visitor to Maithorpe,



114 JHE YOUNG nuxn

by allowmg him to belleve that th’ Graftons
would fotm part.of the sumqr coterie, his
Lordship took especml' care that poor®Lady
Aphrodlte should not be ipvited. “.Once.part
them, once get him to Malthorpe alone,” mused
the expetrienced' Peer, “and he will be emanci-
pated. Iam doing him, too, the greatest kind-
ness. What would.I have given, when a young
man, to have had such an uncle!” .

*The Morning Post announced with a sigh
the departure of the Duke of St. James to the
splendid festivities o{ Malthorpe ; -and- hito ap-
prised the world that Sir Licius, and Lady
Aphrodite were entertaining a humerous and
distinguishred, party at their seat, Clevt Park,
Cambridgeshire.

There was a constant bustle kept up at
Malthorpe, and the young Duke Wwas hourly
permitted to observe, that, independent of all
private feelinf, it was impossitlle for thé most
. Qistifguished nebleman to ally himself with a
more °* eonsidered family. There was a con-
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tinual sle] of gues.ts, dashing down, and
dashing awav like the ocea]l——lfn]l;ant as its
foamfnumerous as its waves. But there was
one permanent mhabltant of :this prmcely
mansion far more mterestmg to our hero, than
the evanescent crowds who rose like dbubbles,
glittered, broke, and disappeared.

Once more wandeting in_ that park of Mal.
thorpe, where had passed- the ‘most innocent
days of hls boyhood his thoughts naturally re-
‘eurred to the sweet companion whe had made
even'those hours of happiness more felicitous.
Hert dhey .had rambled,—here ::hey had first
tried their ponies, —there they had ncarly fallen,
— thert he had quite saved her, — here were
the two very elms where St. Maurice made for
them a swing,—here was the verv keeper’s cot-
tage of which she had made for him a drawing,
and which he still retained. Dear girh! And
had she disapovinted the romance of his boy-
hood,—had the experience th» want of Which
had allowed him ‘then to be pleased so casily,
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had it taught him to be ashamed of taose days
of affection ? f’Waﬂ she not now +the most gen-
tle, the most graceful, tde most beautifid, the
most kind? Was she not th> most wife-like wo-
man whose eyes had ever beamed with tender-
ness? Why, why not at once close a career which,
.though short, gfet already cou!d yield reminis-
cences which might satisfy the most craving ad-
mirer of excitement? But there was Lady Aphro-
di;'e; yet that must end. Alas! on his part, it had
commenced in levity; he feared, on hers, it must
terminate in anguish. Yet, though he 1oved
Caroline,—-though he could not reca'l to i me-
mory the woman who was more worthy of be-
ing his” wife, hé could not also concesl from
himself, that the feclings which impelled him
were hardly so romantic as he thought should
have inspired a youth of one-and-twenty, when
"he muscd on the woman he loved best. But
he knew life, and he felt convinced, that a mis-
.a'esgy and a wife must always be different cha-

racters. A combination of passion with present
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respect, #d permaner'lt affection, he supposed
to be the delusion of swomgnce .;nriters. He
thought he must mar'ry Caroline, partly be-
cause he must mar1 ;" sqoner or lafer ; partly be-
cause he had never met a woman whom he had
loved o much, and partly because hc” felt he
should be miserable, if her dcsti;ry in life were
not, in some way or. other, connected with his
own. ¢ Ah!if she had but been my sister !”
After a little more cogitation, the young
Duke felt very much inclined to make his cou-
sin a'])'uchess; but time did not press. After
Dongalter, he must spend a few wecks at Cleve,
and then he determined to come to an cxplana-
tion with Lady Aphrodite. In the mecan time,
Lord Fitz-pompey secretly congratulated him-
self on his skilful policy, as he perceived his
nephew daily more engr;)ssed with his daugh-
ter. Tady Caroline, like all unaffecttd and
accomplished women, was secn to great 'eﬂ'ecj’
in th2" coontry.  There, while they feed their

»
birds, tend their flowers, and tune thefr harp,
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and perform athose more sacr'ed, but not less
pleasing, duties w.aich become tlre daughter of
a great proprietor, they favourably contrast
with those more modisk damsels, who, the mo-
ment they are freed from the Park, and from
Willis, "begin fighting for silver arrows, and
patronizing colmty balls.

September came, and brought some relief to
those who were suffering in the inferno of pro-
vincial ennui ; but this is only the purgatory to
the Paradise of Battus. Vet September has its
days of slaughter; and the young Duke gained
some laurels, with the aid of friend Egg, friend
Purdy, and Mantan. And the Premier gal-
loped dowr sixty miles in one morning. He
sacked his cover, made a light bet with St.
James on the favourite, lunched standing, and
was off before night; for he had only three
days’ holiday, and had to visit Lord Protest,
Lord Content, and Lord Proxy. So, having
knccilied off four of his crack peers, he gaBoped

back to London to flog up his secretaries.
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And the" young Duk.e was off too. He had
promised to spend a weelt wiph nyarlps Annes-
ley and,Lord Squib, who had taken some Nor-
'folk Baronet’s seat Jor the summer, and while
he was at Spa, were thinning his preserves. It
was a week ! What fantastic dissipation! One
day, the brains of three hundred hares made a
puté for Charles Anne;]ey. Oh, Heliogabalus!
you gained eternal fame, for what is now ¢ done

in a corner !” '
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" CHAPTER II.

THE Carnival of the North at length arrived.
All civilized cyes were on the most distinguish-
ed party of the most distinguished steward, who
with his horsg, Sansparcil, seemed to share uni-
versal favour. The French Princes, and the
Duke of Burlington; the Protocolis, and the
Fitz-pompeys, and the Bloomerlys; the Duke
and Duchess of Shropshire, and the three Ladies
Wrekin, who might have passed for the Graces ;

-Lord and Lady Vatican on a visit from Rome,
his Locdship taking hints for a heat in the
Corso, and her Ladyship, a clasuical beauty

Iv;vitlcx a face like a Cameo; St. Mawric, and
Annesley, and Squib, composec the party.
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The Premier was expected, and there was
murmur of gne Archduke. Sevﬂ:n houses had
been prepared, —a pasty-wall knocked down to
makec a dining-rcom,—the plate sent down "
from London, and venison and wine *from
Hauteville.

The assemblage cxceeded im quantity and
quality all precedhig years, and the Haute-
ville arms, the Hauteville liveries, and the
Hauteville outriders, beat all hollow in bla.on-
vy, and brilliancy, and number. The North
countrymen were proud of their young Duke
and his six carriages and six, and longed for’
the Castle to be finished. Nothing could ex-
ceed the propriety of the arrangements, for
Sir Lucius was an unrivalled hand, and though
a Newmarket man, gained uvniversal approba-
tion eveny in Yorkehirg.  Lady*Aphrodite was
all smiles and new liverics, and the Duke of
St. dames reied in his charger, right. often at
her snlendld cquipage.

“The dars spo"t was over, and the qmmgs'

VOoLe I. G
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sport begun,—to a quiet man, who has no bet
more heavy than a dozen pair of gloves, per-
haps not the least amusing. Now came the
numerous dinner-parties, none to be compared
to that of the Duke of St. James. i‘ady
Aphrodite was alone wanting, but she had to
head the ménage of Sir Lucius. Every one
has an appetite after a ruce: the Duke of
Shropshire attacked the venison, like Samson
the Philistines ; and the French princes, for
once in the'r life, drank real Champaigne.

Yet all faces were not so serene as thusc of
the party of Hauteville. Many a one felt that
strange mixture of fear and exultation, which
precedes a battle. To-morrow was the dreaded
St. Ledger. None indeed had backed his
horse with more fervour than the young Duke;
but, proud in his steed’s blood and fa-our, his
»wn sanguine temper, and his inexhaustible
resources, he cared no more for the reult,
“tuen a -andidate for a county, who has a bo-

S u.

"rough i1. reserve.
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*Tis night, and the banquet is over, and al)
are hastening to the bajl.

In splte of the briltiant crowd, the entrance
of the Hauteville party made a scnsation. It
was the crowning ornament to the scenc,-—-thc
stamp of the sovereign,—the lamp of the
Pharos,—the flag of the tower. The party
dispersed, and the’ Duke, after joining a qua-
drille with Lady Caroline, wandered away to
make himself generzally popular.

As he was moving along, he turned his head;
—Hhesstarted.

&« Gracjous heavens!” exclaimed his Grace.

The caust of this sudden and ungovernable
exclamation can be no other' than a woman.—
You are right. The lady who had excited it
was advancing in a quadrille, some ten yards
from her admirer. She was v;ery young, that
is to say, she had, perhaps, added a ygar or two
to sw;ﬂ* sev mteen, an additior which, while it
does ot dcprlve the sex of the early grace ot
gulhood, adorns them with that indefinable
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dignity, which is necessar); to constitute a per-
fect woman. { She was not tall, bat 2+ she moved
forward, displayed a figuie so exquisitcly sym-
metrical, that, for a moment, tke Duke forgot to
look at her face, and then her head was turned
away; yei he was consoled a moment for ‘his
disappointment by watching the movements of a
neck so white, and round, and long, and delicate,
that it would have become Psyche, and might
havginspired Praxitcles. Her face is again turn-
ing towards®him. It stops too soon, yet his eye
feeds upon the outline of a cheek not too tull,
yet promising of beauty, like Hope ofParsdise.

She turns her hcad, she throws around a
glance, and two ‘trcams of liquid light - pour
from her hazel eyes on his. It was a rapid,
graceful movement, unstudied as the motion
of a fawn, and was in % moment withdrawn,
yet was (it lung enough to stamp upon his
memory a memorable countenante. JI¢ face
“was qtite oval, her nose delicately,szui-
line, antl, her high pure forehead J'ke a Pa-
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rian dome. The clear blood coursed under
her transparent' cheek, an-. increased the bril-
liancy of her dazzling eyes. His eye never left
her. There was an expression of decision about
her small mouth — an air of almost mockery in
her thin curling lip, which, though in them-
sclves wildly fascinating, strangely contrasted
‘with all the beaming light and beneficent lustre
of the upper part of her countenance. 'There
was something, ton, in the graceful but rather
decided air with which she moved — something
even in the way in whicii she shook her hand-
kerchief, or nodded to a distant friend, which
seemed to betoken her s-lf-consciousness of her
beauty or her rank: perhaps it might be her
wit; for the Duke observed, that while she
scarcely smiled, and conversed with lips hardly
parted, her companion, with whom she was
evideatly very intimate, was almost constantly
convulsca with laughter, althon;gh, as he never
swoke, i+ was clearly not at nis own joke~.

Was sh. married ? Could it be? Impos-
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sible! Yet there was a richness—a regality
in her costume; whica was not ustla? for unmar-
ried women. A diamond arrow had pierced
her clustering and auburn ].ai;ks s she wore, in-
deed, no necklace.-—(with such a neck, it wenld
have been sacrilege) — no earrings, for her ears
were, literally, too small for such a burthen ;
yet her girdle was entirely of brilliants; and a
diamond cross, worthy of Belinda and her
immortal bard, hung upon her breast.

The Duke seized hold of the first person he
knew : — it was Lord Bagshot.

“ Tell me,” he said, in the sterr, low Voice
of a despot—*¢ tell me who that creature is ?”

« Which creature " asked Lord Bagshc')t.

“ Booby! brute ! Bag,~that creature of light
and love!”
. Where?”

« There I”
. ¢ What, my. mother 7
« % Your mother! cub! cart-horse! arov;é;-n.ﬂ,

or I will run you through.”
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“ Who do you mean ?” .

“ There, there, dancing vith thal.' raw-boyid
youth with red hair.” .

“ What, Lord %! Jerome! Lord! he is a
Catholic. I never speak to them. My gover-
nor would be so savage.”

‘ But the girl, the girl "

“ Oh! the girl! Lord! she is a Catholic
too.”

 But who is sho?”

“ Lord! don’t you know ?”

“ Speak, hound—speak !”

“Lord! thatis the beauty of the county;
but then she is a Catlolic. How shocking!
Blow us all up, as soon as look at us.”

“ If you do not tell me who she is directly,
you shall never get into White s. I will black-
ball you regularly.” ‘

“ Tord! man, don’t be in a passion. T will
tell. But then I know, you know all the time
Vou are joking. Everybody knows the Deauty
of the ~oum ' —every body knows May Dacre.”
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“ May Dacre !” said the Duke of St. James,
as if he were shot. & ¢
« ¢« Why, what is the matter now ?” asked Lord
Bagshot. . '
“ What, the daughter of Dacre of Castle
Dacre ?” pursued his Grace.
¢ The very same; the beauty of the county
Every body.knows May Dacre. I knew, you
knew her all the time. You did not take me in.
Why, what is the matter ?” ,
« Nothiﬁg; get away !”
“ Civil! But you will remember your pro-
wise about White’s ?™ . ’
“Ay! ay! I shall gemember you, when you
are proposed.” X
“ Here— hereis a business!” soliloquized the *
young Duke. ‘“May Dacre! What a fool I
have been ! Shall I shoot mysclf through the
ilead, or cmbrace her on the spdt? TLo-d St.
Jerome too! He scems mightily plwsed-. And
my family have been voting for two senturies

to emancipate this fellow ! . Curse L.1s grinning
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face ! I am decidedly anti-Catholic. But then
she is a Ca*holic! I will turn Papist. Ah!
there is Lucy. I waut a counsellor.”

He turned to his fellow steward —* Oh!
Lucy, such a woman ! such an incident !"

““What! the inimitable Miss Dacre, 1 suppose
—ZEvery body speaking of her—wherever I go,
one subject of conversation. Burlington want-
ing to waltz with her, Charles Annesly being
introduced, and Laay Bloomerly decidedly of
opinion, that she is the finest creature in the
county. Well! have yon danced with her ?”

¢ Danced, my dear fellow! Do not speak
to me.”

“ What is the matter #”

“ The most diabolical matter that you ever
heard of.”

* Well, well ?”

¢ 1 have not~cven been introduced.” :

“ Wwul! co.ac on at once.”  *
« I cannot.”
 Are yo'umad ?”

Gh
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 Worse than mad. Where is her father ?”

“ Who cares?” ' )

“Ido. Ina word, my dear Lucy, her fa-
ther js that guardian, whom I have perhaps
mentioned to you, and to whom I have be-
haved so dehcately

“ Why! I thought your guardian was an
old curmudgeon.”

“ What does that signify, with, such a
daughter !”

“Oh! here is some mistake. This is the
only child of Dacre, of Castle Dacre, a most
delightful fellow.—Qne of the first fellows in
the couﬁty—I was introduced to him to-day on
the course. — I thought you knew them. —You
rwere admiring his outriders to-day——the green
and silver.”

“ Why, Bag told me they were old Lord
Sunderland’s.” .

‘ Bag ! How can you believe-a,rora of that
booby P—He always has an answer. To-dasy,
when A1y drove in, I asked Bag w0 she was,
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and he said it was his aunt, Lady de Courcy.
I begged tc Le introd iced, ana took over the
blushing Bag and prusented him.” ]

¢ But the fathcr—the father, Lucy !—how
shall I get out of this scrape ?” m

“Oh! put on a bold face. Here ! *give him
this ring, and swear you prouured it for him
at Genoa, and then say, that now you are
here, you will try his pheasants.”

My dear fellow, you always joke. 1 am
in agony. Seriously, what shall I do?”

 Why, seriously, be intreduced to him, and
do waat you can.”

¢ Which is he?”

“ At the cxtreme end, next to the very
pretty woman, who, by the by, I recommend
to your notice,—MTrs. Dallington Vere. She is
very amusing. I know her well. She is some
sort of rclation to your Dacres. I will presem
you to doth a’ once.”

“ Why ! I will think of it,”

“Well, then! I must away. The two
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stewards knocking their "heads together is
rather out of c.w,racter‘ ‘Do you know, it is
rammg hard? I am cursedly nervous about
to-mormw

“ Pooh ! pooh! If I could get through to-

night, I should not care for to-morrow.”
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CHAPTER IIJ.

As Sir Lucius hurried off, his colleague ad-
vanced towards the wpper end of the room,’and
taking up a positfon, made his obscrvations,
through the shooting figures of the dancers, on
thereaded Mr. Dacre.

The late guardian of the Duke of St. James
was ip the perfection of Manheod ; perhaps five-
and-forty by age; but his youth had lingered
long. He was tall, thin,and elegant, with a
mild andsbenevolent expression of tountenance,
not unmixed, however, with a little regerve, the
ghost *of yoythly pride. Listgning with the
most polished and courtly bea.tring to the pretty”
Mrs. Dallington Vere, assenting ocegsionally ®
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to her piquant observations by a slight bow, or
expressing his 'dlssent b~ a still slighter smile,
seldom hlmself speakmg, syet always with, that
unembarrassed manner, whick makes a saying
listened to, Mr. Dacre was altogether, in ap-
pearance,+one of the most distinguished per-
sonages in this ‘distinguished assemuly. The
young Duke fell into an attitude worthy of
Hamlet— This, then, is old Dacre! Oh, de-
ceitful Fitz-pompey! O, silly St. James!
Could I ever forget that ta'll, mild man, who
now is perfectly fresh in my memory? ' Ah!
that memory of mine—it has been greatly deve-
loped to-night.  Would that I had cultivated
that faculty with a little morc zeal! But.what
am I todo? The case is urgent. ‘What must
the Dacres think of me? What must May
Dacre think? ‘On the ‘course the whole day,
wnd I, the Steward, and not conscious of the
presence of the family in the Ricl'ipg!'ii‘ool,
“fool! Why—why did I accept an office for which
T was totally unfitted? Why—why must 1
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flirt away a whole morning withethat silly So-
phy Wrekin® An agreéabls preaicament, truly,
this! s What would I &ive now, once more to be,
at the bow-window ! , Confound my Yorkshire
estates ! How they must dislike—how they must
despise me! And now, truly, I am to’be intro-
duced tohim ! The Duke of St.James— Mr. Da-
cre! Mr. Dacre—the Duke of St. James! What
an insult,to all parties! How supremely ludi-
crous! What a m.oﬂe of offering my gratitude
to the man to whom I am under the most so-
lemn ‘and inconceivable obligatigns! A choice
way, truly, to salute the bosom-friend of my
sire, the guardian of my interests, the creator
of my property, the fosterer of my orphan in-
fancy ! It is useless to conceal it; T am placed
in the most disagreeable, .the myst inextricable
situation.

“ In.extric?,ble ! Am I, then, the Dtke of St
James,—am I*that being who, two hours ago,_
thought that the world wassformed al:ope for,

my enjoyment, and I quiver and shrink here
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like a commor hind? Out—out on such craven
cowardice ! I%am no Mauteville b Tam bas-
tard! Never! I will not be crushed. [ will
struggle with this emergency,’ I will conquer it.
Now aid me, ye heroes of my house! On the
sands of ‘Palestine, on the plains of France, ye
were not in a more difficult situation than is
your descendant in a ball-room, in his own
county. M‘y mind elevates itself to the occa-
sion,—my courage expands with the enterprise,
—T will right myself with these Dacres, with
honour, and without humiliation.” v
The dancing ceased,—the dancers disappéar-
ed. There was a blank between the Duke of
St. James on one' side of the broad roomr, and
Mr. Dacre, and those with whom he was con-
versing on the ‘other.' Many eyes were on his
Grace, and he seized tl;e’opportunity to execute
flis purpesc. He advanced across the chamber
with the air of a young monarﬂh_gre(.’fmg a
vlctormus general, It secmed that, for a mo-

ment,’ hx-' Majesty wished to destroy all differ-
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ence of rank between hlmself an.cf the man that
he honoured. So studled and s8 inexpressibly
graceful were his movements, that the gaze of «
all around involuntarily fixed upon him. dMrs.
Dallington Vere unconsciously refrau.\ed from
speaking gs he approached ; and one or two,
without actually kpowiﬂg his purpose, made
way. They seemed positively awed by his
dignity, 8nd shuffled behind Mr. Dacre, gs if
he were the only person who'was the Duke’s
match,

“ Mr. Dacre,” said his Grace,in the softest,
but in veri audible tones; and he extended, at
the same time, his hand—‘.‘ Mr. Dacre, our
first r.neeting should have been neither here,
nor thus ; but you, who have excused so much,
will pardgn also this I””

Mr. Dacre, though a calm personage, was,
surprised by this sudden address. He could
not doubt who‘was the speaker.. He had left .
his ward a mere child. He saw before ljim the -
exact and b1 athing image of the hea;t-fﬁend
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of his anclem days. He forgot all but the
memory of a' cherls shed fnendshlp He was
* greatly aftected; he pressed the offered Land ;
he advanced ; 'he moved aside. The young
Duke followed up his advantage, and, with an
air of the greatest affection, placed Mr. Dacre’s
arm in his own,'and' then hore off his prize in
triumph. - .

Right skilfully did our hero avail himself of
his advantage. He spoke, and he spoke with
emotion. There is something inexpressibly cap-
tivating in the contrition of a youthful and a
generous mind. Mr. Dacre and his late ward
soon understood, each other— for it was one of
those meetings which sentiment makes sweet.

“ And now,” said his Grace, ‘I have one
more favour to ask, and that is the greatest —

J wish to be recalled to the recollection of my
oldest fr;end.”l

~ Mr. Dacre led the Duke to his daughter;

* and the Earl of St. Jerome, who was still laugh-
ing at her side, rose.
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“ The Dukc; of St. James, M’ay, wishes to
renew his acquamtance w1tl you®

Shé bowed in sience. Lord St. Jerome, who *
was the great oracle bf the Yorkshire School,
and who had betted.desperately against the fa-
vourite, topk Mr. Dacre aside ,to consult him
about the rain, and ghe Duke of St. James drop-
ped into his chair. That tongue, however,
which had never failed him, for once was want-
ing. There was asmomentary sile{:ce, which
the lady would not break ; and at last her com-
panjon broke it, and not felicitously.

¢ [ think »there is nothing more delightful
than meeting with old frisads.”,

“ Yes! that is the usual sentiment; but I
half suspect that it is a commonplace, invented
to cover qur embarrassment und®r such circum-
stances ; for, after all, ‘an old friend' 80,
situated is a person whom we have ot seen
for many ycars, and most probably not, cared -
to see.”

“ You are indeed severe.”



140 \rHE YOUNG DUKE.

% Oh! no. \ I thmk there is nothing more
painful than partmg} with old friends; ; but when
we have parted with them, I am half afraid they
are Yost.” ’ .

¢ Absence, then, with you is fatal ?”

« Rea;lly, I never did part with any one I
greatly loved ; but I suppegse it is with me as
with most persons.”

“ Yet you have resided abroad, and for many
years " |

“ Yes ;‘ but I was too young then to have
many friends; and, ih fact, I accompanied per-
haps all that I possessed.” .

“ How 1 regret that it was not in my power
to accept your kind invitation to Dacre in the
Spring I” .

“QOh! My father would have been very

_glad to sce you ; but we really are dull kind of
people,.not at allin your way,—and I really do

. not think that you lost much amusement.”

“:V}ihat better amusement — what more in-

teresting occupation could I have had than to
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visit the place where passed ny earlicst and
my happiesthdurs? ®is nearly fiftcen years
since I was at Dacre.”

“ Except when‘you Visited usat Easter. We
regretted our loss.”

«Ah! yes! except that,” cxclaimed the Duke,
remembcrir?g his Jager's call; *but that goes
for nothing. I of cOurse saw very little.”

“ Yet, I assure you, you madc‘a great.im-
pression. So emineift a personage, of course,
observes less than he himsclf is obscfved. We
had a'nost graphical deseription of you on our
retutn, andsa very accurate one .too,—for I re-
cognised yo:u' Grace to-night merely from the
reportof your visit.”

The Duké shot a shrewd glance at his com-
panion’s face, but it betra}ed ng indication of
badinage, ‘and so, rather’puzzled, he thought it
best to put up with the parallel between him-"
self and his savant. But Miss"Dacre did not
quit this agreeable subject wita all that p.rgmp-
titude which he fondly anticipated.
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¢ Poor Lo;‘d St.J eromé,” said she, ¢ who is
really the mogt unséﬂ'eo‘ed person I know, has
been complaining most bitterly of his deficiency
in the air noble. He is mlstaken for a groom
perpetua]ly ; and once, he says, had a douceur
presenteé to him i in his character of an ostler.
Your Grace must be proud of youf advantage
over his Lordship. Yoii would have been
greatly grafiﬁed by the universal panegyric of
our household. They, of course, y‘ou know,
are proud of their young ‘Duke, a real York-
shire Duke, and ¥hey, love to dwell upoti your
truly imposing appearance. As for myself,
who am true Yorkshire also, I. take the most
honest pride in lieaﬁr‘lg them describe yonr ele-
gant attitude, leaning back in your britscha,
with your fee‘t on the opposite cushions, your
hat cocked asidc with’ that air of undefinable
" grace characteristic of the Grand Seigneur,
and, which is the last remnant of the feudal sys-
tem, your reiterated orders to drive over an

old wotaan. You did not even condescend to



THE YOUNG DUKE,, 143

speak English, which made them Quite——enthu-
siastic.”

“Oh! Miss Dacre,:,—spal"e me; spare me !”

“ Spare you * I have heard of your
Grace’s modesty ; but this excessive’ sensibﬂity,
undér well-earned praisc, does indeedssurprisc
me !” *

“ But, Miss D&::re, you cannot indeed
really believe that this vulgar ruffian, this
grim scarccrow, this Guy Faux, was— was—
myself.” ' ,

“Not yoursclf! Really I am a simple
personage. I believe in my eyes, and trust
to my ears. ‘I am at a loss for your Grace’s
meaning.” .

“ I mean, then,” said his Grace, who had
gained time to rally, “thdt this monster was
some impustor, who must have stolen my car-
riage, picked my pocket, and robbed mg of my ~
card, which, ngxt to his reputation, is a man’s
most delicate possession.” )

" Then you never called upon us?™ .
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’ L | bluslﬁ to confess it—never; but I will

call, in futurd every day.”
“ Your Grace’s ingequousness “really rivals

your modesty.”

« Now, after these confessions and compli-
ments, { suggest a waltz.”

“ No one is waltzing now.”

“ When the quadrille, then, is finished ?”

“ Then T am engaged.”

% After your engagement

% Oh, impossible! That is indeed making
a business of pleasure. I have just refused a
similar request of your fellow-steward. « We
damsels shall soon be obliged .to’carry a book
to enrol our engagefents as well as our bets,
if this system of reversionary dancing be any
longer encour‘aged.”

“But you must dance with me V" said the
Duke imploringly.

“ Oh! you will stumble ypon mé in the
cours‘e of the eyening, and I shall probably be
more *fortunate. I suppose you feel nervdus

about tg-morrow ?”
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¢ Oh, no! not at;ll”

“Ah! I in’got Yaur Grau;s horse is the
favourite. Favourites always win.’

“ Have I a horse ?”

“ Why, Lord St. Jerome says, be doubts
whether it be one.” '

“ Lord St. Jerome seems a:vastly amusing
personage; and as he is so often taken for an
ostler, I have no doubt, is an exceedingly good
judge of florseﬂesh.” ’

Miss Dacre smiled. It was that wild, but
rather’ wicked gleam, which sometimes accom.-
panies the indulgence of a little innocent malice.
It seemed to -insinuate, ““I know you are
piqued, and I enjoy it.”" But here her hand
was claimed for the waltz.

The young Duke remained musing.

¢ There she swims away! By Heavens!
unrivalled ! And there is Lady Afy end Bur--
lington,'—-grand too. Yet there is something
in this little Dacre which tquches my fancy
more. What is it? I think it is her impu-

voL. L ~ m
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dence. That. confounded scrape of Carlstein!
I will cashier him to-morrow. Confound his
airs ! I think I got out of it pretty well. To-
night, on the whole, has been a night of tri-
umph; but if I do not waltz with the little
Dacre, Iwill only vote myself an Ovation. But
see, here comes Sir Lucius. Well: how fares
my brother Consul ?” v

“ 1 do not like this rain. I have been
hedging with Hounslow, ‘having prev}iously set
Bag at his worthy sire with a little information.
We shall have a perfect swamp, and then it
will be strength against speed—the old story.
Damn the St. Leger! I am sick of it.”

“Pooh ! pooli! think of the little Dacre !”

“ Think of her, my dear fellow! I think of
of her too much. I should absolutely have
diddled Hounslow, if*it had not been for her
“confounded pretty face flitting about my stu-
pid brain. I saw you speaking to Guardy.
You managed that business well.”

“Why, as I do all things, I flatter myself,
Lucy. Do you know Lord St. Jerome ?"
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% Verbally. We ' have exchinged mono-
syllables,—baut*he is of the othe# get.”

“He is cursedly £amiflar with the little .
Dacre. As the 3nend of her father, I thmk
I shall interfere. Is there any thmg in it,
think you 7" .

“QOh ! nb,—she is engaged te another.”

¢ Engaged !” said the Duke, absolutely turn-
ing pale. )

“Do y:)u remember a Dacre at Eton ?” *

%A Dacre at Eton !” mused the Duke. At
anothér time it would pot have been in his
power to hgve recalled the stranger to his me-
mory, but this evening the train of association
had bgen laid, and after® strufggling a moment
with his mirid, he had the man. ¢ To be s'ure,
I do: Arundel Dacre—an’odd sort of a fellow ;
but he was my senior.” +

“Well, that is the man—a nephew of®
Guardy), and cqpsin, of course, to.La Bellissima.
He inherits, you know, all the property? She :
will not have a sous; but ald Dacre, as y’otn call
him, has managed pretty_well, and Monsieur



148 E;HE YOUNG DUKE.

Arundel is t& compensate‘ for the entail by pre-
senting him wth a grardson.”

¢The deuce !”

“'The deuce, indeed !  Often have I broken
his head. Would that I had to a little more
purpose i”

¢ Let us do it now !I”

«“He is not here, otherwise—One dislikes a
spooney to be successful.”

' Where are our friends ?”

“ Annesley with the Duchess, and Squib
with the Duke at Ecorté.”

¢ Success attend them both I”

“ Amen !”
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CHAPTER IV.

To feel that the possessions of an illustrious
ancestry are about to slide from out your “line
for ever; that the ntimerous tenantry, who look
up to gyou with the confiding eye, that the most
liberal paryenu cannot attract, will not count
you among ‘their lords; that the proud park,
filled with the ancient afd toppling trees that
your fathers*planted, will yicld ncither its glory
nor its treasures to your seed, and that the old
gallery, whose walls anc hung' with pictures
more cherished than the collections of kings,»
will not* breathg with your long, posterity———
all these are feelings very sad_and very frying, *

ahd are among thosc daily pangs whichsmoral- *
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ists have forg[;tten in their catalogue of miseries,
but which do yfot the lets wear out those heart-
strings, at which theg' are'so constantly tugging.

This was the situation of Mr. Dacre. The
whole of his immense property was entailed,
and’ destended to his nephew, who was a
Protestant; and yet when he looked “upon the
blooming face of his enchanting daughter, he
blessed the Providence which, after all his visi-
tations, had doomed him to be the sire of a
thing so lovely. ‘

An exile from her country at an early age,
the education of May Dacre had.been com-
pleted in a foreign land ; yet the mingling bloods
of Dacre and of Howard would not in a mo-

ment have permitted her to forget
“The invidiate island of the brave and free !”

¢even if *he unceasing and ever watchful exer-
tions of her father had been wenting to make
her worthy of so illustrious an ancestry.

But® this, happily, was not the case; and to
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aid the devdiipemeni of the mfa?t mind of his
young childg fo pour forth to Mer, as she grew
in 'years and in reasor, a]l‘ihe fruits of his own
richly cultivat_edc"intel]ect, was the solitary con-
solation of one, over whose conscio;xs hemi was
im;;ending the most awful of visitatiohs. May
Dacre was gifted with a mind which, even if her
tutor had not been her fatlfer, would have ren-
dered tyition a delight. Her livq;iy imagina-
tion, which early unfolded itself; her dangeérous
yet.interesting viv;city; the keen delight, the
swift'enthusiasm with which she drank in know-
ledge, and then panted for m(;re; her shrewd
acuteness, and her innate passion for the ex-
cellent and the beautifuf, fillid her father with
rapture which he repressed and made him feel
conscious how much there wgs to check, to
_guide, and to form, as well as to cherish, to ad-
mire, and to applaud. B
As she grew up, the bright parts of her cha-
racter shone with increased lustre; but, in splte

of the exertions of her instructor, somé less ad-
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mirable qualit(es had not y;t disappeared. She
was still too offen the dtipe of hér émagination,
_and though perfectl;r inexperienced, her gonfi-
dence in" her theoretical 'know’lcdge of human
nature was &nbounded. She had an idea, that
she could'penetrate the characters of individuals
at a first meeting ; and the consequence of this
fatal axiom was, tha she was always the slave
of first im;;rcssions, and constantly the victim
of prejudice. She was ever*thinking individuals
better or werse than they rcally were; and she
belicved it to be out of the power of any dne to
deccive her. Constant attendance during mény
years on a dying and beloved moth&r, and her
deeply religious feelings, had first broken and
then coritrolled, a spirit which natare had in-
tended to be ar,ljogant' and haughty. Her fa-
® ther she adored; and she seemed to devote to
tim all that consideration which, with more
common characters, is generally distributed
‘among their acqugintance.
" Ihint at her faults. How shall T describe
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her virtues? Her unbounded gcz}mrosity-—her
dignified singphicity — Ber gracgful frankness —
her true nobility of thought and feeling — her
firmness—her colurage and her truth— her kind- )
ness to her inferiors — her constant chan'ty—
her®devotion to her parents — her eympathy
with sorréw — her detestation, of oppression—
her pure unsullied !hought‘:— her delicate taste
— her deep religion. All these combined would
have formed a delightful character, even it un-
accompanied with *such brilliant talents and
such ebrilliant beauty. _ Accustomed from an
early age fo the converse of dourts, and the
forms of the most polished. circles, her manner
became her blood, her Beauty, and her mind.
Yet she rather acted in unison with the spirit
of society, than obeyed ‘its m.inutest decree.
She violuted etiquette with a wilful grace,
which made the outrage a precedenteand sh®
mingledl with princes without fecling her in-
feriority. Nature, and art, and fortude were
the graces who had combined to fofm this -
HS
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girl.  She wa a jewel set in gold, and worn
by a king.
Her creed had maae her, in ancient Christen-
l dom, feg] less an alien ; but wnen she returned
to that native country which she had never
forgottenys she found that creed her degrada-
tion. Her indignant spirit clung wich renewed
ardour to the crushed altars of her faith; and
not before those proud shrines where cardinals
officitite,*and a thousand: acolytes fling their
censers, had she bowed witu half the abandon-
ment of spirit with which she invoked the Vir-
gin in her oratotry at Dacre.
The recent death of her mother rendered
Mr. Dacre and hersell little inclined to enter
into society ; and as they were bothdesirous of
residingson that estate from which they had
been so long and so uawillingly absent, they
“iad not vet visited London. The greater part
of their time had been passed chiefly in commu-
“nicatiofi with those’great Catholic families with
‘whom :he Dacres were allied, and to which
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they belonged. The modern race of the How-
ards, and the Clifford8, the Thibots, the Arun-
delg, and the J erninghan‘xs, were not unworthy,
of their prou& progenitors. Miss Dacre ob-
served with respect, and assuredly with sympa-
thy, thie mild dignity, the noble pAtience, the
proud himility, the calm hepe, the uncompro-
mising courage, with whiph her father and his
friends sustmned their oppression, and lwed as
proscrlbed in the réalm which they had created.
Yet her lively fancy and gay spirit found less
to allmire in the feelings which influenced these
fatnilies in their intercourse with the world,
which induced them to foster but slight inti-
macies out of the pale of the proscribed, and
which tinged their domestlc life with that for-
mal and gloomy colounng which ever accom-
panies & monotonous existence. Her disposi-
tion told her, that all this affected *ion-inte®
ference with éhe business of Society might be
pohtlc, but assuredly v;as Jot pleasant, her

qmck sense whispered to her it was’unwxse,
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and that it retarded, not advanced, the great
result in which Her sanguine temper Jared often
.to indulge. Under :ny dreumstances, it did
not appear to hér to be wisdom to second the
cfforts of their oppressors for their degradation
or their misery, and to seek no consolation in
the amiable feelings of their fellow-creatures, for
the stern rigour of fheir unsocial government.
But, jndgpendent of all general principles, Miss
Dacre could not but believe that it was the
duty of the Catholic gentry to mix more with
that world which so misconceived their spirit.
Proud in her conscious knowledge of their
exalted virtues, she felt that they had only to
be ‘known to be rcrcogl{ise(l as the worthy lead-
ers of that nation which they had so often saved,
and never betraved. ' ‘

She did not conceal her opinions from the
dircle in “which they had grown up. All the
young members were her disciples, and were
decidedly of opinicn, that if the Housc of Lords
would l‘)ut listen to May Dacre, emancipation
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would be a settled thing. Her logic would
have destroyed Lord Liverpodtis arguments—
her yit, extinguished-Lor(! Eldon’s jokes. But,
the elder members only shed a solemn smile,
and blessed May Dacre’s shini;;; eyes and
san:guine spirit.

Her greatest supporter was Mrs. Dallington
Vere. 'This lady was a dijtant relation of Mr.
Dacre. At seventeen, she, herself a Catholic,
had married Mr. Dallington Vere, of Da]li;zgton
House, a Catholic’ gentleman of considerable
fortuhe, whose age resambled his wealth. No
sooner had this incident taken.placc, than did
Mrs. Dallir.)gton Vere dash up to London, and
soon. cvinced a most laudable’ determination. to
consolc herself for her husband’s political dis-
abilities. Mrs. Dallingto'n Verg went to Court;
and Mrs. Dallington Vere gave suppers after
the Opcra, and concerts which, in® numbe}
and in brilliamcy, were only équalled by hcr
balls. The Dandies patromzed her, and se-
rlected ‘her for their Muse. The Duke of Shrop—



158 THE YOUNG DUKE.

shire betted on her always’ at Ecarté; and, to
crown the whol¢ affair, the madé Mr. Dalling-

_ton Vere lay claim to a donmant peerage. , The
women were all pique — the men all patronage.
A Protestant Minister was alarmed ; and Lord
8quib supposed that Mrs. Dallington must be
the Scarlet Lady.of which they had heard so
often.

Season ‘after season, she kept up the ball ;
and although of course, she no longer made an
equal sensation, she was not less brilliant, nor her
position less eminent. She had got into the best
set, and was more quiet, like a patrict in place.
Never was there a gayer lady than Mrs. Dalling-
ton Vere, but never a more prudent one. . Her
virtue was only equalled by her discretion ; but
as the odds were ekfual, Lord Squib betted on the
last. People sometimes indeed did say—they
always wil—but what is talk? Mere breath.
And reputation is marble, and irpn, and some-
Atlmes brass and sp, you see, talk has no chance.
They aid say, that Sir Lucius Grafton was
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about to enter into the Romish communion ;
but then it futned outethat it wés only to get a
divorce from his wife, on ¢he plea that she was
a heretic. The Yact was, Mrs. Dallington Vere
was a most successful woman, lucTy in .every
thilg, lucky even in her husband—for he died.
He did n8t only die. He lgft his whole for-
tune to his wife. ® Some ,said that his rela-
tions were going to set aside the will, on the
plea that it was written with a crow-quill on
pink paper ; but this was false—it was only a
codidl.

All eyes were on a very pretty woman, with
fifteen thousand a-year, and only twenty-three.
The Duke of Shropshir® wisBed he was disem-
barrassed. * Such a player of Ecarté might dou-
ble her income. Lord Raff advanced, trusting
to his beard, and young Amadée de Roverie
mortgaged his dressing-case, and aame pos
from Paris ; Qut he was more particular about
his ruffles than some other parts of hi§ dress;
and so, in spite of his sky-blue nether ghrments
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and his Hessiaps, he followed my Lord’s exam-
ple, and re-crqased the avater. Xtois eyen said
_that Lord Squib was sentimental; but this
must have been the malice of Charles Annesley.
Ali, how;ever, failed. The truth is, Mrs. Dal-
ington Vere had nothing to gain by re-entering
Paradise, which matrimony, of courde, is; and
s0 she determined to remain’ mistress of herself.
She had gained fashion, and fortunc, and rank ;
she was young, and she was prett’y. She
thought it might be possible for a discreet,
experienced little lady,to lead a very pleasant
life, without being assisted in her expenscs, or
disturbed in her diversion, by a gentleman who
called himself hel husoand, occasionally asked
her how she slept in a bed which ne did not
share, or munificently presented her with a neck-
lace purchased‘with her own moncy. ‘Discreet
&Irs. Daldington Vere!
She had beea absent from IT,ondon ‘during
the past season, having taken it also into her
hiead t& travel. She was equally admired and
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equally piotted for at Rome, at Paris, and at
Vienua, as at London;® but the,bird had not
been caught, and, flying afay, left many a de-
spairing Prince and amorous Cour:t' to muse
over“their lean visages and meagre incomes.
D;.llington House made its fair miistress a
neighbour ‘of her relations, the Dacres. No
one could be a more fasginating companion
than Mrs. Dallington Vere. May I;acre read
her character at once,’ and these ladies became
great allies. She whs to assist Miss Dacre in
her pléns for rousing thair Catholic friends, as
no dhe was better qualified to be her adjutant.
Already the.y had commenced their operations,
and balls at Dallington ‘and Dacre, frequent,
splendid, add various, ha;d already made the
Catholic houses the most eminent.in the Riding,
and their brilliant mistresses the heroines of all

the youth.
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CHAPTER. V.

It rained all night without ceasing: yet the
morrow was serene. NeVertheless the odds
had shifted. On the, evening, they had not
been more than two to one againgt the first
favourite, the Duke of St. James’ ‘ch. ¢. Sans-
pareil by Ne plits Ultra; while they were five
to one against the second favourite; Mr. Dash’s
gr. ¢. the Dandy by' Banker, and nine and ten
to one against'the next in favour. This marn-
#ing, however, affairs were altered. Mr. Dash
and his Dandy were at the head of the poll;
and as the owngr rode his own horse, being a
'joeke:y" and a fit rival for the Duke of St. James,
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his backers were sanguine. Sanspareil was,
however, the decond fawourite. , _

The Duke, howevqr, wa confident as an uni-
versal conqueror, and came on in his usual state.
—rode round the course,—mspmted Lady

ApHrodite, who was all anxiety, — betted with
Miss Dacr?, and bowed to Mrg. Dallington.

There were more’than ninety horses, and yet
the start was fair. But the result? Pardon
me! The fatal remembrance ovetpowers my
pen. An effort anfl some Eau de Portingale,
and P shall recover. The first favourite was
never heard of, the second favourite was never
seen after the distance post, all the ten-to-oners
were in the rear, and a ¥ark*horse, which had
never been thought of, and which the careless
St. James had never even observed in the list,
rushed past the grand stand it: sweeping tri-
umph. The spectators were almostetoo sur®
prised to cheer; but when the name of the win-
ner was detected, there was g deafening shout,
particularly from the Yorkshiremen® THE



164 'r\n: YOUNG DUKE.

victor was the Earl of St. Jerome's b. J- May
Dacre by How‘;z(d.

~ Conceive the confifsion 4 Sanspareil Wwas at
lact discovered, and nnmedlately shipped off
for Newmarket, as young gentlemen, who ‘get
into scrapes, are sent to travel. The Dikes
of Burlington angd Shropshire exchaiged a few
hundreds. The Duchess and Charles Annesley,
a few gloves. The consummate Lord Bloomer-
ly, though a backer of the favourite, in compli-
ment to his host, contrived ‘to receive from all
parties, and particularly from St. Matrice.
The sweet little Wrekins were absolntely riin-
ed. Sir Lucius looked blue, but he had hedged;
and Lord Squib léoked yellow, but some doubt-
ed. Lord Hounslow was done, and' Lord Bag-
shot was diddled.

The Duke oi! St. James was perhaps‘the hea-
tiest suffcrer on the field, and certainly bore
his losses the best. Had he seep the fite-and-
twenty ‘thousand he was minus counted before

him, i probably would have been staggerctl;
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but as it was, another crumb of his half million
was gone. The loss existed dMy in idea. It
was seally too trifliry to think of, and he gal. «
loped up to May Dacre, and ‘wag among the
warmest of her congratulators,

«T would offer your Grace my sympathy
for your c(.)ngratula.tions,” sail Miss Dacre in a
rather amiable tone, * but’—and here she re-
sumed hgr usual air of mockery,— you are too
great a man to be affected by so light a ca-
sualty.—And now that T recollect myself, did
you run a horse ?”

& Why-no; the fault was, I believe, that he
would not run; but Sanspareil is as great a
herowas ever. He has orzly been conquered by
the elements.”

The dinner at the Duke of $t. James’s was
this day. more splendid even than the preced-
ing. He was determined to show, °that the'
disappsintmem had produced ‘no effect upon
t.lie temper of so imperial a personage a§ him-
self, apd he invited several of the lcading gen-
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try to join his coterie. " The Dacres were among
the solicited ; ¥t they ‘were, du.rifng the races,
the guests of Mrs. ﬂallington Vere, whose seat
was only a mile off, and therefore were unob-
tainable.

Blazed the plate, sparkled the wine, and the
aromatic venisor sent forth its odorous incense
to the skies. The favou.rite cook had done
wonders, though a Sanspareil Paté, on which
he had been meditating for a week, was obliged
to be suppressed, and was *sent up as a Tourte
d la Bourbon, in compliment to his ‘Royal
Highness. It‘was a delightful party :— all the
stiffness of metropolitan society disappeared.
All talked, and ‘laugixed, and eat, and drank ;
and the Protocolis an’d the French Princes, who
were most actjve members of a banquet, ceased
sometimes, from want of breath, to moralize on

"the Enflish character. The little Wrekins;
with thelr well-acted lamentations ovér their
losses, were capital; and Sophy nearly smiled
and (I)attered her head this day into the rever-
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sion of the coronet of Fitz-Pompey. May she
succeed ! Fpr a wildey little partridge never
yet flew. Caroline St. Mamrice alone was sad,
and would not *be comforted ; although St.
James, observing her ‘gloom, and Tg‘uessin.g at
its cause, had in private assured her that, far
from losing, on the whole he was perhaps even
a winner.

None, however, talked more agreeable non-
sense, and made a more elegant uproar, thafl the
Duke of St. James. »

¢ These young men,” whispered Lord Squib
to Annesley, ““do not know the value of money.
We must feach it them.—I know too well—I
find it very dear.”

If the old physicians are correct in consider-
ing from twenty-five to thirty-five as the period
of lusty eyouth, Lord Squib was still a lusty
youth, though a very corpulent one, indeed."
The Coynival gf his life, however, was nearly
over, and probably the termination of tht race-

Week might hail him a man. He was thie st



168 THE YOUNG DUKE,

fellow in the world ; short and ‘sleek, half bald,
and looked ﬁf‘ty; with @ waist, hqwever, which
had not yet vanished, azxd where Art success-
fully controlled rebellious Nature, like the
Austrians"the Lombards, If he were not ex-
actly a wit, he was still, however, full of anaf-
fected fun, and [threw out the results of a roué
life with considerable easesand point. He had
inherited "a very fair and peer-like property,
whith he had contrived t¢ embarrass ‘in so com-
plicated and extraordinary a manner, that he
had been a ruined man for years, and ygt lived
well on an incbme allowed him by his creditors
to manage his estate for their benefit. The joke
was, he really managed it very well. It was
his hobby, and he prided himself, espécially,
upon his character ds a man of business.

The banqu.et is certainly the best prepara-
tive for, the ball, if its blessings be not abused,
and then you,get heavy. Ym:r true yotary of
Terptichore, and of him I only speak, requires,
"pan.i&ularly in a land of easterly winds, which
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cut into his cab-head at evéry turn of every
street, some previous process to .make his blood
set him an example,n duncing. It is strong
Burgundy, and his _sparkling sister Cham-
paigne, that make a race-ball alwa'ys so amus-
ing a divertisement. One enters the room with
a gay elation, which defies rule without violat-
ing etiquette, and in these county meetings,
there is a variety of character, and (;lasses, and
manners,‘ which are’ highly interesting, "and
afford an agreeable contrast to those more
brilliant and rcfined assemblies, the members
of which, heing educated by exactly the same
system, and with exactly the same ideas, think,
look,,move, talk, dress, and éven eat, alike —
the only remarkable personage being a woman
somewhat more beautiful than the beauties
who surround her, and a man rather more
original in his affectations than the *puppies
that sucround him. The proof of the general
dulness of polite circles is the great sensation
that is always produced by a new face. “The
VOL.I. - 1
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season always covamenceés briskly, because there
are so many. , Ball, amd dinnérs and concert,
collect them plentif8l votaries; but as we move
on, the dulness will develope itself, and then
come the “morning breakfast, and the water
party, and the féte champetre, all desperate
attempts to produee varicty with olfl materials,
and to occasion a second effect by a cause
which is already exhausted.

Thhese philosophical remarks preced.e another
introduction to the publi® ball-room at Don-
caster. Mrs. Da]lington Vere and Miss*Dacre
arc walking, arm in arm, at the ypper etd of
the room. '

*“You are disappoitfted, love, about Arupdel "
said Mrs. Dallington.

“ Bitterly ; } never counted on any event more
certainly than on his return this sumnier.”

* ‘“And why tarryeth the wanderer—unwill-
ingly of course?”

“Lord Darrell, who was to have gone over

... O , . . .
as UNargé d’uffaires, has announced to his father



THE YOUNG DUKE. 1M

ne impossibility of his becoming a diplomatist;
so our poor* attaché siffers, and is obliged to
bear he portefeuille ad intbrim.”

“Does your cousin like Vienna ?”

“Not at all. He is a regular John Bull ; and
if T'am to judge from his correspondence, he
will make an e,\cellent-ambassador, in one sense,
for I think his ﬁdel;ty and his patriotism may
be depended on. We seldom serve those whom
we do not love; and if I am to believe Arun-
del, there is neither’a person nor a place on the
whole” Continent, that affords him the least
sati'sfactiom: ’ ’

““ How singular, then, that he shounld have
fixed on such a metier ; but I sl.xppose, like other
young men, his friends fixgd for him ?”

“Not at all. No step could Iy less pleasing
to my fa.ther, than his leaving England; but
Arundel is quite unmanageable, even by Papa. ‘

He is th oddess, but the dearest, person in the
world 1
“ He,is very clever, is he not ?”
12
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«] think so. I have no doubt he will dis-
tinguish ﬁimse*'.f, whatever career “he runs; but
he is so extremely sﬁ)gular in his manner, that
I do,not think Lis general reputation harmonizes
with my private opinion.”

“And will his visit to England be a long
one ” ’ '

1 hope that it will be a permanent one. I,
you know, am his confident, and entrusted with
all his plans. If I succeed in arranging some-
thing according to his wishes, hope that he
will not again quit us.” )

“1 pray you may, sweet! and wish, love!
for your sake, that he would enter the room
this moment.”

“This- is the most successful meeting, I
should think,.that ever was known at Doncas-
ter,” said Miss Dacre. “We are, at least, in-
debted to the Duke of St. James for a very
agrecable party, to say nothing of all the gloves
we bave won.”

antue,

“ How do you like the Duke of BurFngton ?”
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« Very much. There is a calm courtliness
about him thich I tflink vergdmposing. He
is the only man I ever saW, who, without being
very young, was nof an unfit companiop for
youth. And there is no affectation of juvenility
abotlt him. He involuntarily reminds you of
youth, as an empty orchestrasdoes of music.”

I shall tell him this. , He is already your
devoted; and I have no doubt that, msplrcd
at the same time by your universal charms,
and our universal hints, I shall soon hail you
Duchess of Burlingtort. Don Arundel will
repent his yliplomacy.”

¢ I thought I was to be another Duchess this
mortiing.” ©

“You d.eserve to be a ¢riple one. But dream
not of the unhappy patron of Squspareil. There
is some;hing in his eyes which tells me he is
not a marrying man.”

Thefe was % momentary pause, and Mlss

Dacre spoke.
¢ I,like his brother Steward very much,
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Rertha. Sir Lucius is very witty and very
candid. Tt is ar agreeable thing tu see a man,
. who has been so very gay, and who has had so
many, temptatious to be gay, turn into a regu-
lar domgstic character, without losing any of
those qualities which made him an ornament to
society. When .nen of the world terminate
their career as prudently as Sir Lucius, I ob-
serve that they are always amusing companions,
because they arc perfectly unaffected.”

* No one is more unaftected than Lucius
Grafton. I am quite happy to find you like
him; for he is a.n old friend of mine, znd I know
that he has a good heart.”

¢ I like him especially, because he likes you.”

“ Dearest !” R

“ He introdyced me to Lady Afy. I per-
ceive that she is very attached to her husband.”
. * Lady Afy is a charming woman. I know
no woman so truly elegant as Laly Afy. The
young, Duke, you: know, they say, greatly
ﬂ(]‘l:lrlﬂe; Lady Afy.” .
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"% Oh! does he? .Well now, I should havg..
thought her rather a Sentimental and serious
donng—one very unlikely-s-"

« Hush! here come two cavaliers.”

The Dukes of B.urlington and ‘St. James
advanced.

“ We are attracted by obsegving two nymphs
wandering in this .desert,:’ said his Grace of
Burlington. This was the Burgundy.

«“ And we wish o know whether thefe be
any‘dragon to destroy, any ogre to devour,
any thagician to massacre, or how, when, and
whtre, we gan testify our devotfon to the ladies
of our lov:',” added his Grace of St. James.
This,was the Champaigr®. °©

¢ The ale of chivalrz is past,” said May
Dacre. “ Bores have succeedod to dragons,
and I have shivered too many lancea in vain,
ever to hope for their extirpation; aad as foie,
enchantments——"

“They depend only upon, yourself,” gallantly
mterrupted the Duke of Burgundy. Psha!—
Burlington.
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o Our spells are dissolved, our wands are
sunk five fathom deep s we had rctired to this
solitude, and we we.e mgralizing,” said Mrs.
Dallington Vere.

“ ’l‘l:%gn' you were doin'g an extremely use-
less, and not Very magnanimous thing,” said
the Duke of St-James; ¢ for to moralize in a
desert is no great exertion of philosophy. You
should moralize in a drawing-room ; and so let
me propose our return to that world, which
must long have missed us. Let us do some-
thing to astound these clegant barbarians.’
Look at that young gentleman: howstiff he is!
A Yorkshire Apollo! Look at that old lady :
how claborately she simpers! The Venus of
the Riding ! They absolutely attempt to fiirt.
Let us give them a g&llop "

He was adv;xncing to salute this provincial.
_couple; but his more matured companion re-
pressed him. - .

“Ah! I forgot,” said the young Duke. “1I

am Yorkshire. If I were a western gent, like
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Sourself, 1 mi.ght 'compromise my characte:;_
Your Grace, monopoliges the fun ?

“ I think your Grace. may safely attack
them, said MiSs Dacre. I do not think you
will be recognised. ~People entértain, fn this
barbarous country, such vulgar, _old-f‘a‘xshion'ed
notions ofea Duke of St. J ames, that I have not
the least doubt yolir Grace might have a good
deal of fun without being ‘foupd out.”

“ There is no necessity,” said his Grac8, “ to.
fly *from Miss Dacye for amusement. By the
by, you made a very, good repartee. You
must i)er.mit me to introdute you to my
friend, Lord Squib. I am sure you would
agree 50.”

¢ T have been introduced to Lord Squib.”

¢ And you found him most amusing? Did
he say tny thing which vindicates my appoint-
ment of him as my court-jester ?”

¢ I found him very modest. «He endeavoured;
to excuse his errors, by bemg your corﬂpamon

‘and to > prove his virtues by being mine.”
15
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% Treacherous Squib! 1 positively must”
‘;all him out. Duke, beer him a caytel.”

% The quarrel is ors, and must be decided
here,” said Mrs. Dallington Vere. I second
Miss Dacre.”

“ W¢' are in the way of some good pecple
here, I think,” said the Duke of Burlington,
who, though the most dignified, was the most
considerate of men; -‘at lqaét, here are a stray
couplz, or two, sfaring as if they wished us to
understand we prevented a set.”

“ Let them stare,” sau,l the Duke of St. James 3 »
“ we were male to be looked at. 'Tis cur
vocation, Hal, and they are gifted :vith vision
purposely to behold us.”

“ Your Grace,” said Miss Dacre, ¢ ren;inds
me of my old friend, Frince Rubarini, who told
me one day, that when he got up late, hc always
grave ordeys to have the sun put back a couple '
of hours.”

“ Anl you, Miss Dacre, remind me of my
old-friead, the Duchess of Nemours, who told
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“he one day, that, in the course of her expg
rience, she Pad only met one rgan who was her
rivalin repartee.”

¢ And that man ?” asked Mzs. Vere

% Was your slave, Mrs, Dallmgton, said
the young Duke, bowing profoundly, with his
hand on his heart.

T remember sh:_ said t]Je same thing to me,”
said the Duke of Burlington,  about ten years
before.”

 That was her grandmother, Burley,” said
* the Duke of St. James.

% Her grandmother !” said Mrs. Dallington,
exciting the contest.

“Decidedly,” said the y:)ung Duke. <1
remember my friend alwgys spoke of the Duke
of Burlmgton as grandpapa.” |

“ You will proﬁt, I haye no doubt, then, by
the company of so venetable a frichd,” said-.
Miss Dacre.

. “ Why,” said the youngeDuke, * {gm not
a beligver in the perfectibility of the ;pccies;



180 THE YOUNG DUKE.

«7d you know, that when we come to a certain
point—"

“ We must despais of improvement,”, said
the Duke of Burlington.

“ Your Gi'ace came forward, like a true
knight, to my rescue,” said Miss Dacre, bo»»;'ing
to the Duke of Burlington.

“Beauty can inspire miracles,” said the
Duke of St. James.

 This young gentleman has been spoiled by
travel, Miss Dacre,” said the Duke of Burling-

o

- -
ton. “ You have much. to answer for, for he

tells every one that you were his guasdian.””
" The eyes of Miss Dacre and the Duke of
St. James met. His Grace bowed with hat
elegant impudence, which is, after all, the best
explanation for ¢very possible misunderstanding.
¢ I always heard that the Duke of St. James
was born of age,” said Miss Dacre.
“ The report was very rife on the Continent
when J .F;avelled,” seid Mrs. Dallington Vere.
“ That was only a poetical allegory, which
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eiled the precocious results of my fair tutoy.
exertions.”

“ How very discreet h& is!” said the Duke
of Burlington. “ Ypu may tell ipmedjately
that he is two-and-forty.”

“.We are neither of us, though, off the pavé
yet, Burlix.lgton,——s:) what say you to inducing
these inspiring muses te join the waltz, which
is just ngw commencing "’ .

The young Duke offered his hand to Miss "
Dacre, and followed by their companicns, they

*were'in a few minutes 16st in the waves of the

waltzers.
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CHABTER VI

THE gaieties of the race-week closed with a
ball at Dallington House. As the pretty mis-
tress of this proud mansion was acquainted
with all the members of the ducal party, our
hero and his noble band were among those who
honoured it with their presen-ce. B

We really have had so many balls both in
this and other as immortal works, published
since the reformation of literature,~which I
date from the nroment that the grey goose quill
was first guided by a hand shaded by a blonde
ruffle, or sparkling with a jev:velled ring,— that,
in a literary point of view, I thiak I must give
up dancing; nor weuld I have introduced you
to Dallington House, if I hagd no more serious
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“swsiness on hand than a flirtation with a lady
or a lobster salad.

Ah.! why is not 2 litgle brief communion
with the last as innocent as with the first!
Oysters and eggs, they say, are ahxatory Yood.
Cerét and Bacchus have the reputation of being
the favourdte companions of Venus: The mo-
rality of the present®age must be ascribed, then,
to its temperance, or it i;xdigestion. Oh!
Abernethy, mildest of mankind! Oh ! Bfodie, .
blander than Favogian breezes!—why, why,
then eure us? why send us forth with reno-
vated livers, to lose our souls through salads
and the sex !

Small feet are flitting jn the'mazy dance, and
music winde with inspiring harmony through
halls, whose lofty mirrors multiply beauty, and
add fresh lustre to the blazing. lamps. May
Dacre there is wandering'like a periein para-
dise, and Lady Aphrodite is glancing with her
dazzling brow, yet an Asmodeus might detect

an occasional gloom over hel radiant fate. It
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_js but for an instant, yet it thrills. She looks
like some favoured sultwa, who muses for 2
moment amid her splendour on her early love.

And she, the sparkling mistress of this ‘scene
—say, wheré is she? Not among the dancers,
though a more gracefyl form you would scaicely
look upon; not even among her guests, though
amore accomplished hostess'it would be hard to
find. Gaiety pours forth its flood and all are
thinking of themselves, or of some one sweeter
even than self-consciousness, or elsc perhaps
one absent might be missed. -

Leaning on ‘the arm of Sir Lucius Grafton,
and shrouded in her cachemire, Mrs. Dallington
Vere paces the tezrace in earnest conversation.

¢ If I fail in this,” said Sir Lucigs, ¢ I shall
be desperate. Eortune seems to have'sent him
for the very purpose. Think only of the state
of affair< for a moment. After a thousand
plots on my pa-t—after having(for the last two
years never ceaseél‘ my exertions to makef,l_l_gp

commit herself, when neither a love of pleasure,
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;Br a love of revenge, nor the thoughtlessness tg
which womeh in her sltuation generally have
recousse, produced the sMghtest effect:—this
stripling starts upon the stage, and Jn a mo-
ment the iceberg melts. Oh! I never shall
forge.t the rapture of the moment when the
faithful Lachen announced the miracle !”

“ But why not let the adventure take the
usual course? You have your evidence, or
you can get it. Finish the business. These *
exposées, to be sure,” are disagreeable enough;
but tJ be the talk of the? town for a week is no
great suffesing. Go to Baden, drink the wa-
ters, and it will be forgotten. Surely, this is
an inconvenience not to ‘be w;ighed for a mo-
ment aga.ins.t the great regult.”

¢ Believe me, my dearest frieyd, Lucy Graf-
ton cares very little about the babble of the
million, provided it “do not obstruct him in his
objects.* Would to Heaven I could proceed in
the summary and effectual mede you poing out!
but that I much doubt. g‘here is about Afy,
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«in spite of all her softness and humility, A;
strange spirit,«g cursed“courage, Or obstinacy,
which sometimes ha¢ blazed out, when I have
aver-galled her, in a way half awful. T confess
I dread her standing at bay. I am m “her
power, and a divorce she could successfully op-
pose, if I appeared to be the person who has-
tened the catastrophe, and she were piqued to
show tlmt she would not fall an easy vietim.
No, 16! I have a surer, though a more diffi-
cult, game. She is intoxiCated with this boy.
I will drive her into his arms.” '

“A p"obable. result, forsooth ! T do not think
your genius, Baronet, has particularly brighten-
ed since we last met. I'thought your letters were
getting dull.  You seem to forget, that there is
a third person to be consulted in this adventure.
And why, in the name of Doctors’ C;mmong,
the Duke is to close his career by marryinga
woman of whom, with your leaye, hei?-sél‘eady,
if experience be 'aot a dream, half wearied,
is really past my comprehension, although as



THE YOUNG DUKE. 187

‘h)rkshlre, Lucy, I should not, you know, bg.
the least apptehensive Of mortajy”

“ I.'depend ypon eny #nbounded influence
over St. James.”

“'What! do you mean to recommend the
step,.then "

% Hear me! At Jpresent Isam his confiden-
tial counsellor on all subjects—"

“ But one.”

« Patience, fair dame—2and I have hitherto *
imperceptibly, but efﬁciently, exerted my influ-
ence to prevent his gettmg entangled with any
other nets.™

“ Faithful friend !”

« Point de moinerie!® Listen. I depend
further~upon his perfect inexperience of women,
—for, in spite of-his numerous gallantries, he
hgs never yet had a grand passion, and is quite
ignorant, even at this moment, how involved his
feelings %re withy his mistress. He has not yet
learnt the-bitter l.sson, that amless we despise a

woman when we cease to love her, we are still



188 . THE YOUNG DUKE.

= a slave, without the consolement of intoxicatio?:
I depend furtker upon'his strong feelings, for
strong I perceive théy are, with all his affecta-
tion,_ and on his weakness of character, which
will allow him to be the dupe of his first great
emotion. It is to prevent that explosion from
taking place under any other roof but my own,
that I now require your advice and assistance,
—that advice and assistance, which already have
*done so much for mt. I'like not this sudden
and uncontemplated visit to Castle Dacre. I
fear these Dacres—1I fear the revulsion of his
feelings. Above all, I fear that girl?”
“But her cousin—is he not a talisman?
She loves him.” ! ‘
“Pooh! acousin!- Is not the name an an-
swer? She lgves him, as she loves her pony,
because he was her companion when she was a
child, and kissed her when they gathered straw-
berries together. The pallid,~moonlight pas-
sion of a cousin, ard an absent one too, has but.

a sorry chance against the blazing beams that
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soot from the eyes of a new lover. Waould tp
Heaven thal I had ot to g» down to my
boobigs at Cleve! Ishoudd like nothing better
than to amuse myself an autump at Dallington
w1th the little Dacre, and put an end to such
an unnatural and irreligious connection. She
isa splendld creature! Bring her to town next
season.”

“But to the point. You wish me, I i 1magmc,
to act the same part with the lady, as you *have=
done with the gentltman. I am to step in, I
suppose, as the confidential counsellor on all
subjects of ssweet May. Iam to preserve her
from a youth whose passions are so impetuous,
and whose principles are %o unformed !”

«“Admirable Bertha! Yiou read my thoughts.”

“ But suppose I endanger, instead of ad-
vance, your plans. Suppose, for instance, I
captivate his Grace. As extraordinafy things
have happened, gs you know. High place must
be respected, and the coremet of a D.ILChESS
must net be despised.”
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“ “ All considerations must yield to you, Bs -
do all men,” spid Sir Lucius, with ready gal-
lantry, but not free’fcom gnxicty.
“ 'No, no, Lucy, there is no danger of that.
I am not going to play traitress to my system, |
even for the Duke of St. James ; therefore,‘ any- .
thing that occursbetween us shall be merely an
incident pour passer le te';zps seulement, and to
preserve our young friend from the little Dacre.
*T have no doubt he will behave very well, and
that 1 shall send him safe to Cleve Park in a
fortnight with a very good character. I'would
recommend you, however, not to eneourage'any
unreasonable delay.”
¢ Certainly not; bat I must, of courss, be
guided by circumstances.” Sir Lucius observed
truly. Thererwere other considerations besides
getting rid of his spouse, which cemented his
friendship with the yeung Duke. It will be
curious, if lending a few thousgpds to the hus-
band, save our hego from the wife. There is

no suéh thing as unmixed evil. A man who
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lowes his money, gains, at least, experience, am‘i

sométimes sémething Better. But what the
Duke of St. James gained jo not yet to be told.
Time ﬂles, and Jevelopes all things. I am, at
present, writing the first volume of thls vera-
cious history —but Fate alone can decide whe-
ther you sMall read the secogd. I may dine
this day with Sir Eplcure Mammon, and die —
as my host will, over the third course. I may
be flung off my horse* at Grosvenor Gate, from =
the sudden entrance of Mrs. Argent and her
new liweries. I mean that lady who, when
her husband, became an M. P., began franking
her invitations by the twopenny, or particular
post. , But our friends ard®still on the terrace.

¢‘And you Yike Lachen?" gsked Mrs.Dallington.

“ Vcry much.”

T formed her with great care, but you must
keep her in good humour.”

“ Thais not difficult. Llle est*trés jolie; and
pretty women, like yourself, gre-always .g'ood-

natur
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¢ But has she really w;rketi herself into 46e’
confidence of ,the virtubus Aphrodite ?”

‘ Entirely. And;the }Lumour is, that Lachen
has persuadecl her, that Lachen herself is on
the best posmble terms with my confidential
valet, and can make herself at all times mistress
of her master’s secrets. So it is adiways in my
power, apparently without taking the slightest
interest in Afy’s c‘onduct, to regulate it as I
will At present, she Believes that' my affairs
are in a very distracted state, and that I intend
to reside solely on the Continent, and to bear
her off from lier Cupidon. This theught haunts
her rest, and hangs heavy on her ;vaking mind.
I think it will do thé business,” ;

¢ We have been_too long abgent. Let us
return.”

“1 accompany you, my charming frn.nd
What Should I do without such an ally! ; I
only wish that I could assist Jou in @ manner
equally friendly,, Is there no obdurate hero,

L] .
who wants a confidential adviser to dilate upon
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yotir charms, or to counsel him to throw hinr;‘-

self at your?feet; or %hre that, ebeautiful facc

and lgvely form, as, they must always be,
_invincible ?”

“ 1 assure you quitc disembarrassed of any
attentions whatever. But I suppose, when I
return to Athens, I must get Rlatonic again.”

¢ Let me be the ;:hiloeopher ”

¢ No, no, Lucy; we know each other too
well. 1 have been ffce ever since that fatal ®
affair of young Darrell, and travel has restored
my spitits a little. They say, his brother is just
as hdndsoma  He was expected at V icnna, but
I could not meet him, although I suppose, as I
made him a Viscount, I aih rather popular than
not with hinf.”

« Pool)! pooh ! think not of Ehis. No one
blames you. You are still a universal favou-
rite. But I would recommend you nevétheless
to take mpe as yoyr cavalier.”

“ You are too generous, Bagonct, or too Qold.
No, mag! I am tired of ﬂértation, and .really

VOL. 1
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think, for variety sake, I must fall in lo¥e.
After all, there is nofhing like ‘the delicious
dream, though it k2 but a dream.—Spji_;e of
my discretion, I sometimes’ tremble lest I
should end by making myself a fool — with
some grand passion.—You look serious. Fear
not for the young Duke. He is a dazzling
gentleman, but not a hero exactly to my

taste.”
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CHAPTER VIL

THE moment that was’to dissolve the spell
which had combined and enchanted so “many
thousands of human beings, arrived. Nobles
and mobodys, beauties and blacklegs, dispersed
in ull directions. The Duke’of Burlington
carried off the French Princes and the Protot
colis, the Bloomerlys ard the Vaticans, to his
Paradise of*Marringworth. The Fitz-pompeys
cantcreil off with the Shropsh.ires—omen of
felicity to the enamoured St. Maurice—and the
émmouring Sophy. Annesley and @quib re-
turn to' their z)&tés Sir Lutius and Lady
Aphrodite, neither of thgmgwith tempers like
summey skies, betook thi‘r way to Cambndge-

K2
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shirc, like Adam and Eve from the gloricas
garden. The.,lDuke of St. Jamer dashed off
for Dacre. He had already sent before him
his groom and horses, and one carriage con-
taining Luigi, Spiridion, and two pages, and
now he followed, accompanied only by his
Jager, and a single servant.

As his carriage rolled 01(1', he revelled in de-
licious fancies. The young Duke built castles
aot only at Hauteville, but io less substantial
regions. Reveric, in the 4ush of our warm
youth, generally indulges in the future. We
are always anticipating the next adventure, and
clothe the coming heroine with a rosy tint.
When we advance a Little on our limited jour-
ney, and an act or two of the comedy, the
gayest in all probability, are over, the wizard
Memory dethrones the witch Imaginati'on, and
tis the past on which the mind feeds in its
musings. 'Tis then we pondei on each great’
result, which has stolen on us without the la-

bour of reflection; ’tis then we analyze .emo-
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teons which, at the time, we could not com-

prehend, a#d probe fhe actiors which Passxon
inspired, and which ,l’reJudxce has hitherto de-
fended. Alas ! who can strike ﬂlese occasional
balances in Life’s great ledger without a sigh !
Alas! how little do they promise in favour of
the great fccount ! What whisperings of final
bankruptcy ! what'a damnable consciousness of
present insolvency ! My Triends ! what a blun-
der is youth! AIf! why does Truth® light
her torch, but to dlume the ruined temple of
our existence! Ah! why do we know we are
meh, only.to be conscious of *our exhausted
energies !

And yet there is a epleasure in a deal of
judgment, Which your judicious man alone can
understand. It is agreeable to see some youn-
kers falling into the same traps which have

roken our own shins ; and, shipwreck®d on the
island gf our h(.)pes, one likes Yo mark a vessel
go down full in sight. ?,"m.demonstrahon that
we are,not branded as Ceins among the favour-
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ed race of man. Then giving advice — that &s
delicious, and perhaps rfepays onewll. It isa
privilege your grey-halred Slgnors solely can
en_]oy, but young men now-a-days may make
some claim to it. And, after all, experience is
a thing that all men praise. Bards sing its
glories, and proud Philosophy has ldng elected
it her favourite child. ’Tis the xaAdy, in
spite. of all its ugliﬁess, and the elixir vite,
thoughn we generally gairr it with a shattered
pulse. “

No more ! no more !.it is a bitter cheat, the
consolation of ‘blunderers, the last, refuge* of
expiring hopes, the forlorn battalion that is
to capture the citadels>f Happiness — yet, yet
impregnable! Oh! what is Wisdoms, and what
is Virtue, w1thout youth! Talk not to me of
knowledge of mankind ; — give, give me back
the sunsBine of the breast which they o er-\
clouded! Talk'not to me of Proud morality
—oh ! give me innncence !

“ §ir, Sir, what is all this about? Tet us
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get on with the. stor;r. A reason for this delfy.
Is it gentlemtanly ? Is% courteous? Is it witat
mlght have been expecteQ from you? So great
a favourite, though so new a writer! Speak,
—¢lear yourself!”

(h! Madam, if you be a Madam, as I hope,
why, why®excruciate with these queries? Pos-
tilions must be pald and horses changed, and
now ’tis done, and so we’ll on our journey.

Our fero's thoughts were of a very d#fferegt
complexion to thosg that lately broke out but
unawares. The fact is, that a slight, amiable
egdtism iy my weakness, which all excuse as
well as a;dt.nire, upon this plea, that I am strict-
ly ap anonymous writer, gnd consequently, being
utterly unknown, am therefore permitted occa-
slonally to illustrate my profound oracles re-
spectmg human nature, by the specimen of it
whlchl have most profoundly studéied. If I
wrote for fame, and had a lithographic portrait

of my!elf appendcd to sthig first \olume, this
self-ingroduction, woul then be in a * bad
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taste™ as it is now in good, ami as utterly w-
prehenmble as ;t is now worthy of all Panegync 3
but as I only write for fun, and am even less
desirous of being known by the pubhc than they
can be of knowmg me, why, let it pass.

“ But why then publish, Sir?”*

Beautiful being ! that you should be amused.
Is it nothing to feel, amid' this solitude, that
bright eycs are glancing o’er my thoughts?
Besides, I like to make a little noise—in a
quiet way, as peaceable gentlemen slide into a
row at night.

An urchin solnetimes will disturb the abstrac-
tion of his assembled fellow-students with a
shrill and sudden whistle. All start, all stare,
and the pedagogue fumes. Yet no one looks
more astonished, more indignant at’ the disturb-
ance than the rioter himself ; and there'he sits
alike undetected, and desirous to be concealed‘,\ ‘
inspired at the same time by a love of fun and
a contempt of fame, |

He is a true phllosopher, and mlghg teach
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& more than we care to learn. He who
teaches that enJoyment is theegreat ochct of
existence, and_that ,this can be obtained with-
out the permission of your wqrshlps., is g here-
tic’ agamst the creed of cant. Now, if, mstead
of amusmg you and myself, I were, which pro-
bably some day I may, to cut all your throats,
or mend all your mora.ls, what a wonderful
féllow you would mstantly dub me! What
odes, what medals, what shifting diadems, whai
changing sceptres,» what cheers from widows
whose blood had waslted my chariot whecls,
what grapts from parliamen?:s,— themselves
ready to receive! I say nothing of the public
dinmer and the private praise.” These are small
deer. Yef alifein the National Library is not
to be despised ; and it is somethmg to have one’s
portrait in demand among the Sandwich Isles.
Y To conquer and to cant— thes® are the
modes
ever? ‘ Is it a dream thét flits across my mind,
fed by the silence of thi§ sacred place ;. or is it

K

to rule lglankind. . Must they be so for
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revelatlon? Yes, yes, methinks a softer vom&‘,
a sweeter breatk, moves on the wings of coming
time, and wluspers corsolation. ' ,
Amid the ruins of eternal Rome, I scribble
pages llghter than the wind, and feed w1th
fancies volumes which will be forgotten, ere I
can hear that they are even published. Yet
am I not one insensible to the magic of my
memorable abode, and I could pour my pas-
sion o'ér the land; but I repress my ti)oughts,.
and beat their tide back to their hollow caves !
The ocean of my nund is calm, but ‘dim,
and omincus of storms that may arise A clotd
hangs heavy o'er the horizon's verge, and veils
the futuré. Even now, a star appears, steals
into light, and now aga‘n ’tis gone! 1 hear the
proud swell of the growing waters,—I hear the
whispering of the wakening winds; but Reason
lays her trident on the cresting waves, and all’
again is hushed. °’ ,
For, I am one, theugh young, yet old enough
to know, Ambition is a demon ; and 1 fl; from
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what I fear. And Fame has eagle wings, and
yet she mbunts not %s high :;s man’s desfres.
When all is gamed hqw litle then is won !
And yet to gam that little, how much 1s lost !
Lét us once aspire, and madness follows. Could
we but drag the purple from the hero’s heart ;
could we®but tear the laugel from the poet’s
throbbing brain, and read their doubts, their
dangers, their despair, we might learn a greater
lesson, than we shall ever acquire by using
over their exploits, or their inspiration. Think
of utirecognised Ca:sary with his wasting youth,
weeping ever the Macedonian's young career !
Could Pharsalia compensate for those withering
pangs? View the obscuse Napoleon starving in
the streetd of Paris! §Vhat was St. Helcna to
the bitterness of such exlstencc ¢ The visions of
,past glory might illumine even that dark im-
" prisonment; but to be conscious that*his super-
natur. energies might die away without creat-
ing ttxr mlracles-—-cali tlya wheel, or the rack,
rival che torture of sﬁch a suspicion? Lo!
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Byron, bending o’er his shattered lyre, witl.
insi:iration in bis very rage. And the pert
taunt could sting evenythis child of light! To
doubt of the truth of the creed in which you
have been nurtured, is not so terrific as to
doubt respecting the intellectual vigour on
whose strength you have staked your happi-
ness. Yet these were mighty ones; perhaps
the records of the world will not yield us three
sopre 10 be their mates. Then tremble ye,
whose cheek glows too warmly at their names !
Who would be more than man, should fear lest
" he be less. .
Yet there is hope—there should be happi-
ness—for*them—for a’l! Kind Nature, qver
mild, extends her fond grms to her tfuant chil-
dren, and breathes her words of solace. As we
weep on her ifxdulgent and maternal breast,l
the exhausted passions, one by one, expire, like’
gladiators in yoa huge pile, that has made .
barbarity sublime. ,Yes! there is hope aad jov
—and it is here! ’ "
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#Where the breeze wanders through a per-
fumed sky, %and wher® the beagtiful sun-illu-
mines beauty. On the pget’s farm, and on the
conqueror’s arch thy beam 1s lmgermg' It
linders on the shattered portlcoes that once
shrouded, from thy o'erpowering glory, the
lords of &rth; it lingers ,upon the ruined
temples that, even .in their desolation, are yet
sacred ! "Tis gone, as if’in sorrow! Yet the
‘woody lake still blushes with thy warm" kisse,
and still thy rosy dight tinges the pine that
brealts the farthest hcaven !

A heavep all light, all beauty; and all love !
What marvel men should worship in these
climgs? And lo! a smell and single cloud is
sailing in the immaculatq ether, burnished with
twilight, like an Olympian chariot from above,
with the fair vision of some graceful God !

* Tt is the hour that' poets love; bt I crush
thoughts that .rise frou; out®my mind, like
nymph,( from out their icayes, when sets the

sun. et *tis a blessing here to breathe and
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mise. And cold his clay indeed who does xot
yleld to thy Ausonian-‘eauty! ‘Clime where
the heart softens, and the mind expands! Re-
gion of mellowed bliss ! Oh ! most enchanting
land! ’

When I began this meritorious tale, 1 had
determined to confine myself in the strictest
manner to its interesting nlarration; but blood
will show itself, and Nature will have her way,
and ir I had kept her in, we never could have
got on. So, here is an explosion; but if you
think that, on the whole, it is rather too’sub-
lime and solemh, let me inform yov, Sir, that
this chapter is no common chapter, but em-
balms by far thé most important incident. not
only in this work, but in the life of 'man. And
so, we are at the Park Gates.

They whirled al(.)ng through a park which
would hawe contained half a hundred of those
Patagonian paddocks of modern times, which
have usurped the name. At le'r;'gth, &e‘f young
Duke was roused from his reverie hy Carlstein,
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pmud of his p'revious knowledge, leaning over
and announding—

¢ Chateau de Dacre, yqur Grace !”

The Duke looked up. The sun, which had
already set, had tinged with a dymg crimson
the eastern sky, against which rose a princely
edifice. Chstle Dacre was the erection of Van-
brugh, an imaginaZive artist, whose critics I
wish no bitterer fate, than not to live in his
splendid “creations. °A spacious centre, Tichly
ornamented, thougls broken perhaps into rather
too nfuch detail, was joitned to wings of a cor-
respondingsmagnificence, by fanciful colonnades.
A terrace, extending the whole front, was co-
vered with orange treesy and many a statue,
and many 4n obelisk, and many a temple, and
many a fountain, were tinted w1th the warm
twﬂq,ht The Duke did not v1ew the forgotten
“scene of youth without emotion. It was a
palace worthy of the herpme Jon whom he had
been musing. The camago gained the Jofey
portal.! Luigi and the ¥ pages were rendy to
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receive his Grace, who was immediately ushefed

to the rooms rrepared for his reception. The

Duke was later thar he had intended, and no

time was to be unnecessarily lost in his prepara-
tion for his appearance.

His Grace’s toilette was already prep:'zred:
the magical dressing-box had been unpacked,
and the shrine for his devotions was covered
with richly cut bottles of all sizes, arranged in
¢l the elegant combinations which the pictu-
resque fancy of his valet cauld devise, adroitly
intermixed with the golden instruments, the
china vases, and the ivory and rosewond brushes,
which were worthy even of Delcroix’s exquisite
inventions. ot

The Duke of StzJames was mdster of the
art of dress, and consequently consummated
that paramout:t operation with the decisive ra-
pidity of‘one whose principles are settled. He
was cognizant of all effects, cou‘!d cale m a
se~ond all consequances, and obtained hJ ; result
with that promptitude and prt-aslon which
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stanp the great artist (2). For a moment, he
was plunged in profolind abst;action, and Bt
the same time stretched kis legs after his ride.

He then gave his orders, thh the dec:smn of
Wellington on the amval of the Prussmns, and’
the battle began.

Spiridiot stood with a corbillon of towels,
ready to supply the watchful Luigi, whose duty
it was ever to have one ih his extended hand”™
When the ablutions were performed, Luigi
came forward, with g richly quilted silken robe,
and s Grace, folding himsclf with the dignity
of Ceesar, fell, not at the bast of Pompey’s
statue, but on an Ottoman. ILuigi supported
his back, while Spiridigp, with a fineness of
tact of whieh a Greek is,alone susceptible, ar-
ranged the bas de soie, and fitted the feet into
velvet shoes, fastened by buckles of mother-of-
‘pearl The feet would have become a®woman ;
but the Duke of St. James followed up his ad-
vantagj; and b; having ihe. tube of his whife

trowser® somewhat ampl*ed at their ternina-
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tion, the delicate extremities became in their
character not merely fefninine, but would have
filled with env;' the mistress of a Mandarjn.
Spiridion, then, with an arrosoir of agate —
exq{xisite in'vméion of Parisian taste — wdters,
with the essence of a bank of violets,—that im-
portant garment_ which in formel db&ys was
styled the under tunic. "This on, Luigi ad-
vances, fits it perfectly to the neck, inserts the
dewelied studs, and presents, at the same time,
the cravat. But do not misconceive me. It
was not that indescribable compound of 'starch
and cambric, ‘to which courtesy has too long
yielded ap honoured name. Oh! no; the Duke
of St. Jamess reck yas covered with the finest
muslin, delicatelyystrengthened by a process
with which ngl was alone acquainted, and
fringed with a fall of blonde, more beautiful,
if not as sublime as the fall of Niagara. .
His Grace had a taste for magnificence in
gostume; but he gas handsome, youn‘;, hd a
Duke: Pardon him.  Yet to-day he \was, on
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thé® whole, slmple, and with the exception of

the pink topa.z, buttons: which shed their rosy

hue oyer his white silk waistco;t, he wore no

jewels. Conﬁdent ina complemon whose Jpel-

lucid lustre had not yielded to a%season of dis-

51patlon, his Grace did not dread the want of
relief which®a white .f'ace, a white cravat, and a

white waistcoat, would seem to imply ; never-

theless, the interior of the Wwaistcoat was impet?”
ceptibly lined with fose-colourcd silk, &nd &
rich and flickering light was thus thrown over
the sdft beauties of the Monde. The effect, as
the tause was concealed, was in a‘manner super-
natural.

Luigi advanced with agoat,’of a colour—re-
member, it %as summer—sstolen from the neck
of Juno)s peacock. While he fits it to the back,
Spiridion arranges the ruffles, r.ep]aces on the
favoured finger the signet-fing, and pretents his
Lord with a handkerchlef which assuredly
must lj ® been droppe!lvfpn that iymortg]
bank, &ur which: the S?uth did breathe so
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sweetly’ A hair chmn set in diamonds, Worn
in memory ef the absent Aphrodlte, and to
pique the present IPacre, is annexed to ~ glass,
which reposes in the waistcoat pocket. This
was the only*weight that the Duke of St. James
ever carried. It was a bore, but it was indis-

pensable. . .

It is done. He stops one moment before the -
‘fung pier-glass, and shoots a glance which would
shave read the mind of Talleyrand. It will do.
He agsumes the look, the-air that befit the oc-
casion: cordial, but’dignified; sublime, but
sweet. He descends like a deity-from Olym-

pus to a banquet of illustrious mortals.
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CHAPTER VIIIL

MR. DACRE received him with marked af;..
fection: hi# daughter,.with a cordiality wkich
he had never yet exper.ienced from her. Though
more symply dressed than, when she first met
his argdent gaze, her costume agair charmed his
practised eye.” ¢ It must be her shape,” thought
the young Duke—*¢it is m’agical 1”

The rooms,were full of various guests, and
some of these were presented to his Grace, who
was of course an object of univers#l notice, but
par.ticularly by those persons who pretended
not to be aware of his entrance The party
assemble(i at Cadtle Dacre! conslsted of soﬁe;’
thirty orgforty persops, all sof great consilera-
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tion, but of a different lcharécter to any gith
whom the Duke of $t. James'had been ac-
quainted durilig his short expenence of Enghsh
society. They were not what are called fashzon-
able people. 1 have no Princes and no anbas-
sadors, no Duke who is a godrmand no Earl
who is a jockey, no manceuvring: mothers, no
flirting daughters, no gambling sons, for your
-aptertainment. Thtre is no superfine gentleman
,broeght down specially from town to gauge the
refinement of the manners of the party, and to
prevent them by his,constant supervisien, and
occasioral sncer, from losing any of the benefi-
cial results of their last campaign. We shall
sadly want, too, a Lady Patroncss to issue a de-
cree, or quote her code of consolidated etiquette.
I am not sure that Almack’s will ever be men-
tioned : I am‘quite sure that Maradan has never
yet been heard of. The Jockey Club maylh:'-
quoted, but Crockford will be a dead letter.
As for the rest, Boodles is ‘all I can promise,
~miserable consolatxon for the bow window.
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Aséor buffoons ‘and artists, to amuse a vacant
hour, or sketth'a vacait fdce, I, must frankl‘Sr
tell you at once, that there is not’one. Are you
frightened ? will you goon? Will you trust
yourtelf with these savages P Try? They are

rude, but they are hospitable.

The party, I have said, were all persons of
, great consideration: some were noble, most
were rich, all had ancestoss. There were the—
Earl and Countess of Faulconcourt. He lobked,
as if he weré fit to reconquer Palestine, ard she,
as if she were worthy te reward him for his
valowr. Misplaced in this superidr age, he was
sans peur, and she sans reproche. There was
Lord Mildmay, an English Peér, and a French
colonel. Mothinks such, an incident might
have been a better reason for a late measure,
than an Irishman being returned a member of
ear Imperial Parliament. But that is past and
settled. I say nothing; but:if I had been there
at the tme, which God be Eralsed I was not, L 1
know whi would have reacf a moral lesson or
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t¥o, varied the dulness olf a worn debate, #nd
shown considerable talént in hi‘s”way There
was our friend, Lord St Jerome, of course ;
—his stepmother, yet young, and some sisters,
pretty as nims. There-were some cousinsfrom
the farthest North, Northumbria’s bleakest
bound, who came dotn upon Yorkshire, like the
Goths upon Italy, and were revelling in what
-shey considered a southern clime.

, Tkere was an M. P. in whom the Catholics
had hopes. He had made a great speech,—not
only a great speech,.but a great impression.
His matter certainly was not new, but well ar-
ranged, and his images not singularly original,
but appositely ‘introduced—in short,, a bore,
who speaking on a subject in whick a new hand
is indulged, and connected with the families
whose cause “he was pleading, was for once
courteously listened to by the very men whe
determincd to. avenge themselves for their
_(I:‘(ﬁnplaisance by a cough on ‘the first “?PP°.",§“‘
nity. ¢ But the orator was prudent ; he reserved
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hingself, and thé session closed with his famic
yet full blowa. ‘ B
Then there were country neigiibours in great
store, * with wives that were treasures, and
daughters fresh as flowers. Amobhg them, I
would'partlculanze two gentlemen that caught
my eye. 'Bhey were great 0proprietor«s, and
Catholics and baronets, and consoled themselves
by their active maintenance of the game-law-,
for their iifability to regulate their neighbiburs .
by any other. One was Sir Chetwode Chet-
wode of Chetwode: the other was Sir Tich-
borng Tichborne of Tichborne. ‘I never saw
two men less calculated to be the slaves of a
foreig'r.l and despotic power, which we all know
Cathalics ara Tall, and robust, and rosy,
with hearts even stouter than thcir massy
frames, t.hey were just the charact®rs to assem-
,blne.in Runnymede, and probably, even®at the
present day, might bave imitated their ances-
tors, even, in their” signatures., In disposition.
they wer¢ much the same, ihough they were
VOL.. I. L
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friends. In person, there were Some differenges,
but they were,slight. $ir Chetwolle's hair was
straight and ‘White;; = Slr Tichbomes brown
and curly Sir Chetwode ] eyes were blue Sir
Tichborne’s grey. Sir "Chetwode’s noses was
perhaps a snub; Sir Tichborne's was ceftainly
a bottle. Sir Chetwode was somewhat garru-
lous, and was,often like a‘man at 2 play, in the
~wrong box ; Sir Tithborne was somewhat “taci-
«turtf; but when he spoke, it was alWays to the
purpose, and made an impression, even if it
were not new. Both were kind hearts; but
Sir Chetwod® was jovial, Sir Tichborne, zather
stern. Sir Chetwode often broke into a joke,
Sir Tichborne Somejimes backed into a sneer.
A few of these characters weresmade known
by Mr. Dacre to his young friend, but not
many, and ifi an easy way, — those that stood
nearest. Introduction is a formality, and .a
bore, and is «never resorted to by your well-
wbred host, save in a casual why. Wl:en proper
people meet at proper houses, theyigive each
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otner credit for propriety, and slide into an ac-
quaintance by degrees. The first day, they catch
anane; the next, thay asi you whether you are
the son of General -—. ¢ No, he was my
uncle”—“Ah! I knew him well. A worthy
soul!” And then the thing is settled. You
ride together, shoot or fence, or hunt. A game
of billiards will do no great harm; and when
you part, you part with a hope that you may
meet again.

Lord Mildmay was glad to meet with the
son of an old friend. He knew the late Duke
well, and ‘oved him better. It is pleasant to
hear our fathers praised. We too may inhe~i
their virtues with their la.ds,or cash, or bonds ;
and, scapegraces as we are, it is agreeable to
find a precedent for the blood turning out well.
And,after all, there is no feeling more thorough-
ly delightful, than to be conscious, that the
kind being from whose loins we spring, and to
whom we cling with an ingate and overvouer-
ing love, is viewed by others with regard,

L 2.
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with reverence, or with admiration. Theré is

no pride like vhe pride of ancestry, foritisa’
blending of all emotions. . How immeasurably

superior to the herd is.the man only whose

father is famous ! Imagifxe, then, the feelings of
onc who can trace his line through a thousand

years of herses and of priness !

In fathers, Nature gives us kinder friends
than Proud society can ever yicld; and yet we
fly too often from the face that beams with
fondness on its own creatibn. But time, and
sharp experience, sooner or latcr, return us
to our hearths, though somewhat rbughly.' A
M1 that must be paid, a shattered horse, a
sulky tailor, a rebelliousqgoldsmith, are not
the greatest evils, yet they make one dull, and
bring young master quickly to his senses.

"Tis then that Nature speaks with her still
voice, so soft and small! 'Tis then we fly to”
him who, in our adversity, is the only onc on
winm_we surely éount. He draws his purse
stringsc, or he draws a cheque, and gives us,

with his good assistance, good adv‘ce.
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.

*Kind soul! beneficept, beloved friend ! (;'n !
let me die the traitor’s death, l’ét me be hurled
from yon Tarpeian mount? if such it be, if ever
I do love thee not; i€ I wear not thy image in
my inmost core,—adore thee living, and revere
thee dead ! .

‘What tl';ough, atrthis most fatal moment, [
am drawing a most unhappy, a most unexpect-
ed, and a most unrcason;zble bill, and at‘the
shortest date! I grant it all—yet pity ! pat-
don! pay! .

Well it will be for him who loses such as
thee, to find some female friend to smooth the
years that yet remain. Woman alone can ugs=:
a claim to soften the bitterness of filial recollec-
tions. I have half a mind to anticipate the re-
medy ; but the ceremony is really awful. I like
the auncient fancy of a wedding. You may
mark it on a gem, where Cupid leads his
Psyche to the altar—all birds and plumes, all
fruit, and flowers, and flamé ! - ndre

In modern days, the most graceful Psyche
looks awkv ard at that hour, and Cupid stands
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beffore her all confessed with cheeks even whifer
than his whiteSt jeans. I say (nothing of the
parson and the élerk, “the anxious mother; and
the smirking sire. Even there I could stand.
But spare! oh! spare me, the giggling
bride’s-maids, and the grinning grooms !

"Tis dinner! heur I have loved, as loves
the bard the twilight; but no more those
visibns rise, that once were wont to spring in
my quick fancy. The dream is past, the spell
is broke, and even the lore, on which I pon-
dered in my first youth, is strange as figures in
Egyptian tombs. ‘

No morc—no more, oh! never more to me,
that hour shall Bring /its rapture and its bliss '
No more—no more, ¢h! never more for me,
shall Flavour sit upon her thousand thrones,
and, like a syren with a sunny smile, win tn
renewed excesscs—each more sweet! My feast-
ing days arc over: me, no more, the charms of

"2k, or flesh, still dess of fowl, can make the
fool of that they made before. (8) The frican-
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a;au is lik;s 3 dream pof early love ; the fr;.cas-
see, with which I have so oftﬁh flirted, is like
the tattle of the lagj quadrille; and no longer
are my dreams haunted with the dark passion
of the rich ragout. Ye soups! o'er whose crea-
tion I ha:ve watched, like mothers oler their
sleeping child! ¥e sauces! to which I have
even lent & name, where are ye now? Tick-
ling, pepchance, the palate of some easy feiend,
who quite forgets the boon compamon, whbse
presence once lentdustre even to his ruby wine,
and ‘added perfume to his perfumed hock !
*Shade of my grandsue'—nghtly I invoke
thy spirit in the land in \.Vhlch thy resplow
youth did also wander.® Was it for this, that I
sat at thy.Gamaliel-feef, and tasted knowledge
with.my earliest years ? Was. it for this, thy
* aged eye did gleam with the bright th(zught, that
thy fine taste should survive in thy young poste-
rity? Was it for this, thy favouritc Beaujolais
prepared the becafico, and*procured the t-ufit:
Oh! for an hour of thy Condé soups! Oh!
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for the hermitage that Tjlney loved! Oh! for
the port that flowed alone for DU#BS '(4)

Was it for this, thy carious table poured
its dclicate mysteries to my infant mind — that
I, your hope, your joy— I, who praised (or
damned) your cook, ere my fourth( birthday,
should now, with .y fifth It stre yet imperfect,
with a frame half dying, and a brain half dry—
with all my high hopes thrown by in a corner,
like a Ridotto cloak , with faded grace, maintain a
miserable cxistence, which {s not life, by the
atrocious torture of a diet ?

A simple sandwich, a severer olive, a cutlet
Nger than a virgins check, with less of sauce
piquante than that of reuge; an ortolan or two
—ah ! once 'twas six; 4 glass or two, or three,
of ruby wine, such as Chianti yields, and-Redi
sings, strong, and yet mellow — dignified yet
mild—these form a meal, that sends me lightly
on an evening ride.

= + Aad thus glides on a life, which is not life, if
life be passion, as I truly think. To feel each’
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day you ho]d\ your mhdle w1th a grasp k-ss
firm: each day, to guide evep this frivolous
pen, With whicle 1 beguile% vanishing existence,
with a more feeble &im— alk this, too, Haily
teaches a poor gentleman how very quickly the
milestones of his life are hurrying on. ¢
What then? We 8ie. What then, again? We
go where there is all of hope and nought of fear,
to those who, on right subJects, rightly tHink.
My life has been but brief, and in that l)revgty
the;'e.has been enofigh of bitterness; yet have
I not lived in vain, sinc'e I have, learnt to die.
To.die t—{t is a doom that hangs o'er all—
to die !—it is a fate that all myst meet. Thes%*
let ds meet 1t boldly, and'mth a calm and holy
courage. What we are, we know less than we
might ; what we shall be, is wriften on a page
which none can read. All here is dogbt— all
.beyond is darkncss. Between a froubled sea and
covered sky, thes mariners grow palc; and yet
there is an invisible Pilot huitying on oug barks
to shores of lucid light, and havens all ';clmse!
LS
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£ But what the deu':e is death, when dinner
is waiting all i:]\is time !

Good Heavens! Kow ean you run on sa
Madam ! Qur Duke but little recked of his
deccase or his digestion. He pecked as p;'et-
tily as, any bird. Seated on the right hand of
his delightful hostess, nob#dy could be better
pleased ; supervised by his Jager, who stood
behind his chair, no one could be hetter at-
ténde(.i. He smiled, witix the calm, amiable
complacency of a man whb feels the world is
quite right. But this chapter must not l‘)e too
long. ' .

“wy
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CHAPTER, IX.

“ HQWw is your Graces horse, Sanspm"ezl ”»
asked Sir Chetwode Chetwode of Chetwode of
the.Duke of St. #ames, shooting at the same
time a sly glance at his opp(.)sitc neighbour,
Sir Tichbbrne Tichborne of Tichborne.

¢ Quite well, Sir,” said .thé Duke in' i
qwietest tone, but with an air which, he flat-
tered himself, might répress further inquiry.

¢« Has he got over his fat.igue " pursued
sthe dogged Baronet, with a short gritty laugh,
that sounded like a loose drag-chain dangling
against the sfones. ¢ We all thought the
Yorkshire air would not agree with hi.m.”

“ Yet, Sir Ohetwode, that could Wardly be
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your opinion of Sarwpab:l,"’ sai¢ Miss Dacr;,

¢ for I think, if,I remember right, I had the

pleasure of making you encourage our glove-
manufactory ??

Sir Chetwode looked a little confused. The
Duke of St. James, inspirited by his, fair ally,
rallied, and hoped Sir ChetWode did not back
his steed to a fatal cxte‘znt.—-“lf,” continued he,
“l l;nq had the slightest idea, that any friend
of ‘Miss Dacre was indulging in such an indis-
cretion, I certainly would hdve interfered, and
have let him know, tl‘lat the horse was not
to win.” " ‘

"N Ts that a fact 7” asked Sir Tichborne Tich-
borne of Tichborne withi a sturdy voice.

“ Can a Yorkshireman doubt it ?” rejoined
the Duke. ¢ Was it possible for any one but
a mere Newmarket dandy to have entertained’
for a moment t}')e supposition, that any one
but May Dacre should be the Queen of the

" St. Legpr ?”
« I hdve heard something of this before,”
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said Sir Tigh orne, ‘% ‘ut I did not believg it.
A young friend of mine Lonsultcd me upon the
subject. ¢ Weuld you aflvise ne,” said he, ¢ to
setle —< Why,’ saitl I, ¢if you gan*prove any
bubble, my opinion is——don’t; but if you
cannot prove any thing, my opiniom is—
do ™ ,

“ Very just !—Very true!” were murmured
by many in the nciéitlbo:nrlnmd of the officle;
by no one with more personal sincerity than
Lady Tichborne hérself. '

“‘I will write to my y.oung frjend,” continued
the Baron®t.

¢ Certainly not,” said Mgy Dacre. P
Grace’s candour must flot be abused. I have
no idea o.f being robbed of my well-earned
honours.—S8ir Tichborne, privgte conversation
smust be respected, and the sanctity pf domes-
tic life must ot be profaned. If the tactics
of Doncaster gre no ]ongcr'tu be fair war,
why, balf the families in the Riding  will Be

ruined [
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* 8till =" said Sir Tm‘r.borne.: .

But Mr. Dacre, like a deity in a Trojan
battle, interposed, anu asked his opinion of a
gamelieeper. '

T hope you are a great sportsman,” .said
Miss Dacre to the Duke, “ for this is the very
palace of Nimrod ?*

I have hunted ; it was not very disagree-
ablel I sometimes 'shoot; it is pot very
stupid.” '

“ Then, in fact, I perccive that you are
a heretic. — Lord Faulconcourt, his Grace is
moralizing ou the barbarity of the chace.”
~é Then he Kas never had the pleasure of
hunting in company wih Miss Dacre.”

“ Do you indeed follow the hounds ?” asked
the Duke.

¢ Sometimes, do worse-—ride over them ; but
Lord Faulconcourt is fast emancipating me
from ghe trammels of my frippery foreign edu-
cation, and I have no doubt that, in another
season, I'shall fling off quite in style.”
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*« You r&(nember‘
Duke.

& It is difficulteto fbrget him. He always
seemed, to me, td think that.thé wofld was
made on purpose for him to have the pleasure

r. Annesley ?” asked the

of ¢ cuttjng’ it.” ' .

“ Yet he was pour admirer !”

 Yes, and once paicl me a compliment. He
told me it was the only one that he Jhad ever
uttered.” :

¢ Oh! Charle§, Charley! this is excellent.
We shall have a tale when we meet. What
was the '(':ompliment i

« It would be affectatiog in me to psténd
that I have forgotter it. Nevertheless, you
must excuse me.” ’

‘«Pray, pray let me have it?”

¢« Perhaps, you will not like it ?"4

“ Now, I must hear jt.” .

“ Well theg, he said, that talking to’ne was
the only thing that coqszlcd him for.having. to
dine with you, 'and to dance with Li.dy Shrop-
shire ”
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¢ Charles is jealous,” ffawled t}‘ec])uke.

% Of her Gra(;r ?” asked Miss Dacre, with
much anxiety. .

% Nb; but Charles is aged, and once, when
he dined with me, was taken for my uncle.” »

The Iadies retired, and the gentlpmen sat
barbarously long.  ‘Sir Chettode Chetwode of
Chetwode, and Sir Tichborne Tichborne of
Tichborne, were two men who drank wine inde-
pen:;lent of fashion, and exacted, to the last
glass, the identical quantity which their fathers
had drunk half # century before, and to which '
they had been used almost from their cradle
TThe. nly subject ef conversation was sporting.
Terrible shots, more tergible runs, neat barrels,
and pretty fencers. The Duke of St. James
was not sufficient'y acquainted with the geogra-
phy of th« mansion to make a premature re-’
treat, an operation which is looked upon with
an eureye, and which, to be suzcessful, must
be promy.t and decisive, and executed with the’
most supercilious nonchalance. So, he consoled
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hinself by a lit‘ée chat with Lord Mildmay, who
sat smiling, handsm;le, and mu's'tachioed, with
an enlpty glassy and,whovwas as much out of
water as he was out o¥ewine. "The Puke was not
very learned in Parisian society ; but still, with
the aid of the Duchesse defBerri and the Duclzesse'
de Duras, LeontinesFay, amtl Lady Stuart de
Rothesay, they got on, and made out the time,
until Purgatory cease'd, and Paradisc ope:leﬂ.

For Paradise it was, although there wef'e
there assembled sorAe thlrty or forty persons
not loss dull than the majority of our dull
racc, and in’those little tactics that make socie-
ty less burdensome, perhaps even less acegpat
plisticd. But a sunbearn® will make even the
cloudiest d;y break into smiles: a bounding
fawn will banish monotony even from a wilder-
ndss; and a glass of claret, or perchance some
stronger grape, will convert even the platitude
of a goblet of wyter into a plc.:asing bevefiige,
—and so May Dacre mov%l among her gue:ts,
shedding light, life, and pléasure
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.ﬁhe was not one whq, shron;leg in herself,
leaves it to chipce or fate to amuse the beings
whom she has herslf assembled withif her
halls  Nonchalance is the métier of your mo-
dern hostess; and as long as the house he not
on fire, or the furnityre not kickedr, you may
be even ignorant' who is che priestess of the
hospitable fane in which you worship.

T.ley are right. Men shrink from a fussy
voman. And few can asplre to regulate the
destinies of their specles, even in so shght a
point as an hour’s amusement, without rare
powers. There is no greater sin than to be
wop prononcée. A want of tact is worsc than a
wanAt of virtue. Sonre women, it is said, work
on pretty well against the tide without the
last: I never (kncw one, who did not sink, who
ever dared to sail without the first.

Loud when they should be low, quoting the "
wrong person, 'talking on the wrong subject,
‘teazing with notite, excruciating with atten-

tions, disturbing a téfe-d-téte, in order to make
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up a dance ; v%stmg quence in persuadlqg a
man to pacticipate in amusement, whose repu-
tatioh dependseon hig socitl sullenness ; exacting
homage with a restlss eye, and pot permitting
the Jeast worthy knot to be untwined without
their divinityships® interfprence ; patronizing the
meek, ant.icipating.thertlow, intoxicated with
compliment, plastering with praise, that you in
return may gild with 4ldttery; in short,&ner-
getic without elega;me, active without‘grake,
and loquacious without wit; mistaking bustle
for ;tyle, raillery for b;tdinage,. and noise for
galety —tHesc are the characters who mar the
very career they think they are creating,d‘and
who exerclse a fatal influence on the destinies
of all those who have the misfortune to be con-
nected with them.

* Not onc of these was she, the lagy of our
tale. There was a quiet dignity lurking even
under her easigst words and actions, which
made you feel Lcr notice, & compliment: there

. . - ¥ . o .
was a fascination in her calm smile, aind in her
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sunlit eye, which made p r invitation to amuse-
ment, itself a pleasure. If you refused, you
were not pressed, btut left tocthat isolation
which you appeared to aduiire ; if you assented,
you were rewarded with a word, which made
you fegl how sweet veas such society ! Her
invention never flagged,—rher gaiety never
ccased; yct both were spontaneous, and often
werer unobserved. All- felt amused, and all
were unconsciously her agents. Her word and
her example seemed, each iastant, to call forth
from her companions, new accomplishments,
new graces, new sources of joy and of delight.

All were surprised that they were so agreeable.
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CHAPTJR X.

MORNING came, and 4he great majorify of
the gentlemen rose carly as Aurora. Th® chgee
is the favourite p%stime of man aad boy ; yet
som¢ preferred plundefing their host's pre-
setwes, bys which means their *lumbers were
not so brief, and their breakfast less disturbed.
The battug, however, it} time, called for®\ its
band, and*then one by ene, or two by two, or
sometimes even three, laning on cach other’s
grms, and smiling in each other’s¥aces, the ladies
dropped into the breakfast-room at Castle
Dacre. There, until two o'dock, a lounging
meal might alwe.lys be obtajned, but generally

by twelve the coast was clears for opr party
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weie a natural race of\be1 1gs, d1d would hpve
blushed if flaming noofs "hed caaght them nap-
ping in their ersy couches Our bright bird,
May Dacre, too, rose from her bower, full of
the memory of the sweetest dreams, and fresh
as lilies ere they kiss the sun. ’
She  bends before ter 1vory crucifix, and
gazes on her blessed mothersface, where the
sweet Florentine had\,tlrlnged with light a coun-

tenance

« Too fair for worship, too ditine for love!” (5)

And Innocence has prayed for fresh support,
and young Devotion told her holy beads. She
rises with an eye of mellowed light, and her
soft cheek is tinted with the flush ‘that comes
from prayer. Guara over her, ye angels!
wheresoe'er, and whatsoe’er yc are! For she
shall be |your mect companion in an after day.
Then love .you, gentle friend, this sinless child
of clay ! " '

The ‘morning passed as mornings ever pass,
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where twenty women, for, the most part p'retty,
are met togsther. Some read, some drew,
some worked—all talked. Some wandered in
the Library, and wondered why such great
bool:s were written. - One sketched a favourite
hero :n the Picture Gallery—a Dacre, who had
saved the State or Chirch—had fought at
Cressy, or flourished at Windsor: — another
picked a flower out of the Conservatory, and
painted its powdcred petals. Here, a purse,
half-made, promised, when finished quite, to
make some hero huppy. Then there was chat
about the latest fashions, caps and bonnets,
séduisantes, and sleeves. As the day grew old,
so.ne rode, some walked, some drove. A prny-
chaise was Lady Faulconcourt’s delight, whose
arm was roundly turned. and graced the whip;
while, on the other hand, Lady St. Jerome
rather loved to try the paces of an ambling
nag, because her figure was of the sublime;
and she lookel not unlike an Amazonian
queen, particularly when Lord Mildmay was

her Theseus.
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He was the most cd,nsximmate, pohshed gene
tleman that ever 1sstu',d fron} the court of
France. He (l‘ld his friend Dacre the justice
to suppose that he Was acvictith to his barba-
rous guests ;..but for the"l:cst of the galloping
crew, v'vho rode and shot all day, and in the
eveniny fell asleep jus{l when they were wanted,
he shrugged his shouldlers,‘and he thanked his
stars! In short, Lord Mildinay was the ladies’
man’ and in their morﬂmg dearth of beaux, to
adopt their unanimous expression, “quite a host!”

Then there was archery for those who could
draw a bow oy point an arrow; and I am ?'et
to learn the sight that is more dangm)us for
your bachelor to witness, or the ceremony
which more perfectly Levelopes all that the sex
would wish us to remal"k, than this “old Eng-
lish” custom. [They may talk of waltzing—but
I say nothing—only, if I had a son, (but then T
have not,) or a pretty daughter, (which I may
have, for aught you know,) +why then, Miss

should. march to the archery ground.
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But then, befoie the arrow of our young
Camilla skime alorg the plain, let her take my
advice, and discreetly go to scme danseuse, of a
goo:1 style, and pi sen:ting her with guineas
four or five, imbibe a little of het impqsing lore.

Lo! my pupil appears in all the grace of
attitudes. Mark, as she hends the fatal bow, the
line of beauty beautifully defined! Mark the
waving arm, the well-planted foot, the gentle
inclination of the head — quite Greel.. The
triumphant arrow whizzes through the air, and
trarsfixes on the spot — the eye of the target.
Oh, no! Who cares for that ? — the heart of an
elder brother. ‘

But to our morning party. With all chese
resources, all was, of course, free and casy as
the air.‘ Your appear:nce was your own act.
If you liked, you might have .emained, like a
monk or nun, in your cell till dinner-time —
but no later. Privacy and freedom are grant-
ed you in the morning, that you may not ex.
haust your powers of pleasing before night, and

VOL. L. M
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that you may reserve tor tlpse tavoured houys
all the new idegs that [,rou have (.'ollected in
the course of yow" morning adventures.

But where was he,‘ the "hero 'of our tale
Feucmg? Cra?mnd? Hlttmg? Missing? Is
he over, or is he under? Has he killed, o} is
he killed ? — for the lrtt is but the shance of
war, and pheasants hav the‘pleasure of some-
times seemg as gay bjrds as themselves with
plumage quite as shatteled  But there is no
danger of the notl: countenance of the Duke
of St. James bearing to—dﬁy any evideuce
of the exploits of himself or his companions,
His Grace was in one of his sublime fits, and
remai ‘ed in bed {ill four o'clock. Luigi con-
soled himself for the Bore of this rotracted
attendance, by diddlingf the page in waiting, at
dominos. ’ ‘

The Diike of St. James was in one of his
sublime fits. He had commenced by thinking of
May Dacre, and he ended by tlfinking of him-
self. H2 was under that delicious and dreamy
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excitement which w. experience, when the image
of a lovely aid belovéd objeit begins to mix
itse)€ up with our own jnteqﬁe self-love.” She
was the heroine raiher of an .ndefinite rgverie,
than of definite romance. Instead of his own
image alone playing abcut his fancy, her beau-
tiful face and springing fizure intruded their
exquisite presence. He no longer mused mere-
ly on his own voice and wit: he called up her
tones of thrilling power ; he imagined he: in
all the triumph of her gay repartee. In his
mind’s eye, he clearly watched all the graces
of her existence. She moved, she gazed, she
smiled. Now he was alone, and walking with
her in somerich wood, seq uestetled, warm, soiemn,
dim, feeding on the music of her voice, and
gazing with intenseness on the wakening pas-
sion of her devoted eye. Now they rode toge-
ther, scudded over champaign, galloped down
hills, scampered through valleys, all life, and
gaiety, and vivacity, and- spirit. Now they
were in courts and crowds ; and he led her with
M2
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pndé to the proudest kmg) He covered her
with jewels; but he world thouglht her brighter
than His gems. IJow they met in the most un-
expected and improbable ‘}manner: now they
parted with a tenderness which subdued their
souls even more than ripture. Now he saved
her lifez now she blessed his existende. Now
his reverie was too vague and misty to de-
fine its subjeot. It wes a stream of passion,
joy, sweit voices, tender tores, exulting hopes,
bearfiing faces, chaste embracus, immortal trans-
ports ! ' *
"For a young gentleman to lie awake on a
summer morning, and with his eyes and shut-
ters dtike unclosed, to pass six or eight hours
in this manner, will to scme people pérhaps ap-
pear impossible. Harslker spirits may even sa-
lute my last page or two with the ungentle
title of nonsense. If it be nonsense, it is only
such, because I ‘have attempted to describe
what is perhaps incescribable ; but they who
have heightened the delight of their existence
by an habitual indulgence in reverip, the men-
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tal opium, they will sympathize with this faint
tracing of delicious joy !

It was three o'clock,:and for the twentieth
time our hero made an effort tg recall himself
to the realities of life. How cold, how tame,
how lifeless, how imperfect, how inconsecutive,
did ~very thing anpear! This is the curse of
reverie. But they who revel in its pleasures
must bear its pains, :..d are content. Yet it
wears out the brain, and unfits us for social
life. They who 1ndulge in it most are the
slaves of solitude. They wander in a wilder-
ness, and people it with their voices. They sit
by the side of running waters, with an eye
more glassy than the stream. The sight of a
human being scares them more than a wild
beast does a traveller; the conduct of life,
when thrust upon their notic‘e, seems only a
tissue of adventures without point; and, com-
pared with the creatures of their imagina-
tion, human nature seems to send forth only
abortions. ‘

“I mus: up,” said the young Duke; “and
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this creature on whom I h;a\‘e lived for the lag
elght hours, whé has, th hersels, been to me
the umverse,—t’ins cpnstant compamon, Ahis
cherished friend, whose voi(:,e’ was Passion, and
whose look was Love, will meet me with all the
formality of a young lady, all the coldness ofa
person who has never even thought of ‘me, since
she saw me last. Damnable delusion! To-
morrow, I will get up, gnd hunt.”

He called Luigi, end a shower-bath assisted
him ‘in taking a more healtfiy view of affairs.
Yet his faithful fancy recurred to her aghin.
He must indulge it a little. He left off drees-
ing, and flung himself in a chair. Luigi offered
the Hau de Cologne. Without looking at it,
his Grace tossed the richly cut bottle into a
corner. It broke. Reverie is a most expensive
luxury. '

“ And yet,” he continued, * when I think of
it again, there surely can be no reason that this
should not turn intct a romance of real life. I

perceived that she was a little piqued, when we
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hrst met at Doncucter. Very natural! :Very
flattering! 1 should Aave béen piqued. Cer-
tairly, I behaved decidedly fad. But flow, in
the name of Heaten, was l.to know that she
was the brightest little bemg that ever breathed !
Well, I am here now! She has got her wish.
And I think an evident slteration has already
taken place. But she must not melt too quick-
ly. She will not,—she will do nothing but
what is exquisitely prope~. Ifow I do love this
child! T dote upun her very image. It 1s the
very thing that I have always been wanting.
The women call me inconstant. I have never
been constant. But they will not listen to us
without e feign feelings, and then they up-
braid us for not being influenced by them. I
have sighed, I have sought, I have wept, for
what I now have found. What woul\d she give
to know what is passing in my mind! By
Heavens ! there is no blood in England that
has a better chance of beiLg a Duchess!>
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CHAPTER XI.

A CANTER is the epre for every evil, and
brings tne mipd'back to itself sooner than all
the lessons of Chrysippus and Crantor. It is
the only process that, at the same time, ca’lu;s
your feelings, and elevates your spirits, banishes
blue devils, and raises you to the society of
“ angels ever bright and fair.,” It clears the
mind ; it cheers the heart. It is theé best pre-
paration for all enterprises, for it puts a man in
good humour both with the world and himself ;
and, whether you are going to make a speech,
or scribble a sceile — whether you are about
te conquer the world, or ym'xrself,—-‘-order

your horse. As you bound along, your wit



THE (OUNGeDUKE. © 249

will brigh.en, and fo‘ur eloquence blaze, eyour
courage grow more adamanti.ne, and yoyr ge-
nerous feelings bur with a Iivelier flame. And
when the exercise is over, the excitemerlt does
not cease, as when it grows from music, for
your bload is up, and the brilliancy of your
eye 1s fed by your bubbling pulses. Then,
my young friend, take my advice — rush into
the world, and triumph will grow out of your
quick life, like Victory bounding from the palm
of Jove !
+Our Duke ordered his horses, and as he
rattled along, rccovered from the enervating
effects of his soft reverie. n his way home,
he fell in with Mr. Dacr . and the two Baronets,
returning on their llackl.}eys from a hard-fought
field. R
“ Gay sport ?” asked his Grace.
¢ Twelve hours, by George!” answered Sir
Chetwode. “ T only hope Jack Wilson will
take care of poor Fanny. "1 did not kalf like
leaving her. Your Grace does not join’ us?”

M5
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«,T mean to doso; bu I am unfortunately
a late riser.” ' ' '

% Hem ! said Sir Tichhorne,— The mono-
syllabie meant much. . :

‘I have a horse which I think will suit your
Grace,” said Mr. Dacre, “ dnd to which, in
fact, you are entitled, for it bears the naine of
your house. You have ridden Hauteville, Sir
Tichbcrne m

o Yes, finé beast N

¢ | shall certainly trv his’ powers,” said the
Duke. “ When is your next field-day ?” -

“ Th'ﬁrsday,” said Sir Tichborne; ¢ but e
shall be too early for you, I am afrald ” with a

\
gruff smile. |

“ Oh! no,” said the young Duke, who saw
his man ; T assure you, I have been up to-day
nearly two hours Let us get on.”

The first person that his Grace’s eye met,
when he entered thé room in which they as-
sembled before dil'llner, was Mrs. Dallington
Vere.
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Dinner was a fa\;oprite goment witlt the
Duke of St. James, during this visit at<Castle
Dacre, since it was the' only time in the day
that, thanks to his rank, wltich he now doubly
valued, he could enjov a téte-d-téte with its
blooming mlstreSs

“I am going to hunt,” said the Duke,
“and I am to ride Hauteville. I hope you
will set me an example op Thursiay, and
that I shall estal lish wy character with, Sir
Tichborne.” v

"« Y am to lead on that day abold band of
archers. I have already too much neglected
my practising, and I fear that my charce of
the silver arrow is very slight.”

¢ I have betted upon you with every body,”
said the Duke of St. James.

« Remember Doncaster! [ am arraid that
May Dacre will again be the, occasion of your
losing your mowney.” . .

“ But now I am on the right side.,; Toge-
ther, we must conquer.” |
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“ T have a presentiment tnat our union wi
‘not béa very forfunate one.”

“ Then I am rumed saxd his Grace w1th
rather a serious tone. ‘

¢ I hope you have nct stakegd _any thing upon
such nonsense,” said May Dacre

¢ T have staked every thmg,” said his Grace

“ Talkmg of stakes,” said Lord St. Jerome,
who prm ked up his ears at a congenial subject,
“ dc you know what they aty going to do about
that affair of Anderson’s ?”

* What does he say for himself?” asked Sir
Chetwode.

« He says that he had no intention of em-
bezzling the money, bur that, as he took it for
granted the point could never be decided, he
thought it was against the usury laws to allow
money to be idle.”

“ That fellow.has always got an answer,”
said Sir Tichborne * I hate men who have
always ‘got an answer. Fhere is no talking

common sense with them. They think no more
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of contradicting a gertleman ¢han Ripley does
of riding without stirrups, which I never’ could’
see the beaut}’r of.” b

The Duke made his escape to-day, and em-
boldened by lus illustrious example, Charles
Faulcon, Lord ‘St. Jerome, and some other
heroes followed, to the great disgust of Sir
Chetwode Chetwode of Chetwede, and Sir
Tichborne Tichborne of Tich',orne.

As the evening ylided on, conversation natu-
rally fell upon the amusements of society.

“1 am sure we are tired of dancing every
night,” said May Dacre. “I wonder if we
could introduce any novelty.—What thin’ you,
Bertha? You can always suggest.”

% You remember the tableaur vivans ?” said
Mrs. Dallington Vere.

¢ Beautiful ! but too elaborate a business, I
fear, for us. I want something more impromp-
tu. The tableaux are nothing without the mast
brilliant and acourate costume, and ¢o obtain

that, we must work at least for & week, and
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then after all, in all prohability, a faillure.  Iis
‘sont trop recherqhés,” she said, lowering her
voice to Mrs. Dallington, « pour nous ici. They
must spring out of a society used to such exhi-
bitions.” |

¢ I have a costume dress here,” said the
Duke of St. James. '

¢ And I haye an uniform,” said Lord Mild-
may, « C1

“ And then,” said uIrs. Tallington, ¢ there
are cachemires, and scaris, ana jewels to be eol-
lected. I see, huwever, you think it impossible.”

¢ I fear so. However, we will think of it.
In the mean time, what shall we do now?
Suppose we act a fairy 'ale ! o

“ None of the girls can act,” said Mrs, Dal-
lingtaw, with a lwok of kind pity.

 Let us teach them. That itself will be an
amusement. Suppese we act Cinderella? There
is,the music of Cendrillon, and you can com-
pose when necessary, as 'you go on. Clara
Howard !” said May Dacre, * come here, love !
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We want you to te Cinderella in a Jittle
play " ’ )

“1 act! ch! dear May { How can you
langh at me so! I cannot gét.”s

“ You will not have to speak. Only just
move about as I direct you, while Bertha plays
music.”

“ Oh! dear May, I cannnt indeed! I never
did agt. Ask Eugeaia!” ‘

“ Eugenia! If you ‘e afrad, I am sure
she will faint. I acked,you, because I thought
you were just the person for it.”

¢ But only think,” said poor Clara, with an
imploring voice, * to act, Mey ! Why, acting
is the most difficult thir 3in the world. Acting
is quite a dreadful thin.g. I know many ladies
who will not act.”

“ But it is not acting, Clara. Well! T will
be Cinderella, and you shall be one of the
sisters "

“ No, dear May ¥’

“ Well then, the Fairy ?”
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¢ WNo, dear, dear, dear May ” o

“ Well,. your, Grace, what am I to do thh
this rebellious troop LSRN

¢ Let me be Cinderella !’

“ 1t is astonishing,” said May Dacre, ‘ the
difficulty which you encounter in England, if
you try to make people the least amusing, or
vary the regular dvll routine, which announces
dancing as the beautlful of diversion, and cards
as the subllmd I

“ We are barbarians,” smd the Duke.

“ We were not,” said May Dacre. ¢ What
are tableaur, or acted charades, or ’romancés,
to masques, which were the splendid and va-
rious :Lmusement of our ancestors. Last Christ.
mas, we performed Comus here with great
eﬁ'ect but then we had Arundel, and he is an
admirable actor.” .

“ Curse Arundel I thought the Duke. I
had forgotten him.”

O | do not wonci‘er, said Mrs Dallington
Vere, o at people ob.}gchng, to act regular



THE YOUNG DUKE. ' oost

plays, for, indepeud=at of the objections,—not
that I think an; thing of then® myself,—w.hich
are urged against ¢ private thefitricals,’ the fact
is, to get up a play isa very +remendous, bugi-
ness, and one or two is your bound. But
masques, where there 1s so little to learn by
rote, a great consideration, where music and
song are so exquisitely introduced, where there
is such an admirable opportunity for brilliant
costume, and where the sr:ne ma7 be beautiful
without change,—sach an important point,—I
cannot help wondering' that this national di-
version is aot revived.”

“ Suppose we were to act a Romance without
the costume ?” said the Duke. “ Let uv con-
sider it a rehearsal. And perhaps the Misses
Howard will have no objection to sing ?”

“ It is difficult to find a suitable romance,”
said May Dacre. ¢ All our modern English
‘ones are too full, of fine poetry. We tried once
an old ballad, but it was tab long. Last Christ-
mas, we got up a good: many, and Arundel,
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Isabella, and myself, used £¢ scribble some nivn-
sense for the ocvasion. But I am afraid they
are all either burnt or taken away. I will look
in the muslc-case

She went to the music-case with the Duke
and Mrs. Dallington. )

“ Nlo,” she cortinued, ‘“mnot one, not a
single one. But qlwhat are these ?” Shelooked
at some lines written in pencil in a music-book.
“ Qh ! 'nere i3 sumething, too slight, but it will
do.—You see,” she c&ntinl;l‘éﬂ, reading it to the
Duke, “by the introduction of the same line in
every verse, &escribing the same action, a ba k-

scene is, as it were, created, and the story,
if ycu can call it such, proceeds in front.

Really, I thmk we rmght make something of
this.”

Ms. Dacre“ind some others were at whist,
The two Baronets were together, talking over
the morning’s sport. .Ecartc covered a flirta-
tion between Lorc H'd&ay and Lady St.
Jerome Miss Dacre Mkd her whole
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troop; and like » wanager with a new play,
read in the micst ot them the ballad, and éave
ther directions for their comduct. A Japan
screen was unfolded at the end of the Joom.
Two couches indicated the Bmits of the stage.
Then taking her guitar, she sang with a sweet

voice and arch simplicity, these simpler Tines: —

I
Childe Dacre stands in his fother’s hall
While all t' e rest ¢ .e dancing ;
Childe Dacr g.zes sn the wall,
While brightest eyes are glancing,
Then prythee tell me, Gentles g;y!
What makes our Childe so dull to-day?

+

Each verse was repzeated. In the back-
ground, they danced a cotillon. In the front,
the Duke of St. James, as Chifte Dacre, eant
against the wall, with arms folded, and eyes
fixed, —in short, in most roméntic mood, and in
an attitude which cominanded great applause. ,
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1

1 cannot :.ell, unless it De,
While &)1 the fest are dancing,
The Lady Alice, on thc sea,
Wlth bnghtest eyes is glancing,
Or muses on the twilight hour,
* Will bring Cla‘ilde Dacre to her bower.

Mrs. Dallington Vere advances as the Lady
Alice. Her'walk is abrept; her look anxious
and dlstracte(l; ‘she-\ seems to be listening for
some signal. She falls m;(g a musing attxtude,
motionless and graceful as a statue. Clara
Howard alike marvels at her genius and her
courage.

HL .
Childe Dacre hears the curfew chime,
While all the rest are dancing; -
Unless I'tind a fitting rhyme,
Oh! here ends my Romancing!
But see ! her lovetfs at her feet1
Oh ! words of,;oyl bhl meeting sweet !

The ,'Duke advances : chivalric passion in his
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ev.ry gesture. 1.¢ Lady Alice rushes td his
arms, with that look of trembling tra;nsﬁort,
which tells the tale of stolen love Théy fall
mto a group, whlch woufd have made the for-
tune of an Annual, ’

Iv.
Then let us hope, when t:ext I sing,
And all the rest are dan.ing,
Our Childe a geutle bride may bring,
All other joys enhan-ing.
Then we will bless tl}t'a twilight hour,
That call’d him to a lady’s bower.

The Duke led Mrs. Dallington to the dancers
with courtly grace. There was great app'ause,
but the spirit of fun and one-and-twenty in-
spired him, and he led off a gallop. In fact, it
was a most elegant romp. Th. two Ba-..ets
started from their slumbers, and Lord Mildmay
called for Mademoiselle Dacre. The call was
echoed. Miss Dacre yielded to the public voice,
and acted to the life, thef;ratiﬁed and: conde-
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scending air of a first-rpger/ i)erfm;mer. Lo:d
Mil;lmpy called ‘for Madame Dallin.gton‘ Misg
Dacre led on her comPanion, as Sontag would
Malihran. There was no wi'eath at hand, but
the Duke of *St. James robbed his coat of  its
rose, and offered it on His knee to Mademoiselle,
who presented it with Parisian feelifig tp her
rival. The scene ,was as superb as anythmg
at the Académie.
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CHAPTER XII

“ WE certainly must have a Masque,” said
the young Duke, as he threw himself into his
chair, satisfied with “is peyformance.

“ You must op.n, Hauteville, with one,”
said Mrs. Dallington. )

“ A capital idea; but we will practise at
Dacre first.”

 When is Hauteville ‘p be finished 7" asked
Mrs. Dallington.  “1 s}hall really complain if
we are to be kept out of it mych longer. I
believe I am the only person in the Riding
who has not been there.” .

1 have been %here,” saig the Duke, “ and
am afraid I must go againf for 8ir Caite has |
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just come down for a fexr"cy_ ys, and I promjised
tormeet him. Jtisa .saci ,bore; 1 wish it were
finishtd” ' ]

“Take me with yLu,” «said Mrs. Dallington,

1 — take m]],' and let us make a party.”"

' An admirable idpa,” exclaimed the ;young
Duke; with a brightening countenance. *What
admirable ideas you havk, Mrs. Dalli'ngton !
“This is, indeed, turning business into pleasare !
What says :)ur‘ hostess ?™

“Oh ! I ¥l join you.” ,

¢ To-morrow, then?” sui¢. the Duke.

*

“ To-morrow ! You are rapid !”

¢ Never postpone, never prepan:, : == that is
your own rule.* To-morrow, to-morrow — all
mus;: go.” ' .

‘ Papa, will you go to-morrow to Haute-
villg 7" ‘ |

¢ Art you serious?” '

“ Yes,” said May Dacre: “ we never post-

pone ; we never ﬂrpilare.”
¢ But do not you :think ig"day, at least, had
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better intervene ™ urged M. Dacras” ¢ we' shall
be unexpéted > i
b “« I vote for, to-morrow,” said the Duke.
« To-morrow, to!mor:ow I” was the uxgversal
exclamation. To-morrow w’as Mried.
“ ¢ I will write to Blatche at once,” said the
Duke.
Mrs. Dallington Vere ran for the writing
materials, and his G}'ace indited the following

pithy note.

¢ Half-past Ten.—Castle Dacre.

“ DEAR SIR CARTE,

“ QuR party here intend to honour Haute-
ville with a visit to-morrow:, and antitipate
the pleasure of view');‘lg the improvements,
with yourself for their. cicerone. Let Raw-
don know immediately of, thfs. They “tell
me here that the sun rises about six. As
we shall not be with you; atill noon, T have
no doubt your umted en;rgles will be able
to make all reqmslte preparauom We may

VOL. L. ) N
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be thirty L~ forty. Bgliere ey dear Sr
Carte, o Yofir faith€ul dervant,
) “~§’r. JAMES.

« Carlstein‘bears this, which you will recewe‘

in an hour.  Let me have a line by return.”
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'CHAPTER XIIIL

IT was a morning all dew and sunshine, soft
yet bright, just fit for a kawking party, for
dames of high degrec, feathered cavaliei s, am-
Lling palfreys, ana tinkling bells. Our friends
rose early, and assembled punctually. All
went, and ail went on horseback ; but they sent
béfore a couple of carriages for the return, in
case the ladies should oe wearied with excessive
pleasure. The cavalcade, for it was no less,
broke into parties which werc often out < ~ight
of each other. The Duke and Lord St. Jerome,
Clara Howard and Ch&l‘ . Traulcon, May Dacre
and Mrs. Dallmgton, fed one, and, as they
flattered themselves; not 3 the least - brilliant.

N 2
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They , weri all in high spmts, and his Grace
lecturod on rldmg-hablts WI;h emd.te enthu-
siasm. , * 4 '

Their road lay 'through apout;iry wild z;nd
weody, where crag and copse beautifully inte-
mixed with patches of the richest cultivation.
Half way, they passed Rosemount, a.fanciful
pavilion where the Dukes of St. James some-
times sought that elegant simplicity, which w:s
not afforded l;y all the varivus charms of their
magn.iﬁcent Hauteville. At length they ar-
rived at the park-gate: o1 the castle, which
might itself have passed for a tolerable man-
sion. It was ancient and embattled, flanked
by a couple of stuidy towers, and gave a noble
promise of the baronial f’le which it announced
The park was a petty principality; and its
a},. “~ently illimitable extent, its rich variety of
surface, its ancient woods, and numerous deer,
attracted the attention and the admimtion even
of those who had” bggn bom llx these magical
enclosurés.
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Away they cani@;‘ed over the t- é each mo-
ment with their bioodymore gparkling. A turn
in the road,.and Hautev:llq with lls donjon
keep and lordly uag, and n.nany windowed line
of long perspective; its towers, and turre.ts,
and terraces, bathed with the soft autumnal
sun, met their glad sight.

“ Your Majesty is welcome to my poor
castle I” said the young Duke, bowing - with ‘
head uncovered to May Dacie. .

“ Nay, we are at the best but captive prin-
cesses about to be immured in that fearful’
keep; end this is the way you mock us !”

“J am content that you shall be my pri-
soner.”

« A scruggle for freedom !” said May Dacre,
looking back to Mrs. Dallington, and she gal-
loped towards the castle.

Lord Mildmay and Lady St. Jerome can-
tered up, and the rest s)on assembled. Sir
Carte came forWard all oiplles, with a clerk of
the works beaﬁng a portfolio of plans. A
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crowd of }b:.vapts, f;r the.pvl!e mﬁntained X
. full establishinent*at Hauteville, pdvanéed, and
the fair ‘equestnnns were dlsmounted They
shook their habits and their ! curls, vowed that
n(!mg was your only exercise, and that dust i in
the earthly cconomy was'a blunder. And then
they entered the castle.

Room after room, gallery after gallery-—
you know the west. Shall I describe the silk
lmngmgs, “nd the‘reverend tapestry, the agate
tables, and the ta.ll screensk the china, and the
“armour, the state beds, and the curious cab-
nets, and the family pictures mixed up s¢
quaintly with Italian and Flemish art? But I
pass from meek Madonnas and seraphic saints,
—from gleaming Claudé, and Guido§ soft as
l%ve,-—from Rubens’ satyrs and Albano’s boys,
and ever. from tHose gay and natural medleys
~paintings that cheer the heart — where fruit
and flower, with then' bulhant bloom, call to a
feast the butterﬂy and ﬁe*—% s from these
to squar e-headed ancestérs i)y Pfofbem, all black
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-elvet and gold ch‘éips; cavaliers. ’Jf Vartdyke,
all lace and spurs, with potedebeards) that
di? more execution even dmn theig pointed
swords; patriots and gene;als, by Kneller, in
Blenheim wigs and Steenkirk cra.vats, all robes
and armout; scarlet judges that supported
shin-money, and purple bishops, who had not
been sent to the Tower. Here was a wit who
had sipped his coffee at Button’s, and there
some mad Alcibiades duke who had evhaust-
ed life ere he had ﬁ*\isﬁed youth, and yet might
be consoled for all his flashing follies, could he’
witness the bright eyes that lingered on his
countcnance, while they glanced. over all the
patriotism and all the piety, all the i"ustrious
courage and all the .istoric craft, which, when
living, it was daily told him that he had sham-
ed. Ye dames! with dewy eyes, *hat Lely -
drew, have I forgotten you? No! by that
sleepy lovelmess, that ragnnds us that night
belongs to | uty, ye werg made for memory'
And oh! out® piaridinothers, that I now look
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upon s g)r\, breathmg m..Rf-ynolq;s playfut
canvass, let me diso pay my ho;nage to your
grace !’

The Chapel, vuhere you might trace art from
the richly Gothlc tomb, demgned by some
nelghbourmg abbot, to the last effort of Flax-
man; the Riding-hoyse, where, bng,htfy frem-
ed, looked down upon you with a courtly smile
the first and gastered duke, who had been Mas-
ter of .the dor sc, Wwere ahke vmted and alike
admiréd. They mounted (he sunlimit of the
‘round-tower, and looked around upon the
broad county, which they were proud to call
their own. Amid innumerable seats, where
blazed the hcarths .of the best blood ef Eng-
land, they recognised, with delight, the dome
of Dacre and the woods of Dallington. They
walkea alang a tbrrace not unworthy of the
promenade of a court; they visited the flower
gardens, wherc the ixeculiar style of every na-
tion+was in turn imitafed ; thek mered in the
vast oonset’mtones, whlch méié*ihemselves a
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palace ; they wande;red n the wur'Jness, where
the invention of copsumnmte srt présented K
them with the ideal of natuge. In #his poetic
solitude, where ull whs g:;.een, and st.ill, and
sweet, or where the only sound was falllng
water, or fluttering birds, the young Duke
recurrcd to the feelings which, during the last
momentous week, had so mastered his nature, .
and he longed to wind his arm round the beau-
giful being, without whom this enclianting do-
main was a drea~y waste. l

They assembiea in a green retreat, where the'
energetic Sir Carte had crected a marquée, and
where a collation greeted the eyes of those who
were well prepared for it. Rawdon had also
done his duty, and tl.e guests, who were aware
of the sudden manner in which the whole affair
had arisen, wondered at the'magic which had
produced a result worthy of a week’s prepara-
tion. Butitisa great thmito be a young Duke
The pastlewpﬂd the venjson, and the game,
the pines, an&,the.geached, and the grapes, the

SN 5
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cakes,* and\t.he‘ confectiorwjiy, and the icesy
" which ‘provedsthat ¢the still-room gaf ﬁautevxlle
was not 2k empty ,name, were all most populgr.
But the wmes—they were sgmethmg mlmcu-
lois! And as the finest cellrs in the country
had been ransacked for excellence and vancty,
it is not wonderful that their Produce dotaiped
, a panegyric. There was hock of a century old,
which made all, stare, though I, for my part,
cannot sce,L or rather taste, the beauty of this
antiquity. Wme, like ﬁ'onqan; in nfPopinion,
“should be young,—so I raise my altar to the irf-
fant Bacchus; bfit this is not the creed of the,
million, nor was it the persuasion of Sir Chet-
v.ode Chetwode of 'Chetwode, or of Sir Tich-
borne Tichborne of Tidiborne, good’ judges
both. The Johannisberger quite converted
them?” They not longer disliked the young .
Duke. They thought him a fool, to be sure,
hut at the same tim¢ a very good-naturcd one.
In the wean time, all vere mterested and Carl-
stein with lns key bugle, fmn},out a neighbour-
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ing brake, affo-ded the only Juxury that was
wanting, b -

It is six o’clock—-cama‘g&s are ordered, and
horses are harnessed Back‘ back te Dacre’
But not at "the hvely rate at which they had
left that lordly hall this morning. They are
all alike inclined to mpve slowly ;‘ they are
silent, yet serene and satisfied; thecy ponder.
upon the reminiscences of a delightful morning,
and also of a delightful meal. DPerhags, they
are a little weary ; perhaps, they wish to gare
upon the sunset.

It is vight o’clock, and they cnter the park-
gates. Dinner is universally voted a bore,
even by the Baronets. Coffee covers t'.e retreat
of many a wearied bitd to her evening bower.
The rest lounge on a couch or sofa, or chew
the cud of memory on an Ottomap It was a
day of pleasure which had been pleasant. That
was certain, but that was 'past. Who is to be -
Duchess of St. James ?* > Answer me this® =
May Dacre, or Berﬂl; Vere, or Clary Howard ?
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Lady St Jerome, 1s it to bé'ndaughter of thy
house? Lady I‘aulcond)urt, at thou to be
hailed as :‘he unriviyled qjothel ? “Tis mystety
all, as nust always be the fut\lre of this world.
We muse, we plan, we‘hope, but nought is,
certain but that which is nought ; for, a q:xestion
answered, a doubt sa¥isfied, ar end attained—
what are they but £t companions for clotheg
out of fashlon, (.racked china, and broken
fans? °

Our hero was ngither wn&ed nor sleepy, for
his mind was too full of exciting fancics to
think of the mtcrests of his body. As‘all were'
withdrawing, he threw his cloak about him, and
walked ¢a the terrace. It was a night”soft as
the rhyme that sighs from Rogers’ sh;ll, and
brilliant as a phrase just turned by Moore.
The thotsand stars smiled from their blue
pavilions, and the moon shed the mild light
“hat makes a lover muse. Fragrance came in
airy’ waves from trecs rieh with the golden
orange, apd from out the woolls there ever
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and anon arpse®a scind, deep end yet hushed ‘
and mystical, and soft. It coull not be the
wiad !

His heart was full, ilis fzapqs-were sweet, llis
fate pledged on a die. And in this shrine where
all was like his love, immaculate and beautiful,
ne “owed a faith which had not been returned.
Such is the madness of love! Such is the
magic of beauty !

Music rose upon the air. Some hutsmen
were practising the v :homs. The triumphant
strain elevated his high hopes,—the tender tone’
accorded with his emotions. He paced up and
down the terrace in the most excited reverie,
fed by the music. In imagination, she was
with him: she spoke, she smiled, she loved.
He ga»;cd upon her beaming countcnance ; his
soul thrilled with tones which only she could
utter. He pressed her to his thmbbmg and
tumultuous breast !

The music stopped. He fell from his seventh
Heaven, He fel,t'-glﬂ the exhaustion of his pro-
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longea reverie., All was flap, dull,cunpromlﬁ-
ing. "The moon %eemede dim, the stars were
surely fz&dmg, tk\. peri“ume of thc trees was
fa.mt, the wind of, the woods was a howling
demon Exhausted d:splrlted ay! alm'oes'
desperate,—with a darkened soul and stagger-
ing pace; he regained, his chargber.
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CHAPTER XIV.

THERE is nothing more strange, but nothing
more certain, than the different influence which
the seasons’of nig'.t and day exercise upon
tne moods of our minds. Him whom the moon
sends to bed with a head full or misty meaning,
the sun will summon in the morning with a
brain clzar and lucid as his beam. "wilight
makes us pensive; Aurora is the goddess of
activity.” Despair curses at midnight; Hope
blesses at noon.

And the bright beams of Pheebus— why
should this good old name be forgotten ?—
called up our Duke, rather later than a munk

at matins, in a less sublime disposition than
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that in which he had paced,a;nong the oranget
nees of Dacre. His pastion remamed but his
poetry whs goned He was all conﬁdence, and
galety, and love, o.nd pantéﬂ for the moment
when he could place hls mother’s coronet on_
the only head that was worthy to share the
proud fortunes of the, house of Hauteville. ¢
“ Luigi, I will,rise. ‘What is going on to-
day " ‘ ‘
“ The gentlein\"n are all o;It% your Grace.”
“ And the lad'ies "™
“ Arc gning to the Archery Ground, yofir
(Girace.”
« Ah ! she will be there, Luigi
“ Yas, your Grace.”
“ My robe, Luigi.”
*“ Yes, your Grace.”
¢ I foxgot wha' I was going to say.—Luigi!" «
 Yes, your Grace.”
¢ Luigi, Lu:igi, ‘Luigi,” hummed the Duke,
pe'.'fectly' unconsciouf, anAd beat'ing time with
his brush. His valet stared, but more when
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Mis lord, mth eve« fixed on the ground fell
into a sohloquy, notsa word of 'whlch, most
puvokmgly, was audlble, exlept to x‘y reader.
,“How bcautlfu she loo}ed yesterdag upon
‘the keep, when she tru:d to find Dacre! I never
saw such eyes in my life! I must speak to
Lawrente immediately. | think I must have
her face painted in four positions, like that pic-
ture of Lady Alicc Gordon, ty Sir Joshua.
Her full face is sublime; and yet therc is a
piquancy in the pro’t, which [ am not sure—
and yet again, when her countenan: » is a little
bent towzrds you, and hdr neck gently turned,
I think that is, after ali—but then when her
eyes mect yours, full —oh! yes! ye! yes!
That first look at Voncaster! It is im-
pressed upon my brain like self-consciousness.
I never can forget it. But then her smile!
When she sang on Tuesday night — Pretty
Puss! By Heavens!” hei exclaimed aloud,
“lif= with such a creature 1 lmmortahty moe
He advanced with rapl& strides, ‘with his
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_razof in hand, -Lulg1 r(rsated,—.the Dulee
pushed on,—Luig) was ina cornep,—in a moment
his throd: must }ave been cut. -He coughed :
the Dyke started

EINY Lulgl, am'l up’ ? Archery,eh? Then,
I wear my green frock. "

About one o'clock, the Duke descenMedqinto
empty chambers. Not a soul was to be seen
The birds had flown. He determmcd to go "to
the Alchf:ry Ground He opened the door of
the musw-moml He f:ug *May Dacre alone
at a tablg. writing. She ooked up, and his
heart yielded, s her ¢ye met his.

“ You do not join the nymphs?” asked the
Duke.« .

., “Ihave lent my bpvf,” she said, “to an able
substitute.”

She zesumed *her task, which he perceived:
was copying music. He advanced, he seated
himself at the table, and began playing with a
pen. He gazed updn her, his soul thrilled with
unwontqd sensations, his frame shook with emo-
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tions which, tor a mceent, depriyed him even of
speech. At length he spoke in adow ana tre-
mulous tone —

fIfear I am dis urbing you, Miss Dacye P"
) “By no means,” bhe said With a courteous
a:r: and then remembermg she was a hostess,
“Isghere anything that ygur Grace requlrcs??’

* Much—more than I cgu hope. Oh! Miss
Dacre, suffer me to tell you, show much I
admire, how much I love you .r“\

She started, shé st ».d at him with disténded
eyes, and her small mouth was onen "ke a ring.

“My Iord!” |

“Yes!” he continued in a rapid and impas-
sioned toae. “T at length find an oppertunity
of giving way to feelings which it has been
long difficult for me to control. Oh! beautiful
being, tell me—tell me that I am blessed I”

“My Lord! 1—1 am most honoured — par-
don me if I suy, most surprised.”

“Yes! from the first moment that your is-

effable loveliness rose on my vision, my mind
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had fed upon vour imagé, Our stquaintarice
has c°>nly realizcdf of your chara-ter, all that my
imagin.af;ion had®reconceived. Such unrivélled
beauty, such un'speakal')le grace, could only have
been the compaﬁiotis"of that exquisite taste,‘apd
that charming delicacy, which, even to witness,
has added great felicity to my existence. ¢ Oh!
tell me—tell me that they shall be for me some-
thing better than a transient spectacle. Conde-
scend to Yhare the fortune and.the fate of one,
who"only esterms his\it fn life, because it
enables him to offer you a station not utterly
unworthy of ydur trefnscendent' excellence !”

“ My Lord, I have permitted you to pro-
ceed tno far. For your, for my own sake, I
should sooner have intirfered, but, in truth, I
was so perfectly astounded at your unexpected
address, that I°have but just succeeded in re-
calling my scattered senses. Let me again ex-
press to you my acknowledgments for an honour
which I feel is greaf; but permit me to regret,
that fo;'*your offer of your hand and fortune,
these acknowledgments are all I can return.”
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% Miss Pm; ! -anf’l then to wake to*the
misery of bting réjeﬂfed 4

“ A little week ago, my Lord, yt were
strangers Iv would be: hard if it were in the
power of either of us n¢= w0 deliver the other

to msery.
¢ You are offended, then, at the presumption

1

which, on so slight an acquaintance, has aspired
to your hand. It is indeed a high possession.
I thought only of you, not of myse’. Your
perfections require n .time for recognidon.
Perhaps my impurfections require time for in-
dulgence. Let me then hope !”

“ My Lord, you ha'e misconceived my
meaning, and I regret that a foolish phrase
should ocrasion you thr trouble of fresh soli-
citude, and mé the pain of renewed refusal.
In a word, it is not 'in.my power to accept
your hand.”

He rose from the table, and stifled the groan
which struggled in his th-oat. He paced un
and down the room with'an agitated =tep and
a convulsed brow, which marked the contest of
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his ‘passions. But ‘he wq:s ‘not desperate. His
heait was full uf high nsolves, and mighty
meanihgs, mdeﬁmte but great He felt like
some conqueror, who »aarkiag the battle gomg
against him, prouu - his iafinite resources and
invincible power, cannot credit the madness
of a defeat. And the lady, she leant her head
upon her delicate arm, and screened her coun-
tenance fromolus scrutiny.

He advanced.

¢ Miss Dac}'c! par(\l:tn +his prolonged in.
trusion 3 _‘f(:t;gi:ve this renewed discourse. But
let me only Fope, taat a more favoured rival
is the cause of my lespzur, and I will thank
yOU'—'

“ My Lord,” she faid, looking up w1th a
faint blush, but with a flashing eye, and; in an
audible and e :n elleréetic tone—* the ques-
tion you ask is neither fair nor manly ; but as
you choose to press me, I will say, that it re-
quires no recollection of a third person to make
me decline the honour which you intended me.”
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¢ Miss Dacre' -you speak in anger, almost
in bltterness. Beheve me,\he added, tather
thh an air o% plque, “ hadJ imagipéd from
your conduc. towa.pds me, that I was an  object
of dislike, 1 would have c;;ared you this incon-
venience, and myself this humiliation.”

“ My Lord, as mistress of Castle Ducre, my
conduct to all its inmates is the same. The
Duke of St. James, indeed, had both hereditary
and personal claims to be ccasiderrd here as
samething better th.n a mere inmate, but

. your Grace has el:ctelf to dissolve all connection
with our house, and I am not desirous of assist-
ing you in again forming any.”

¢ Harsh words, Miss Dacre !”

¢ Harsher truth, my Lord Duke,” said Miss
Dacre, rising from her scat, and twisting a pén
with agitate! engrgy.—“ You have prolonged
this interview, not I. Let it end, for I am not
skilful in veiling my mind ; and I should regret,
here at least, to express what I have hitherto

succeeded in concealing.”
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« It cannot end thus,” said His Grace: © let
me, at any rate, &now thg worst. {You have,
if not too much kmdness, at least too much
candour‘, to part su !”

*“I'am at a lustto understand,” said Miss
Dacre, ‘ what other 8bject our conversatiea
can have for your Grace, than to ascertain my
feelings, which I have alreddy declared ‘more
than once upon a poiht, which you have already
more tlrémuonc'e urged. If I<iave not been suf-
ﬁcieﬁ,ﬂy explicit, or suf{f}cier}lly clear, let me
tell you, Sir, tlat nothi‘ﬁg but the request of
a parent wmg_l I adpre, would have induced
me even to speak to the person who had dared
to treat him with'contempt.”

« Miss Dacre !

* ¢ Your Grace is moved, or you affect to be

moved. °Tis wgl] :—if & word frou a str'anger‘
can thus affect you, you may be better able to
comprehendN the feelings of that person whose
affections you have, so long eutraged — your
equal it blood, my Lord Duke, your superior
in all other respects.”
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% Beautiful ﬁeing " said his Grace advan-
cing, fallin;;r on his knee, and s:izing her hend—
¢ Pardon, parden, pardon! Like yopr admi-
rable sire, fo’give~gcasyinto Sblivion all remem-
brance of my fatal youth. -’18 not your.ang&r
—Lis not this moment % bitter, an utter expia-
tion for all my folly, all my thoughtless, all my
inexi)erienced folly, — for it was no worse? On
my knees, and in the face of Heaven, let me
pray you to be mine. I havc staked may hap-
piness upon this ver ture. In your power is
my fate. On ycu i. depends vhether I shall
discharge my duty to s:micty:‘to the country
to which I owe so mucl.—or wuether I shall
move in it without an aim, an object, or a hope.
Think—think only of the sympathy of our dis-
positions— the similarity of our tastes. Think
— think ony" of the felicity that might be ours.
Think of the universal good that we might
achieve! Is there anything that human rea-
son could requure, that wetcould not command ?
—any object which human mind could imagine,

VOL. I. o
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that we could not obtain ? 'And as for myselfy
I swecr that I wilP be the crelture of' your will.
Nay, may ! ! --oq¢hs are mockery—vows are
idle! Is it possi‘Ble tQ share existence w1th
you, beloved girt! anout watchmg for your
every wish —without —%
 MyLord, my Lord, this must end, You
do not recommend yourself to me by this rhap-
sody. What do you know of me, that ydu
should feel all this ? I am rather different from
what.you expected—thatNthat is all. Another
~week, amlanot}ér woma:}uny-command a simi-
lar effusion. I, do no} believe you to be insin-
cere. There"would ke more hope for you if
you were. You“act from impulse, and not
from prmclple This iy your best excuse for
your conduct to my father. It is one that I
accept‘, but which will certainly s.Ver pr;vent,
me from becoming your wife. Farewell I
¢ Nay, nay ! let-us not part in enmity !”
. % My Lord, enmity and fri¢hdship are very

strong ‘words — words that are very much



THE YOUNG DUKE. 201

adused. There is m‘other, which must describe
our feelings towards the majoritysof matkind,
and mine towards you. Subytxtute fyr enmity
—indifference.”

She quitted the room: he remained there for
some minutes, leaning on the mantel-piece, and
then, rushed into the Park. He hurlied for
somie miles with the rapid and uncertain step
which betokens a tumultuous and disordered
mind. At length, he found humsclf smong the
rding of Datre Abbev. The silence aud so-
leinnity of the stce made hiw con-.ious, by
the contrast, of his own agitat'd existence,—
the desolation of the biautiful ruin accorded
with his own crushed and beautiful hopes. He
sat himself at the fect ¢€ the clustered columns,
and, covering his face with his hands, he wept.

They were the first tears that he had shed
since childhood, and they were agony. Men
weep but once, but then their tears are blood
I think almost theii hearts must crack a little,
s0 heartless are they ever after. Enough of this.
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. Itis bitter to leave our® father’s thearth fer

¥ the first time: bltter is theeve of our return,
when a thousand fears rise in our haunted souls.
Bitter are hope deferreda‘ anr"self-reproach, and
power unrecogmsed SBltter is poverty ; bit-
terer still is debt. It is bitter to be neglected ;
it is mofe bitter to be misunderstood.

It is bitter to lose an only child. It is bitter
to look upon the land which once was ours.
Bitter is a sister’s woe, a brother’s scrape ; bit-
ter a waother’s tear, and Bitterer still, a fathe.’s

ecurse. Ritter fire a briefiess bag, a curatc’s
bread, a d;plot,na that brings no fee. Bitter is
half-pay ! '

It is bitter to muse on vanished youth; it is
bitter to lose an election, or a suit. Bitter are
ragesuppressed, vengeanceunwreaked, and prize-
money kept bac%. Bitter are a £filing crop, a
glutted market, and a shattering spec. Bitter

, are rents in arréar, and tithes in kind. Bitter
ame salaries reduced, “and pzrquisites destroyed.
Bitter is-a tax, particularly if misapplied; a
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rate, parti;:ular}y:if' embezal@l.  Bitter, is a .
trade too full, and bitterer still a trade that has
worn out. Ritter jis.a bore 1y i

It is bitter to lose one's hair or teeth.® It is
biter to find our annuai charge exceed our in-
come. It is bitter to hear of others’ fame, when
we are boys. It is bitter to resign the seals we
fain would keep. .t is bitwer to hear the winds
blow when we huve ships- at sea, or friends.
Bitter are a broken fri ndship ard a dying love.
Bitter a woman scorr :«d, a man‘betrayed_!

Bitter is the secret woe wnich nonc can
share. Bitter are a brutal husbanl and a faith-
less wife, a silly daughter, und a sulky son.
Bitter are a losing card, a losing horse. Bitter
the public hiss, the private saeer. Bitter arc
old age w."hout rccpect, manhood without
wealth, youth without fame. Bitter is the
east wind’s Dlast; bitter a stepdame’s kiss.
It is bitter to mack the woe which we can
not relieve. It is b .ter to die in a foreign
land. '
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But bitterer far than tf’;is .“han ‘ihese, th;n.
all, is waking from our first delusion! For then
we first feel the: netbmgnesq of self—that hell of
sangmne spirits. . All is Jreary,‘blank and cold.
The sun of hope sets “without a ray, and the
dim night of dark despair shadows enly phan-
toms. The spirits that guar] round us in our
pride, have gone.—Fancy, Weeping, flies.~Ima-
gination drooI:s her glittering pinions, and sinks
into ohe earth. —Courage has nJ heart, and love
seems a traltor ‘—A busy demon whispers in
our ear that all is vain and worthless, and we
among the vaitiest of a worthless crew'!

And so our young friend here now depreci-
ated as much as he had before exaggerated his
powers. There seemed not on the earth’s face
a more forlorn, a more fesble, a I estihable
wretch than him;elf, but just nc‘¥ a hero—Oh !
what a fool, what a miserable, contemptible fool
Was he! With what a light .ongue and lighter
heart, had he spoken of his woman who de-
spised, who spurned him ! His face blushed,
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ay! burnt at tho renembrarpe of his ‘reyeries
and his fond monologues! The very recollec-
tion made him shudder with disgust. Me look-
ed "up to see it any demon were jeering him
arwgng the ruins.

His heart was so crushed, that Hope could
not tind even oune desolawe chamber to smile
in. His courage was so cowed, that far
from indulging n the distant : romance, to
which, under tuese 'irculnstarceg, we some-
times fly, he only vondered at the absolute
incanity which, for a moment, had’permitted
him to aspire to her possession. ¢ Sympathy of
dispositions !  Simuarity of ztaste:;, forsooth !
Why, we are different existences ! — Nature
could never have made us for the same world,
or with th. same clav! Oh! consummate be-
ing, why—wh, did we meet? Why—why are
my eyes at length unsealed — Why—why do 1
at length feel con cinus of my utter worthless-
ness? Oh! God, I um xr;iierable "

He arose, and hastened to the house. He
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gave oreers to Tiigi and’ JP¥s people to follow '
him to, Rosemount with all practicable speed,
and havihg left?- note for his bost with the
usual excuse, he mounted s horse and"in
half an hour’s time, w.h a countenance lile
a stormy sea, was galloping  through the
park gates of Dac’ %

END OF THE SECOND BOOK. :
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