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CHAP. L

THE arriva: of the two distinguisheu foreign.
ers re-animated the dying season. All vied in
testifyin,» their consideratior, and the Puke of
St. James cxceeded all. He tock them to see
the alterations at Hauteville House, which no
one had yet witnessed; and he asked their opinion
of his furniture, which no one had yet decided
on. Two fétes in the same week established,
as well as maintained, his character as the
Ar-hduke of fashion. Remembering, however,
the aprezable month whicii he had spen. in the
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kingdo‘) of John the Twenily.-fourth he was
ncmmded with annoyance, that h:s confusion at
Hautevﬂle prevented lﬂm from recciving his
friends en gl sezgneur in hls hereditary
castle. .Mctropolftan magnficenge, which, if
tireprrvenu could’ not equal, he ab least could
imitate, scemed a poor return fgr the feudal
splendour and impertal festivity of an Hunga-
rian magnate. While he was brooding over
these rgminiscences, it sudderly occurreC to
him, that he had never made a progress into
his wes#tern territories. Pen Bwonnock Palace
was thL boast of Coruwall, though its Lord had
never paid it a visit. The Duke of St. James
sent for Sir Carte BYanche.

Besides entertaining the foreign nobles, the
young Duke could no longer keep off the con-
stantly recurring idca, that something must be
done to entertain himself. IHe shuddered to
think where and what he should have been,
had not these gentlemen s0 providentially ar-
rived. As for again .epeating the farce of last
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year, he felt thit it would no’longer raise a
smile. Yorkshire he shunned. Doncaster made
aim tremble. A week with the Duke of Bu.-
lington at Marringworth; a fortnight with the
Fitz-pompeys at Malthorpe ; a month with the
(Graftuas at Cleve; and so on—he shuddered at
the very idea. 'Who can see a Pentomime more
than once? Who could survive a Pantomime
the twentieth time? All the shiftng scenes,
and flitting splendour; all the motley crov. ds of
sparkling characters; all the quick changes, and
full variety, are, once, enchantment.  But when
the splendour is discovered to be monotony; the
change. order, and the caprice, a system ; when
the characters play even the same part, and the
variety never varies; — how dull, how weary,
t ow infiniiely flat, is su_h a world to that man
who requires from its converse, not occasional
relaxation, but constant excitement !

Pen 3ronnock was a new object. At this
moment in his life, novelty was indeced a trea-

sure. If he could cater for a month, no ex-
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pense should be.grudged : as forshe future, he
thrust it from his'mind. | By taking up his re-
sklence, toq, at Pen Bronnock, be cgaped froun.
all invitations:i,ziqd 50, in a word, the worthy
Knight feceived ogders to ma‘:c all"preparations
at the Palace fof the r.ecepfion'of a large party
in the course‘:,f threq weeks.
Sir Carte, as usual, did wonders. There was,
fortunately for his employer, no time t~ build
¥ or paint, but some dingy rooms were hung with
searlet cloth ; cart-loads of new furniture were
sent down, the thcatre wds re-burmshed the
stables put in order ; and, what was of infinitely
moye importance §n‘the estimation of ‘all Eng-

lishmen, the néglected pile was ¢ well aired ™
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CHAPTER II.

I rHINK—at least, I think I think; for 1
have been too often wrong to be ever sure, and
never back my opinion with a bet, the only
test. But I ao thirk, that we have Lad somc
very agreeable villeggiuturas in these im-
mortal volumes. For, ho'y do I know that
they are not immortal? Fame 1s half au ac-
cident. I always hope the best; and if The
wrong, why then, I must put up instead with
three months’ praise, and some slight pro-
fit.  Our re-unions too, have, I trust. been va
rious in their character as well as in their numn-
b r. I never take the rcader into the country

me1.'y for change of air; but because at ditfer-
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ent housecs, one sometimes catches a dii.fercnt
trait. The politician and the sportsman, aud
the fasbioni'st, have all their caste.; and althoug} °
in the blending_of 'soéicty, these characters oftcn
mect, still at their mansion.:, and particularly
in the provinces, the ruling passion will predo-
minate. Men, pass their autumas, some in
slaughtering hirds,—-s;omc in retailing the faded
graces of the faded spring,—some in anticipatinyg
the cqming struggles of the approaching Housés.

And suchis life! Whatis? Heaven knows,

€

not I'' Thilosophers have preached, and vowed
that human life is the simplest compound, cx-
cept clear water, that cer was offercd,, for the
draught of man; but I must say, who always
speak the truth when I can get clear of lies,
which is difficult, for, in this world. they are
like the air we breathe,—without them, wc
~hould die: I say, that I have been very de-
sirous of discovering the mysterics of our beings
znd our wills,—and what have I gained? ..

v

ciouded genius, ara an aching head. -
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Fot life, I am clear, is no simple cate, mild
in its flavour, easy of digestion, but a made
,%ish—sometimes perlaps a calf’s-head sur-
prised. Its ardent sauces, and its fragrant
spices ; its skin a. d bone; its richness and its
leanness, arc all so mary diferent tastes and
mqrsels, which are, unhappily, unfairly served.
And so one vows the amner ir right good,
while others execrate the bungling cook ; but
fqr my part, although I don’t complain, I care
but little for this carly course, and if not
served exactly as I wish, console nvself for
the unsavory fare, by tle anticipation of the
dessert.

We are in the country, and such a counivy,
that even in Italy 1 think of thee, native Hes-
peria! Here, myrtles grow, and fear no blast-
ing North, or blighting Kast. Here the South
wind blows with that soft Lreath, which brings
the bloom to flesh. liere, the land breaks in
gentle undulations ; and here, blue waters kiss
a v vdant shore. Hail! to tiv thousard ba,s,

B S5
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and deepYed earth, thy marble quarries, and
thy silver veins” Hail! to t‘hy‘t‘hr-extendiqg
landqcape, whose sparkling v1llages and streaky
fic clds no clime can mhtchd

Some Sles I' owe to thec of balmy breath,
some gentle hours®*when life ha:d feyest charms.
And I am grat.eful for ali thig———to say no-
thing of youx{cider aud your junkets.

The Duke arrived just as the setting sun
crowned the proud palace with Lis gleam}‘ T ys.
"It w;s a pile which the immortal Inigo had
raised in sympathy with thc taste of a noble
employer, who had rzssed his earliest years in
Lombardy. Of stone, and qometlmcs even of
me ‘ble, with pedimonts and balustraacs, and
ornamented windows, and richly chased key-
stones, and flights of steps, and here and there
a statue, the structullze was quite 'Palladian,
_though a little dingy, and, on the whole, very
imposing.

There wore suites of roon;s, which had no

“en1, and staircares which had To begineiag.
1
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In this vast pile, nothing was inore natural
than to lose your way, - -an agreeable amuse-
ment on a ramny morning. There was a collec-
tion of pic.ares, very varivus,—by which phrasc
we understand, 2ot sclect. Yet they were
amusing ; and the Canalettis were unrivalled.
There was a regular ball-room, and a theatre ;
so resources were at hanc. The ~cenes, though
dusty, were numerous; and the Duke had pro-
vi'ed new dresses. 'The park was not a park ;
by which I mean, that it was rather a chasc
than the highly-finished enclcsure which we
associate with the first title. In fact, Pen
Bronnock Chase was the right name of the
settlement; but some mona-ch travelling, ha- ing
been seized with a spasm, recruited his strength
under the roof of his loyal subject, then the
chief seat of the House of Hauteville, and
having in his urgency been obliged to hold a
privy council there, tlic supreme title of palace
was assumed by right.

""he domain was bound~d on one side b+
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the sea; and nere a yacht, and some slight craft,
rode at anchor, 1n a small green b\ay, and offer-
ed an opportunity for the adventurous, and a
mfugc for the wearied. When you nave been
bored for an hour or two . earth, it some-
times is Pa cnange -to ke bored for an hour or
two on water. N
The house jyas soon full, and soon gay. The
guests, and the mecans of amusing them, were
equally numerous. But this was no commpp
‘villcg‘giatura,—no visit to a family with their
regular pursuite and matured avogations. The
host was as much a guest as any other. The
young Duke appointed Lord Squib master of
theczeremonies, and gave orders for not}\nng but
constant excitement. Constant excitement his
Lordship managed to maintain, for he was
experienced, clever, ca'reless, and gay’, and, for
once in his life, hadethe command of unbound-
ed resources. He ordered, he invented, he
prepared, ard he expended. 'They acted, they
Jareed, they hunted, they sailed, ‘they feast<d,
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they masqueraded ; and when they began to
gep a little wearied of tliemselves, and their
PYn powers of diversicn gradually vanished,
then a pubuc ball war given twice a-week at the
palace, and all the West of England invited.
New faces brought new ideas; new figures
brought new fancies. All were delighted with
the young Duke, — and flattery from novel
quarters will for a moment whet cven the
apy °tite of the satiated. Simplicity, too, can
intercst. There were some Misses Gayweather
who got unearthed, who never had been at Lon-
don, though nature had given them sparkling
eyes and springing persons. This tyranny was
too bad. Papa was quizzed, Mamma flattercd.
and the daughters’ simplicity amused these
young lordlings. Rebellion was whispered in
the small cars of the Gayweathers. The little
heads too of the Gayweathers were turned.
They were the constant: butt, and the constant
resource, of every lounging dandy.

"ue Bird of Paradise also arransed lLer



14 THE YQUNG DVKE.

professional engagements, so as to accoufit with
all possible propriety for her pl:ofessional visit
at Pen Bronnock. Fhe musxcal meeting at
Exeter over, she riade her appelirance, and
some c(:ncerts weve given, which electritied all
Cornwall. Coun'* Fr'% was very strong here ;
though, to be sure, he also danced, and acted,
in all vauepes. H: was the soul, too, of a
masqued bull ; but when complimented on his
accomplisl"lmenﬂq, and thanked for his exgrtiwns,
he n’mdestly depreciated his worth, and pane-
gyrized the duncing-dogs. v
"As for the' Prince, on'the whole, he main-
tained his silence; but it was at length disco-
vared by the fair sex, that he was n(;\t st|upid,
but sentimental.  'When this was made known,
he rather lost ground with the brown sex, who,
before thinking him ‘thick, had vm;'cd that he
~was a devilish good fellow ; but now, being
really envious, had their talc and hint, their
sneer and wly joke. *M. de Whiskerburg had

‘omz  agtive .accomplishment — "this wat« his
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dancing. His gallopade was declared to be
divine : he absolutealy sailed in air. His waltz,

ta¢ his will, either mel.ad his partner into a
dream, or whirled he: ints a frenzy ! Danger-
ous M. de W hiskerburg !
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CHAPTER TII

I'T is said, that the conduct of refined society,
in a literziry point of view, is; on the‘who]e,
proaiuctive but of slight interest; that all we
can aspire to is, to trace a brilliant picture of
brilliant manners; and that when the dance
and the festival have been duly inspired by the
repartec and the sarcasm, and the E;cm). the
robe, and the plume adroitly lighted up by the
lamp and the lustre, our cunning is exhausted.
And so your novelist generally ‘twists this
golden thread with some substantial silken
cord, for use, and works up, with the light
, dance, and- with the Heavy dinner, some secret

‘..m&rriage, or. spme shrouded murder, ""fmd

\
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thus, bry English plots and German mysteries,
thé page trots on, or jolts, til, in the end,
Yustice will have her way, — and the three
volumes are completed.

A plan botl: good, antique, and popu'ar, but
not my way. I prefor trusting to the slender
incidents which spring from out our common
intercourse; and if these fail, aid our skiff
ha.gs firc, why, then, I moralize on great
affuirs, or indulge in some slight essay on my
own defects.

_ There is no doubt that that great j..nice-
stone, Society, smooths down the edges of your
thoughts and manners. Bodies of men, who
Ipursue the same object, must ever resemlic
cach other : the lifc of the majority must ever
be imitation. Thought is a labour to which
few are competent ; and truth requires for its
developement as much courage as acutencss. So
conduct becomes conventional, and opinion is a
legend ; and thus all men act and think alike.

Bu:!. this is not peculiar tc what i called
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fa,shiorm\ble life— it is peculiar to civilization,
which gives the passions less to work upun.
Mankmd are not mox'e heartless becausc th.y
arc clothed in, crmine ; 3 it 15, that thell‘ costume
attracts us to their charaoters, und we stare
because we find the prince or *he preress neither
a conqueror nor a heroine.  The great majority
of human We.ings, in a country like England,
glide through existence in perfect ignorance of
their natures, so complicated and so control-
ling is the machinery of our social life! Few
can break thg bonds that tie them down, and
struggle for self- knﬁwledge, fewer, when the
talisman is gained, can direct their illumi-
ndted energies to the purposes with which they
sympathize. )

A mode of life, which encloses jun its cirple
all the dark and deep results of unbounded
indulgence, however it may appear to some
who glance over the sparklin{; surface, does.nat
exactly scem to me one either insipid or uviin-

tefestimy to the\noral speculator ; and, mﬁeed
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I have long been induced to suspect, that the
seadds of true ‘subli-nity lurk in a life which,
likg this book, is half fastion and half passion.

Not that they will germinate here, for the
seed, to rise, requires the burning sunbeam
and the moistening shower ; and passions, to be
putzin action, demand a more blazing brain,
and bubbling pulse, than heat my *orpid soul.
In the mean time, I drop the hint for others,
and proceed to sketch a feeling, or to catch a
trait.

I kaow not how it was, but about this time
an unaccountable, almost an imperceptible cool-
ness seemed to spring up between our hero
and the Lady Aphrodite. if I were to puzzic
my brains for ever, I could not give you the
reason. Nothing happened —nothing had been
said or done, which could indicate its origin.
Perhaps this was the origin ; perhaps the Duke’s
conduct had become, though uncxceptionable,
too negative. But here { only throw up a
straw  Perhaps, if I must go on suggesting,

auxiety ends in callousness.
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His Grace had thought so much of her feelings,
that he had quit':q forg'otten hig owr;, or worn them
Qut.‘ Her Ladyshlp, .oo, was perhaps a litgle
dlsappomted at; the' unexlrected reconciliation.
When we have screwed ouf courage up to the
sticking point, wé like not, to he baulked. Both,
too, perhaps—I go on perhapsing—Dboth, too,
I repeat, 'pr;rhaps, ‘could not help mutually
viewing cach other as the cause of much muglal
care and mutual anxiousness. ' Both, too, per-
haps, were a little tired —but without knowing
it. 'The most curious thi'ng, ard which would
have augure(i worst to a calm judge, was, that
they silently seemed to agree not to understand
tltat any alteration® had really taken‘plagte be- -
tween them, which, I think, was a bad sign:—
because a lover’s quarrel we all know, llke a
storm in summer, portegds a renewa.l of warm
weather or ardent feelings ; and a lady is never
so well seated in her admm,rs hear t, as when
those letters are mterchanged which expres§ 80

wntuch, and «thyse explanations’ entered pon
vrhif:h explain so l_ittle.'
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After all, T may be mistaken, and they may
be®on the very be.t terms. Time alone can
thew, which can do all tl.ings, even write this
book, which whethe. it ever be written or not,
is doubtful, rnd also not of the slightest im-
portance. Yet ’tis aqrecable to find this cer-
tain*cxistence, in all other respects, onc great
uncertainty. Where we may be tc-morrow, or
whet do, is just a mystery. For aught we
kn&w, the world may end. Now, think one mo-
ment on that single line. Methinks I hear the
restless brooding of the panting waters. What
a catastrophe ! ‘

And should not this, my friends, teach us
well Lot to think over-much of coming da,s,
and more, much mcre, of ourselves? From our-
selves all those feelings snring, and in ourselves
all centre, which are .our happiness. There is
that within us, duly competent, whatever be
our lot in life, to fulfil its divine and beautiful
o'i“é‘x;aﬁon, and cach man might be, 1f he chose,
without a care. But we will vot lister to .he

k‘-'

m~nitor,—we fly from the Delphi of our breasts,



22 , TKE YOUNG DUKE.

and we aspire after all science, but that know-
ledge which aiem_a cin be ptrfcc't:

‘Alas ! alas! forefallen man! Would—
would that J could ll'ais"e"him ! “And some-
times, ps I pace my lonely }'lall, Lrwill not quite
despair, but dare to rause o’er thiags I will not
whisper. But soon the glow fies from"my
faded cheel, and soon my fluttering pulse sub-
sides again to languor. The drooping pen Salls
from my powerless hand, and I feel—I keenly

feel myself what indecd I am-——far the most

prostrote of a ‘fallen race ! o

Could I recall the power, when, like a con-
queror from a mountain height, I gazed upon a
néw and opening world, I would dare\ the- trial.
Ah! if our energy and our cxperience were °
born but twins, we should be Gods! As it is,
we are, at the best, but Titans, Iand so get
crushed, as is but just.

There is o characteristic of this age of steel
to me mote fearful, than its total negleg/ﬁl'&f
mwral philosopRy:  And here I would dilak2 on
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greater things than some imagine; but, un-
foptunately, +'am engager. For Newmarket
«<alls Sir Lucius and his friends. We will not
join them, having lost cnough. His Grace
half promised to be one of the party; but when
the day came, just remembered the Shropshires
wege expected, and so was very sorry, — and
the rest. Lady Aphrodite and himself parted
with a warmth which remarkably contrasted
wiéh their late intercourse, and which neither
of them could decide, whether it were reviving
affection or factitious effort.
* M. de Whiskerburg and Count Frill departed
with Sir Lucius, being extremely desirous to
« be initiated in the mysteries of the turf, ard,
above all, to see a real English _)onkev
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CHAPTER 1IV.

THE newspapers continued to announce_the
departures of new visitors to the Duke of St.
James, and to dilate upon the protracted and
princely festivity of Pen Bronneck. But while
thousands were envying his lot, and hundreds
aspiring to share it, what indecd was the con-
djtion of our hero ? .

A month or two had rolled on, and if he had
not absolutely tasted enjoyment, at least he had
thrust off reflection ;‘ but as the sutumn wore
away, and as each day he derived less diversion
or distraction from the repetition of the same
. routine, carried on by different actors! he cguld
L1 longer coptp: feelings which’ would, be,,pre-
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dominafit, and those feelings were not such as
peghaps might have been expected from one
#ho was receiving the homage of an admir-
ing world. In a2 word, the Duke of St.
James was the mosc miscrable wretch that ever
treated.

“.Where is this to end ?™ he asked himself.
¢ Is this year to close, to bring only a repetition
of the past? Well! I have had it all — and
what is it ? My restless feclings are, at last,
laid,—my indefinite appetites are, at length, ex-
hausted. I have known this mighty world ;
and where am I?  Once, all prospects, all re-
flcctions mwerged in the agitating, the tremu-
*lous and panting lust with which I sighed for i,

» Have I been deceived? Have I been disap-
pointed ? Is it diffcrent from what I expected?
Has it fallen short of my fancy ? Has the dex-
terity of .my musings deserted me? Have |
under-acted the hero of my reveries? Have I,
in vhort,  mismanaged my début? Have I
blundered? No, no, no! Far~"far has it gorc

«VOL. I11. c



26 THE YPUNG DUKE.

beyond evén my imagination; and my 'life has,
if no other, realized-its ideas ! * '
% Who laughs ‘at je? Who does not burp
‘incense before my shrine P« What appetite have
I not gratiﬁe('l‘? *What gratﬁﬁcatioon has proved
bitter? My vaaity! Has it bgen, for an in-
stant, mortified? Am I not ack’nowledged the
most brillig,r.lt hero*of the most brilliant socicty
in Europe P Intense as is my self-love, has it
not been gorged ?  Luxury and aplendou‘r were
my youthful drcams, and have I not realized
the very ronfz’mcc of mdulgence and magni-
" ficence ? My career, has been one long triumph.
My palaces, and my gardens, and my jewels,
)y dress, my furniture, my cquiiaageﬂs, my"
horses, and my festivals———these used to oc-,
cupy my medltatlons: when I could only mcdl-
tate——and have ‘my determinations proved a
delusion ?  Ask the admiring world !
“ And now for the great point to which all
, this was td tend, which all this was t8 fasci).ate

‘card subdue, tahdorn, to embellish, tq delight,
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to honour——Woman! Oh! when I first
dared, among‘t.he uelds of Eton, to dwell upon
¢he soft yet agitating fanuy, that some day my
existence might periaps be rendered more in-
tense, by the admiration of these maddening
but then mys:eriors creatures——could—could
I have dreamt of what has happened ? Is not
this the very point in which my carc v has most
out-topped my lofty hopes?

‘41 have rcad, and somectimes heard, of ~a-
TIETY. It must then be satietv that I feels
for 1 do feel more like a doomed wman, ti.....
y(;ung noble full of blood and youth. And yet

satiety it is a word. What then? A word

is breath, and am I wiser? Satiety ! Satiety :
*Satiety ! Oh! give me happiness! Oh! give
-me Jove !

“ Ay! there it is — I feel it now. Too well
I feel, that happiness must spring from purer
fountains than sel”love. We are not born
merely for ourselves, and they who, full of

pride, muke the trial, as I have done, and
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‘

,

think that‘the world is made for themn, and
uot for mankmd, must cortie to as bitter re-
~ults, perhaps as bxtt(.' a fatc—-for, by Heaveps !
I am half tempt d af this %noment to fling my-
self fiom off this cllﬂ'—and,so end all.

“Why should'I live? , For virtue, and for
duty — to compensate for all my folly, and to
achieve sowpe slight‘_good end with my abused,
and unpa:;alleled means. Ay ! it is all yastly
ratjonal, and vastly sublime,’—but it is too
late. I feel the cxertion is above me. I am
cg‘_l‘rm.t—mam. ,‘ -

¢ We cannot woik without a purpose and an
aim. I had mine, although it was a false one,
#d I succeeded.” Had I one nov;', I might
succeed again — but my h-art is a dull void.
And Caroline — that, gentle girl vu]l not give
me what I want; and to offer ier but half a
heart, may break her’s, and I would not bruise
that dclicate bosom .to save my dukedom.
Those sad, silly parents of her's have alr$ady
Zoue mischief‘c?h’ough,—-but I will sce Darrell,
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and will at least arrange that. T like him, and
will make him, my friend for her sake. God !
"Ged! why am I.not loved! A word from her,
and all would change. I feel a something in
me, which ccald ptt all right. I have \he will,
and she could giv. the power.

® Now see vhat a farce life is! T shall go
on, Heaven knows how! I canno’ live long.
Mer like me soon bloom and fade. WL .1
may come to, I dread to think. Thereis a Jan-
gerous facility in my temper —I know it well,
for I know more of myself than people tul.l. -
there is a dangerous facility which, with May
Dacre, micht be the best guarantee of virtue; but
with %all others—for all others arz, at the best,
weak things, will as certainly render me despi-
caple, perhans degraded. I hear the busy devil
whispering even now. It is my demon. Now,
I say, see what a farce life is! T shall die like
a dog, as I have L'ved like a fool ; and then my
epi!aph will be in everybody’s mouth. Here

are the consequences of self-indulgence : here 1s
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a fcllow, forsooth, who thought only of the gra-
tification of his vile appetitds — and by the liv-
ing Hecavgn, am I not( ’standmg her(‘e_ among <ny
hereditary rocks, and sighing to the ocean, to
be virtwous ! '

¢ She knew me well: she read *me in a mi-
nute, and spoke more truth at (that last miect-
ing, than /s in a thousand scrmons. It is
out of oyr power to redeem ourselves. Nur
whele existence is a false, foul state, totally
inimical to loy= and purity, and domestic gen-
tle=s=s, and calm delight, Yet are we envied !
Oh'! could thesc fobls sce us at any other time,
except surrounded by our glitter, and hear of
u} at any other moment, save in the first ‘bloom
of youth, which is, even then, often wasted,—
could they but marh our manhood and view
our hollow marriages, and dlsappomted pas-
sions,—could they but see the traitors, that we
have for sons—the daughter' that own no duty,
—could they but watch us even to our grave,

t{tterng atter some fresh bauble, some vain
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delusi(.m, which, to the last, we hope may
prove a substituce for what we have never
' farind through life—a cuntented mind, — they
would do something clse but eavy us.
¢ But I <tand vrating, when I am wanted.
I must home. Home! Oh! sacred word! and
then comes ﬂigllt! Horrible night! Horrible
day! It seems to me I am upon the eve of some
mqpstrous folly, too ridiculous to be a crime,
and yet as fatal. I have half a mind to gc and
inarry the Bird of Paradise, ot of pure pique
with myself, aud with the world.”
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CHAPTER V.

SOU'I‘HE,;(, that virtuous man, whom Wis-
dom «alls her own, somewhere thanks God thut
"he was not bore to a great estate. I quite
agree-sith the...seer of Keswick® it is a bore.
Provided a man can ‘enjoy every personal lux-
ury, what profits it that your flag waves on
castles you never Visit, and that you cvunt
rents which you never reccive? And yet, there
are some things which your mlserab]c, moderate
incomes cannot command, and wlncn one might
like to have—for in'stance, a band.

A completc, a consummate kand, in umforms
‘of uncut whlte velvet, with a hlghly-wrought
gofd button, Just tipped with a single pmk
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topaz, seems to me the 7o xaAv. When 1 die,
‘“*Band” will ,bc found impressed upon my
®hetrt, like “frigate” on the core of Nelsor.
The negroes should have their noses bored, as
well as their -ears, and hu'ng with ring. of ru-
bies. 'The kettle drumns should be of silver.
And with rcgard to a great estate, no doubt
it brings great cares; or, to get free of them,
the astate must be neglected, and ther it is even
worse. Elections come on, ard all your m2m-
bers are thrown out: so much f.* neglected in-
fluence.  Agricultural distress prevails, au all
your farms are thrown up: so much for neg-
lected tenants. Harassed by leases, rencwals,
-railroads, fines, and mines, you are determincd
that life shall not be worn out by these con-
tingal and petty cares. hinking it somewhat
hard, that, because you have two hundred
thousand a-year, you have neither ease nor en-
Joyment, you find’a remarkably clever man,
who manages every thing for you. Enchanted
with his energy, his acuteness, and his fore-

' c -4
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sight ; fascinated by your encreasing rent-roll,
and the total disappéarance of ax"r;ars, you dtib
bim your ."ight-hand‘introduce him to all yeur
friends, and put lnm mto Parllament ; and
then, fired by the ambmoq of riwalling his pa-
tron, he disburses, embezrles, and*decamps.

I do not know how it is, bat it certa‘mly
seems that there is some malicious fiend, whose
especial office it is to “ play the devil” with
oun incomes. And from the Civil List down to
my paltry purgz, I doubt whether there be one
whawever manages to get through the year with-
out a scrape. ‘ I

I, who am a votary of ¢rue Philosophy, and

I¥vc on a ¢ spare radish and an egg,"—1I should’

be safe; and yet, when all scems winding up so
fair, and, i an ecstesy of economical enthu-
siasm, I am just about to strike t?;e triumphant
balance, be assured, that moment, some horse
that never went better than ypsterdav, falls lame,
or some ,une\:pected demand drops out of the
¢ dties, @nd- qulte deranges those cursed affairs

“that ever will go wrong.

-
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Then I haye g£ot to draw, and, what is even
Worse, to write those vile expianatory epistles
* (I*hate explanations) that are to prepare the
victim for a demand, which, though unexpect-
ed, must be showr to be, in a manne., by no
means unreasonatle. W hat nice diplomacy !

T am sure, I don’t know how it is; I am
quite surprised. KEvery thing is r~duced to a
peace establishment. I have cut drwn every
item that T promised. .And ~eally, I was just
flattering myself that you wou.1 be so pleased
at not hearing from me, when, in a manner
which was most vexatious, I just discovered
that T had made a mistake. If any extrava-

) gancd were the cause, I should not care w0
much ; but when, as you well know, my only
olgcct has been to kee, thing?:‘;,gquare, it is
most annoying. One thing may' console us,—I
cannot live cheaper.

There is Anton.»; you know Antonio well !
He is qulte a treasure, and really costs me
nothing. Those Italians are most inv: luabie,
;t.ﬁi live on air. Then *here is Luigi: I coul
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not do without LUIgl, smu/a, you have taken
agay my English groom He is quite my right-
hgud. I am sure ngl‘ is just,the servant thut *
you’d quite apgx‘é,.ve. Then there’s my Greek :
he is plismp, to be sure, and lazys but, entre
nous, such a favourité wikh the sex, that his
perquisit:s are so great, I mcan to cut him
down. I }oubt whethe.r my table costs me a

sequin a weck.

.
¢ ¢ So, on m_y;l/\nour, Sir, as I 'm a sinner,

I rather ggn than lose by every diuner.”

Then thert are my horses. As you de-,
sired it, I have cut down one; though, to be
sure, as I have bought two more, tkere is no
gréat saving yet upon that head. But I inean
to breed. I find the fellows here will give
a long figuré for an€English horge. I have
got a mare from an officer at Malta; so we
may consider this as part of our plan of re-
trenchment, and quite anotheaccouat, There-

+ fore, perhaps you will permit me to draw for
s alome. . A
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I give only i've-and-twenty pounds a-year
fOr my palace,, and let out lodgings to an Ens—

‘lish family. I rould not live in Lundon in a
garret for that price: therefore, you sec I am
saving despcrately 1 fear, however, I must
turn out my tenaats. 'Lheir maids corrupt the
morals of my .nen; and when I 2m s*é‘ril)bling
something very fine, the little Tomkinses play
at battledore.

1 buy no pictures, cameos, or mosaics, and
never patronize the belli arte. They think me
herc quite an ultra-montane, Sir. Lady Alba-
nia Silky vows she never saw one so barbarous,
who was s clever.

I *hope, therefore, that you will take into
consideration the various topics I presume to
hiat. 1 flatter myself, that, upon reflection,
you’ll thank your stacs the matter is nu worse.
Our friends, I hope, are well: my compliments
to ‘all. ‘When nevt you write by the post, send

me some news. and keep your rowing for the

Enypy's.bag.
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But where is our hero? s he foréntten?
Neyer! But in t.he' dumps, blu; devils, and
g on. A little Bli_l.ious, ig may be, and*
dull.  He scarcely would amuse you at this
momens  So I come forwgrd with a graceful
bow — the Jack Pudding ofwour *doctor, who
is behind.

In shiurt, that is to say, in long,—for what is
the use of this affected brevity ? When this
talesis done, whgt have you got? So let +us
make it last. /I? quite repent of having inti-
mated so much : in futuge, it is my intention
to develope more, atd to describe, and to deli-

neatc, and to deﬁnc, and, in shorte—to bore.

You l\nowwe model of thls kind of writing— '

Richardsony whom I shall révxve In future, I
shall, as a novelist, tgke Clarendon’s rebellipn
for my guide, and writg my her'(:’ notes, or
heroine’s letters, like a state paper, or a broken
treaty.

The Duke, and the young Duke-—-oh ! to 'be

‘a€Dukq and’ to be young—it is too much —was

-
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scldom " seen by the gay crowd who feasted in
hts hall. His mornings now were lonely, angl
‘if, @t night, his eyc still sparkled, ard his sten
still sprang, why, between us, wine gave him
beauty, and wine gave him grace.
It was the drrary ena of dull November,
* and the last ccmpany were breaking M. The
Bird of Paradise, according to her desre, had
gone to Brighton, where his Grace had pre-
sented her with a tenement, neat, light, and
finished ; and though situated amid the wilds
of Kemp Town, not more than >ne hyaxna on
a night ventured to come down from the adja-
cent mountains. He had half promised to juin

“her, vecause he thought he mightugs well De

* there as here, and consequently }
vi‘ed a fresh supply of -isitors from town, or
rather from the country. Ashe was hesitating
about what he should do, He received a let-
ter from his barkers, which made him stare.
He sent for the groom of the chambers, and

was informed:the house was clear, save that
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some single men still lingged, as is their
woyt.  They hev_er'take a hint. His Grate
ogdered Mis carriage 3, and, jmore alive tHan’
he had been fgi" .the last two months, dashed
off to tbwn. .
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CHAPTER VL

Tae letter from his bankers infoimed the
Duke of St. James that not only was the half
million exhausted, but, in pursuance of their
powers, they had sold out all his stock, and,
in reliance on his credit, had advanced even
beyond it. They were ready to accommodate
him in every possible way, and to @gl¥ance as
‘much more as he could desire—-at five per
cenv. Swect five per cent.! Oh! magical five

« per cent.! Lucky the rogue now, who gets
three. Neverthcless, they thought it but pro-
per to call his Graq’s attention to the cirerma-
stance, and to put him in possession of the

facts I always know something unpl asant
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is coming; when men are ahxious to tell the
truth. . )
« The Duke of St."J James hag never affected to
be a man of .bh_siness; stil.l he had taken it for
granted, that pec.:uniary empbarrassment was not
ever to be counted amorsg his andoyances. He
wanted sorgething, to do, ands determined to
look into his affairs, merely to amuse himself.
The bankers were most polite. They brought
their books, also several packc.*ts of papers fnost
neatly tied up, and were readygto give every
information.t The Duké asked for results. He
found that the ttrf, the Alhambra, the ex-
penses of his outfit in purchasing the lease and
furmtur?n{ his mansion, liveries, carriages, and
the rest, had with his expenditure, exhausted’
his first year’s incom:; bat he reconciled kim-
sclf to this, because he chose to consider them
extraordinary expenses. Then the festivities of
Pen Bronnock counterbalayced the cconomy of
his more gramblix.lg life the, precéding year ;

Yet hp had'not exceeded his ipcome~——much.
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Then he came to 3ir Carte’s accoun't. He be-
gan to get a little frighteﬁegl. "Two hundred
ana fifty thousand had 'béen swallowed by
Ilauteville Castle : one hundred and twenty
thousand by Hauteville Hoixset. Nizety-six
thousand had been p.id for furniture. There
were also some.awkward miscellanies which, in
addtion, excceded the half million. a
This was smashing work ; but csastles and
palaces, particula'lrly of the correctest stylc of
architecture, are not to be had for nothing.
The Duke had aiways devoted th. half million
to this object ; but he had’intended that sum
to be sufficent. What puzzl~d and what an-
noyed him was a queer suspicion, that his re-
* sources had been exhausted without his result
beiig obtained: He sert for Sir Carte, who
gave every information, and assured him, that
had he had the least idea tHat a limit was an
object, he would Fave made his arrangements
accordingly. As it was, he assureq the young
.Due, that he would be the Lord of the most ’
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sumptuous and accurate castlé, and of the most
gorgeous and “tasteful palace in Europe. He
yas procetding with'a,.cloud of words, wher®his
employer cut .B'i_m short, Ly a peremptory de-
mand Jf the exact sum requisite* for the com-
pletion of his pi;ms.l Sif Carte was confused,
and requestad time, The estineates should be
sent in as quickly as possible. The clerks should
sit up allmight, and even his own rest should
not* be an object, any more 'than the Duke’s
purse. So they parted.

The Duke ‘determined ¢o run down to Brigh-
ton for change of scene. Ie promised his
bankers to exan:"\ne every thing on <his return ;
ifi the mean time, they were to make all ‘neces-
sary advances, and honour his drafts to any ’
amount.

He found the city of chalk and shingles not
quite so agreeable as last year. He discovered
thet it‘_had no trees. Thqre was. t‘hete,‘ a‘tlso,
just every Rody that he did not wish to see.

.;‘;;It wag one great St. James's St;eet,t and sepmed
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only an'anticipat.on of that very season which
he dreaded. He was half Inclined to go some-
‘where LISC, but could not»fix upon .any =:pot.
London mlght be agreeable, as+it was empty —
but then those confounded accounts awaited
him. The Rird of Paradise ‘was a sad bore.
Ie really began to suspect .that she was little
better than an idiot : then, she ate so much,—
and he hated your eating women. He gladly
shufled her off 'on that fool Count Frill, who
daily brought his guitar to Kemp Town. They
just suited eack other. What ¢ madman he
had been, to have ecmbarmssed himself with
this creature! It would cost bim « pretty van-
som row, before he could obtain_his freedor.
How we change! Alrcady the Duke of St.

James began to think of nounds, shillings, and

pence. A year ago, as long as he could extri-

cate himself from a scrape, by force of cash,
he thought hlmself a ]ucky fellow.

The Graftons had not arrived, but were dally
expected. He really could not stand‘them.
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‘
As for Lady Afy, he execrated the greenhorn-
ism which had mad'e him feign a' passion, and
th(.n get caught where he meant to captwres
As for Sir Lucxu:-, he wmhed to IIeawen he
would gust take it into lns‘ head fo repay him
the fifteen thousand *he fad,lent: him at that
confounded glectiotl, -— to say nypthing of auy
thing else.

Then, there was Burlington, with his old
lovgs and his new dances. e wondered how
the deuce that fellow could be amused with
such frivolity, and always look so screme and
calm. "Then, there swas Squib : that man never
knew when to lsave off joking; and Annesley
with his false _rcﬁl‘)emeut 5 and Darrell, with his
petty ambition. He felt quite sick, and took a
solitary ride: but hegflew from Scylla to Cla-
rybdis. Mrs. Montfort could not forget their
many delightful canters last season to Rottin-
Qezm—a'ld lo ! she was at his side ;—he w1shed
her down the cliff. '
¢ In t:us ﬁt‘ of the spleen, he w‘gnt to the '[‘he-

}tre.: there were cleven people in* the boxes.
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He listened to Tl o School for Scandal.” Never
wa= slander more harmless.® He sat it all out,
«ad was sorry when it wassver, but was con-
soled by the devﬂs of Der Freischutz. Hox:
sincerely, how, ardently did he Iong to sclj him-
self to the demon ! If. was eleten o’clock, and
- aveaded the play to be over, as if he were a
child. What to do with himself, or where to
go, he was cqually at a loss. The door of the
box opened, and entered Lord Bagshot. If
it must be an acquaintance, this cub was better
than any of his srefined and lately cherished
companions.

“ Well, Bag, what are you deing with your-
self 7~ . ) N
» “Oh! I dont kncw: just looking in for a
lark  Any game ?”

¢ On my honour, I can’t say.”

“ What s that girl? Oh!s I see; that’s
litte Wilkins, There’s Moll Otway. No-

thing'new. °I shall go and rattle the, bones a

little—ch ! my boy #”

"fﬁattlé the bones! what is that ”
- LN
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“ Don’t you know ?” and Yere this promising

young peer manualiy explained hi., meaning,
¢ What do you lay at ?” asked the Duke.

" ¢« Hazard, for my moncy; but what you

like.” | ‘

¢ Where ¢”

“ We mect at De Berghem's. There.Is.,
jolly set of us. All crack men. When my
governor is here, I never go. He is so
jeglous. I suppose there must be only one
gamester in the family, ch '—my covey !” Lord
Bagshot, evcited by the unisual affability of
the young Duke, grew quite familiar.

¢ I have half a mind to look in with you,”

_paid his-Grace, with a careless uir: v

“ Oh! come along, by all mecans. They’ll
be devilish glad to sce you. De Berghem was
saying, the other day, what a nice fellow you
were, and how he should like to know you..
You don’t know De Berghem, do you?”

‘I hage seen him. I know eﬁot.gh of him.”

The two young noblcmen‘quitted the The-
(
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atre together, and, under the guidance of Lord
Bagshot, st%pped at a door in Brunswick Ter-
®race. There they found @llected a numerous
party, but all persons “f consideration. The
Baron, whoghad once been a .membes of the
diplomatic eorpg, and mow ltved in England,
=h{® choice, on pis pension gnd private fortune,
received them with the most marked courtesy.
Proud of his companion, Lord Bagshot’s hoarsc,
coarse, idiot volce seemed ever braying. JHis
frequent introductions of the Duke of St, James
were excruciating, and it required all the fFeez-
ing of a finished manner t® pass through this
fiery ordeal. His Gracc was mcquuinted with
moste of the guests by sight, and to some he
cven bowed. They were chiefly men of a cer-
tan age, with the exception of two or three
young peers like himsclf.

There was the Earl of Castlefort, plump and
luxurious, with a:youthful wig, who, though a
seXagenarian, liked no companion Bftter than a
mirror. His Lordship was the most amiabl®

w o .

_ . VOL. IIL . D
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man in the world, and the mokt lucky ;'but his
first was his merit, and the second“was not his
fmIlt There was the Juvenllc Lord, Dice, #ho'
lma:,ted of havmfr done his brothers out of their
miseralyje oOO()l. patrlmony;and allin one night.
But the wrinkle that Had #irealy réffled his once
clear brow, }Jis sunl(en eye, andy his convulsive™”
lip, had been thrown, I supposc, into the bargain,
and, in my opinion, made it a dear one. There
wag Temple Grace, who had run through four
fortunes, and ruined four sisters. Woithered,
thaugh only thirty, onc thing atone remained to
be lost—what he called his honour, which was
already on the agent to play booty. , There was
Cpgit, who, when he was drunk, swore that
he had had a father; bwt this was deemed
the only exception to gn vino veritas. Who ke
was, the Goddess of Chance could alone decide 3
and I have oftenethought that he might bear
t.}‘lﬁamc relation to her, as 5’Fneas to the God-
dess of Bguty. Ilis age was as great a mys-
stery as any* thing else. He d{essed still like
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a boy,—yet som. vowed he was eighty. He
must have leen Salathiel.® Property lie never
dadg—and yet he contrived/to live; connexion
he was not born with,—fet he.was upheld By
a set. He never played —yet he was the most
skilful dcaler. gomrr. « Hee did sthe honours of a
Reuge et Noir tablc to a miracle; and looking,
as he thought, most genteel :n a crimson waist-
coat and a gold chain, raked up the spoils, or
complacently announced aprés. Lord Cas.tle-
fort had few secrets from him: he was the |
jackal to these prowling beasts of prey ; looked
out for pigcons,-—got. up ligtle parties to Rich-
mond or Brighton,—sang a song, when the rest
were ,too anxious to make a noise, and yet dc—
o sired a little life, and perhaps could cog a dm
agrange a looking-glass, or mix a tumbler.
Unless the loss of an occasional Napoleon at
" a German watering-place is to, be so stigmatised,
gaming had never formed one of the numcrous
folties ofs the Duke of St. James. ,Rich, and
gifted with a génerous, sanguine, ‘m(l luxunuug
D2
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disposition, he had never beea tempted by the
desire of gain, or, as some may pcrhaps main-
tain, by the desire’ef excitement, to seek assist
alice or enjoyment ifi a mode of life which
stultiﬂss all otir fine fancies, deal(’lens all our
noble emotions, and morg;{ﬁef all pur beautiful
aspirations. . , —

I know that I am broaching a doctrinc
which many will start at, and which some will
protest aédnst, when I declaic my belicf, that
no person, whatever be his rank, or apparent
wealth, ever yet gamned, except from the pro-
spect of immediate gain. We hear much of
want of cxciterpent, of ennui, of saticty; and
tl}en the gaming-table is announced as a sort of
substitute for opium, wing, or any other mode
of obtaining a more intense vitality at the cost
of reason. Gaming is too active, too anxious,
too complicated, too troublesome,—in a word,
too sensible an affair for such spirits, who fly
:mly to a sprt of dreamy and indefinite distrac-

tion. The fact is, gaming is a:matter of busi-
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ness. Its objcct is tanmblea clear, and evident.
;I‘ﬂere is nothmg high, or’ inflammatory, or
exciting; mo false, magn}ﬁcence, no v1smna5y
clevation, in the affair at all. " Jt is the very
antipodes to®cnthusiasm of any kind. It pre-
supposes in its vetarty a mind essentially mer-
cantile.  All the feelings that are dn its train,
are the most mean, the most commonplace, and
the most annoying of daily life, and nothing
would tempt the gamester to cxpericnce thém,
except the great object which, as a matter of
calculation, he s willing to aim at on such
terms. No man flics to the gaming-table in a
paroxysm. The first visit rcquircs the courage
of g forlorn hope. The first stake will make tHe
* lightest mind anxiou.s, the firmest hand tremble,
ﬁaﬁd the stoutest heart filter. After the first
stake, it is all a matter of calculation and ma-
nagement, even in games of chance. Night
after night will reen play at 'Rouge et Noir,
upon what they call a system; and for

. . L) [ ]
hqurs their dtfention never ceases, any more
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than it would if they were in the shop, or
au the wharf. No manual labm‘;'r is more fa-
tiguing, and more degradirg to the labdurer,
El‘mn gaming. ~ Every gamester (I speak not of
the itreclaimable) feels ashamed. And this
vice, this worst vice; from whose embrace, mo-
ralists daily inforn: us, man oan never eséape,'
is just the one from which the majority of men
most completely, and most often, emancipate
themselves. Infinite are the men who have
lost thousands in their youth, and never dream
of chance again. It is this pursuit which,
oftener than any other, leads man to self-know-
ledge. Appalied by the absolute destruction
un the verge of which he finds his early’youth
just stepping; aghast at'the shadowy crimes’
which, under the infhacnce of this life, seem; as
it were, to rise upon his soul, often he hurries .
to cmancipate hifmself from this fatal thraldom,
and with a mdined fortune, and marred pro-
speets, y& thanks his Creator that his soul is
* still white, This conscience cleay 'and that, once
- mare, he lgrcathes thg sweet alr of ‘l.leaven. L
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And our young Duke, I must confess, gamed,
#s all othe’men have gam.ed—-for money. His
'sadety hqd fled the m;nh{:nt that l?is aﬂ'iirsik
were embarrassed. The thought suddenly
came into his heady while Bagshot wae speak-
ing. He dbtternindl to’ maKe an effort to re-
Tover: and so, completcly ywas it, a matter of
business with him, that he reasoned, that in the
present state of his affairs, a few, thousands
more would not signify,—that these few thou-
sands might lead to vast results, and that, if-
they did, he Would bid adieu ® the gaming-
table with the same coolnesy with which he had
saluted it.

Yet he felt a little odd, when he first rattled
the bones; and hi8 affected nonchalance made
#im constrained. He dancied every one was
watching him ; while, on the contrary, all were
too much interested in thcir* own different par-
ties. This feelir;g, howe_ve}', wore off.

.Accor:ling to every novelist, ‘a'nd-' the moral-
ists “our bepters,” the Duke of St. Jame}

,s'h;uld ha?_re been fortunate at leqst :o-njghr.



56 THE YOUNG DinE.

You always win, at ﬁrst, you know. If so, I
advise said chlldrcn of fancy and' of fact to
pocket their gams, &md not play again. The'
youno' Duke haii not the opportunity of thus
acting. «2ie lost fiftecn hungdred pounds, and at
half-past five he quitteéd the Baron's.

Hot, bilious, _m‘h a confoupded twang In
his mouth, and a cracking pain in his head he
stood one moment and sniffed in the salt sea
breaze. The moon was unfortunately on the
' waters, and her cool, beneficent light reminded
him, with disgust, of the hot, burning glare of
thc Baron’s saloon. He thought of May
Dacre, but clenched his, fist, and drove her

image from his mind.
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CHAPTER, VII.

HE rose late, and as he was loupging over
his breakfast, entered Lord Bagshot and,the
Baron. Already the young Duke began to
experience onc ‘of the gamester’s® curses, = the
intrusive society of those®of whom you are
ashamed. Eight-and-forty hsurs ago, Lord
Bagshot would no more have dared to cgll
upon the Duke of St. James, than to call at the
‘®avilion ; and now, with that reckless want
O tact which marks the innatcly vulgar, he
seemed to triumph in theire unballowed inti-
macy, ‘and loung‘ng into his Grace’s apartment
with that half-shuflling, half-swag_,germ«r air
u!d.xcauye of she ¢ cove,” hat °cocked, an(P
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thumbs in his great-coat pockets, cast his com-
placent eye around, and praised’ his Grace’s
“rooms.” Lord Bé&gsbot, who for,. the Gica
sional notice of the Dx;ke of St. Jamecs, had beén
so long.a read)‘f and patien butt, now appeared
to assume a higher “chatactgr, and addressed
his friend in a toge and manger which wére
authorized by the equality of their rank, and
the sympathy of their tastes. If this change
hag, taken placein the conduct of the Viscount,

\ it was not a singular one. The Duke also, to
his surprise,- found himself' addressing his
former butt in a very different style to that
which he had-assumed in the ball-room of
Roncaster. In vain, he tried to rally,— in
vain, he tried to snub. * It was indeed in
vain. He no longeg possessed any right 4o
express his contempt of his companion. That
contempt, indeed, he still felt. He despised Lord
Bagshot still, but he also dt’agpised himself.

. The soft*and silly Baron was a very different:

ssort of personage; but there Wwas something
1 . Lo
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sinister in_all his elaborate courtesy and highly
ar.tiﬁcial manner, which (}1;1 not touch the feel-
ings of the Duke, whase courtesy was but, the
expression of his noble fecl.ings, and whose

grace was..only the impulse of his ¥ich and

,costly blood. Baron de Berghem was too at-

tentive, and foo defercntlal. Re smiled and
bowed too much. He made no allusion to the
last night’s scgne, nor did his tutdred compa-
n;on, but spoke of very different and lighter
subjects, in a manner which at once proved his
experience of sociefy, th(.e liveliness of his ta-
lents, and the cultivation of h'is taste. He told
many stories, all very short and poignant, and

always about princes or princesses. Whatéver
[ ]

was broached, he always had his apropos of
«®

‘Vienna, and a]togethe.r seemed an cxperienced,
mild, tolerant man of the world, not bigoted
to any particular opinions. upon any subject,
but of a truly Wberal and philosophic mind.
When they had sat chattermg for half 2n
«houry thg Tsaron developed the objgct of hﬂ
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visit, which was to rendcavo.ur to .obtain the
pleasure of his Gracy’s company at dinner ; to «
taste some wild boar,cand fry some tokay.
The Duke, wholonged again for action, accept-
ed the invitation ; ,and then/they pa;‘ted.

Our hero was quite surprised at the feverist
anxiety with *which " he awaited” the hour of
union. ITe thought that seven o'clock would
never come.  He had no appetite at breakfast,
and ‘after that he rode, but lunchcon was a
‘blank. In the midst of the operation, he found
himself in a bliown study, “calculating chances.
All day long, his imagination had been playing
Hazard, or Rouge et Noir. Once, he thought
that he had discovered an infallible way of win-
ning at the latter. On the long run, he was
convinced it must answer, and he panted to
proveit.

Seven o’clock at last arrived, and he depar'té%
to Brunswicl. Terrace. Therd was a krillianc
party to meet him: the same set ‘as last night,
but select. He whs faint, and Jid yustice to
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tl:e cuisine 3f his host, which was indeed remark-
‘ablc. When we are drin];ing a man’s geod
wme, it i difficult to dlshke him., Prejudice
decreases with every draught ".His Grace be-
gan to thml( the ¥a|0x3 as .good-henrted as
agreeable. He Was grateful for the continued
attentions of old Castle'fort,'who, lte now found
out, had been very well acquainted with his
father, and oncg even made a trip t8 Spa ‘with
him. Lord Dice he eould not manage to®en-
dure, though that worthy was, for him, re-
markably courteom, and grmned with his
parchment face, like a good-humourcd Ghoul.
Temple Grace and the Duke became almost in-
timate. There was an amiable candour in tHat
gentlemans addreas a softness in his toncs,
%nd an unstudied and® extremecly interesting
delicacy in his manner, which in this socie-
ty was remarkable. Tom®Cogit necver pre-
symed fo comeencar the young. JPuke, but
paid him constant attention. He sat at thee

(4 . .
boettom 'lf the table, and was ever sending %
’ - -
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servant with some choice wine, or recommend-
ing him, through. some third person, some
choice dish. It is pleqsant tv be “ inade much
of,” as Shakspeare says, even by scoundrels.
To be King of y‘m‘n' compgny, is "a poor ambi-
tion,— yet homage is homale, and smoke_is
smoke — whether ft come out ‘of the chimney
of a palace, or of a workhouse.

The baaquet was not hurried. Though all
wisied it finished, no one liked to appear ur-
gent. It was over at last, and they walked up-
stairs, where the tables were ;trrange(l for all
parties, and all plziy. Tom Cogit went up a
few minutes bei"ore them, like the lady of the
mfansion, to review the li«rhts, and arrange the
cards. Feminine Tom Cogit'

The cvents of to-nifsht were much the same
as of the preceding one. The Duke was a
loser, but his losscs were not considerable. e
retired about the same houry with a head ot
so hot, or heavy; and he neve: looked at the

moon, or thought of May Datre. il e only
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wish that reigned in his soul, was a longing
for anothes opportunity, and he had agreed
®to dine wjth the Baron, w&forc he left Bru.ns-
wick Terrace.

Thus passed a week — one uig,;ht thauke of
St. James redccr.nin!; himselfy another falling
vack to his old position, now pushing on to
Madrid, now re-crossing the Tagus. On the
whole, he had lost four or tive. thousand
pounds, a mere’trifle to what, as he had heard,
had been lost and gained by many of his com-,
panions during only the prescmt season. On
the whole, he was one ofe the most modecrate
of these speculators, generally played at the
large table, and never joined :ny of those ppi-
vate cotcries, some of which he had observed,
end of some of which Be had heard. Yet this
was from no prudential resolve or temperate
resolution.  The young Dukg was heartily tired
of the slight r(,sult of all his anxicty, hopesy
and plafs, and ar dently wished for some oppor-

tunity o" comng to cleser aad .more decidesd
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action. The Baron also had resolv;ad, that
an end should be '-put to this \xirmishing,
—'but he was a caln. head, ‘and never hur.ied
any thing. )

“I hope you; Grace has been lucky to-night ?”
said the Baron ohe evening, strolling up to the
Duke: ¢ as for myvelf, really, jf Dice goes on
playing, I shall give up banking. That fellow
must have a talisman. I think he has broken
mope banks than any man living. The best
thing he did of that kind was the Roulette
story at Paris:  You have heard of that #”

“ Was that Lord Dice !”

“ Oh! yes, he does every thing. He must
hgye cleared his hundred thousand last year.
I have suffered a good deal since I have been in
England. Castlefort hgs pulled in a great dea!
of my money. I wonder tc whom he will leave
his property ?” |

“ You think him rich ?”

“ Oh! hg will cut up very large I said the

Laron, clevating his eyebrows.: ¢ Pf pleaeant
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man too! I do not know any man that I would
soener playgwith than Castfefort —no one who
Yoses his money with better,¥mper.”

¢ Or wins it,” said his ‘Grace.,

 That we, all do,” said the Baron‘faintly
laughing. ¢ Your Yirace hae lost, and you
du not seem particularly dujl. Yo.u will have
your revenge. Those who lose at first are al-
ways the children of fortune. I always dread
a man who loses &t first. All I beg is: that you
will not break my bank.”

“ Why ! youssee I am not playing now.”

“Tam not surprised. There is too much heat
and noise here,” said he. “ We will have a
quiet dinner some day, and play at our case.

» Come to-morrow, and I will ask Castlefort and
Rice. I should uncomrzmnly like, entre nous,
_ to win some of their money. I will take care

that nobody shall be herc whom you would not
like to meet. By the by, whom were you

)
.

. . .0 . 3
riding with this morning? Fine wolnan
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CHAPTER VIIL

THE young Duke had accepted the invitation
of the Baron de Berghem for to-morrow,. and
a(;cordingly, himself, Lords Castlefort and Dice,
and Temple Grace, assembled in Brunswick
Terrace at the usual }l)our. The dinner was
studiously plain, and very little wine was drunk ;
yet every thing was perfect. Tom Cogit step-
;>ed in to carve, in his aisual silent manner.
He always came in and went out of a roon
without any onc observing him. He winked
familiarly to Temple Grace, but scarcely pre-
sumed to bow to the Duke. He was very bugy
about the‘wjne, and dressed'the wild fowl inf

 mauner quife unparalleled. Tom (Cogit was
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the man for a sauce for a brown bird. What
asmystery &e made of it!° Cayennc:, and Bur-
“gundy, and limes were ingredients, but there
was a magic in the inc4ntation, with whichshe
alone was acquainted. He took partigyar care
to send a most .perl'ect portion to the young
Duke, and he did this, as he paid all attentions
to influential strangers, with the ;nost marked
consciousness of the sufferance which permitted
hiss presence: néver addressing his arace, but
audibly whispering to the servant,  Take this
to the Duke ;" wor ask.ing the attendant, ¢ whe-
ther his Grace would try the Hermitage 7
After dinner, with the exception of Cogit,
who was busied in compounding some wonder-
ful liquid for the future refreshment, they sat
®own to Jcarté. Withgut having exchanged a
word upon the subject, there scemed a general
understanding among all thg parties, that to-
mght was to be a pltdud Rattle, and they began
at once,” very brxskly Yet, in splte of thelr
universal' determmatxon, midnight.arrived th}»
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out any thing very decisive. * Anotl;er hour
passed over, and then Tom Cogit k&t touchitig
the Baron’s elbow; and whispering ,in a voice
wkich everybody could und'ersta.nd. All "this
meant Gthat su'pper was ready. It,was brought
into the room. )

Gaming has onendvantage—it gives you an
appetite ; v‘-@at is to say, as long as you have a
chance refhaining. The Duke had thousands,
—for at plresent, his resources were ‘mimpaixed,
and he was exhausted by the constant attention
and anxiety of five hours. He* passed over the
delicacies, and wentto the side-table, and began
cutting himself some cold roast beef. Tom
Cogit ran up, not to his Grace, but to the
Baron, to announce the shotking fact, that the
Duke of St. James was,enduring great troubled
and then the Baron asked his Grace to permit
Mr. Cogit to serve him. Our hero devoured—
I use the word advisedly, as fools say in thg’
House of Commons—he devoured the roés%
heef, and rejecting the hermitag‘,z with disgust,
asked fo. porter.
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They sat to again, fresh as cagles. At six
o’clock, accgunts were so coimplicated, that they
wtopped to make up their hoks. Each playe.:d
with his m.emorandums #nd pexcil at his side.
Nothing fatal had yet happened. TRe, Duke
owed Lord Dice abdut five thousand pounds,
ard Temple Grace owed himyas many hundreds.
Lord Castlefort .also was his dcbtor: to the tune
of seven hundred and fifty, and the'Baron was
in his books, but slightly. Every "half hom
they had amew pack of cards, and threw the
used one on the floor. All this time, Tom
Cogit did nothing but snuff the candles, stir
the fire, bring them a new packy and occasion-
ally make a tumbler for them. .

¢ At eight o'clock,e the Duke’s situation was
worsened. The run was greatly against him,
and perhaps his losses were doubled. He pull-
“ed up again the next hour or two; but never-
theless, at ten o'clock, owed everv one some-
thing. INoone ofPered to give over , \and every
one, perhaps, fglt that his object .was not ob-
tahfed. "They made their toilettes, and went
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down-stairs to breakfast. In the mean time,
the shutters were opened, the roompired ; ard
in less than an houy',, they were at it agam -
dThey played.till diner-time without inter-
missiog;.and though the Duke made some des-
perate efforts, and some¥ success’ul ones, his
losses were, nevertheless, treblcd Yet he ate
an excellent dinner, and was not at all depress-
ed; because the more he lost, the more his
courage and his resources scemed to expand.
At first, he had limited himsclf to ten thou-
sand ; after ,breakfast, it was to have been
twenty thousand ; then, tlhirty thousand was the
ultimatum ; and now he dismissed all thoughts
(‘)f limits from his mind, and was determined to
risk or gain every thing. . .
At midnight, he had lost forty-eight thousanyl
pounds. Affairs now began to be scrious. His
supper was not so hearty. While the rest were
eating, he walked about the room, and began
to limit h,is ambition to reébvery, and not' to
«Zain.  When you play to win('sback, the fun is
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over: there is nothing to recompense you for
ymﬁ' bodily #ortures and your degraded feel;
1ngs ;%and the very hest re%uit that can happen,
while it has no charms, seems to, your cowed
mind impossibbe.

On they played, and the Ditke lost more.
His mind was jaded. He flouldered ;—he made
desperate cfforts, but plunged deeper in the
slough. Feeling that, to regain his ground,
each tard mygt tcl.l, he acted on cach as if ¥
must win, and the consequences of this insanity
(for a gamester, at such a crisis, Is really in-
sane,) were, that his losscs'were prodigious.

Another morning came, and there they sat,
ankle deep in cards. No attempt at breakfasts
flow — no affectation "of making a toilette, or
aiMng the roomn. The atmosphere was hot, to
be sure, but it well became such a Hell. There
they sat, in total, in positive fggetfulness of
every thmg but the.hot game they\ re hunt-
ing down. There. was not 4 man in the room,

except Tom Cogh, who could have told you
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the nanie of the town in which they were living.
There they sat, aln;lost breathless, wt tching every
turn with the fell look in their ceunibal eye's,
which showed their total inability to sympa-
thize*with their fellow-tbeings. + All forms of
society had beén lon'g forgotten. * There was no
snuff-box handed*about now,,for courtesy, ad-
miration, or a pinch ; no affectation of occasion-
ally making a remark upon any other topic but
the all-engrossing one. Lord Cagtlefort rested
with his arms on the table:—a false tooth had
got unhingld. His LordsHip, who, at any
other time, would have been most annoyed,
coolly put it“in his pocket. His cheeks had
¢fallen, and he looked twenty years older. Lord
Dice had torn off his cravat, and his hair hung
down over his calloug, bloodless cheeks, straight
as silk. Temple Grace looked as if he were
blighted by lightning ; and his deep blue eyes
gleamed )".‘ke' a hymena. The Baron was least
changed. Tom Cogit, who smelt that the crisis

was at hand, was as quiet as & bribed rat.
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On *h.ey played till six o’clock in the évcning,
aad then tbey agreed to desist till after dinn?r.
®Loxl Dice threvz himsel’ on a sofa. Lord
Castlefort breathed witR diffieulty. The rest
walked aboyt. While they were restipg on
their oars, the y:)un.g Duke roughly made up
his accounts. He found that he. was minus
about one hundred thousand pounds.

Immense as thisloss was, he was more struck,—
more appalled, let me say,— at the strangengss
of the surro:mding scenc, than even by his own
ruin.  As he logked upon his fellbw gamesters,
he seemed, for the first time in’his life, to gaze
upon some of those hideous deémons of whom
he had read. He looked in the mirror at himg

el A blight scemed to have fallen over his
meauty, and his presence geemed accursed. He

, had pursued a dissipated, even more than a dis-
sipated career. Many were the nights that had
been spent by himgnot on Pis couch great had
been the ’exhau.stion that, he had often expe-
rienced ; hagga:tl had sometimes even been the®
VoL. 1112 E
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Lustre of his youth. But when had been marked
upon his brow this harrowing care? when had
his features befort, been sta.mped with , thig
arfziety, this- a»gulsh' this baffled desue, this
atranguuncarthly scowl, which made him even
tremble? What! was it 'pos's_ible'? it could
not be——that in time he was to be like those

awful, those unearthly, those unhallowed things
that were around him. He felt as if he had
fallen from his state,—as if he' had dishonoyred
his ancestry,—as if he had betrayed his trust.
He felt a criminal. In the~darkness of his
meditations, a flash-burst from his lurid mind,—
a celestial light appeared to dissipate this thick-
¢ning gloom, and his soul felt as it were bathed
with the softening radiancy. He thought of
May Dacre, he thought of everything that wa.
pure, and holy, and beautiful, and luminous,
and calm. It wgs the iunate virtue of the man
that made(,;.s(mis appeal to his corrupted na-
ture. His losses seemed nothing; ‘nis duke-
dom would be too slight a rangom for freedom
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from these ghouls, and for the breath of the
sweet air. "

° Be advaﬁ]ced to ’Ehe Barotf, and expressed his
desire to play no mare. ® There: was an immle-
diate stir. All jumped up, and nowshadeed
was done. Chnt, ,in lspite' of their exhaustion,
assumed her reign. They btgged him to have
his revenge,—were quite annoyed at the result,
-—had no doubt he would recover if he pro-
ceeded. Without noticing their remarks, he
seated himself at the table, and wrote cheques
for their respdctive, amounts,® Tom Cogit '
jumping up and bringing *him the inkstand.
Lord Castlefort, in the most affectionate man-
.ner, pocketed e draft ; at the same time re

® commending the Dlke not to be in a hurry,
But to send it when he ewas cool. Lord Dice

» received his with a bow,—Temple Grace, with a
sigh,—the Baron, with an avcyal of his readi-
ness always to givg him his reveng..

The Dke, though sick a{ heart, would not
leave the room™vith any-evidence®of a broken®
E2
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spirit; ‘and when Lord Castlefort aga.i!; repeat-
ed, ¢ Pay us when ‘We meet againg’ he said:
«T think it very improbable that we‘,shall raeet’
aghin, my Lords* I wished to know what gam-
ing was.e 1 had heard a great deal about it.
It is not so very'disgﬂstin;;; but I am a young
man, and cannot Play tricks, with my com-
+ plexion.”

. He reached his house. The Bird was out.
Hyg gave orders for himself not to be disturbed,
, and he went to bed; but in vain he tried to
sleep. What" rack exceeds the torture of an
excited brain, and* an exhausted body? His
hands and feet ‘'were like ice, his brow like fire;
his cars rung with supernatural roaring ; a nau-
sea had seized upon him, and death he would
have welcomed. In wain, in vain he courtea
repose; in vain, in vain he had recourse to
cvéry e’xpedien} ,to wile himself to slumber.
Each minq.t—/ he started frgm his pillow with
some phrase which reminded him of his la;.je‘

o
fearful society. Hour after ‘%our moved “on
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with its leaden pace ; each hour he heard strike,
8nd each ?our seemed an age. Each hour was
ondy a signal to cast oﬂ' sbme covering, or shxft
his position. It was, at length, .mommg Wlth
a feeling that he should go mad if he rémained
any longer in bed, he rose, and paced his cham-
ber. The air wefreshed him. e threw him-

self on the floor; the cold crept over his senscs,
and he slept.
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CHAPTER IX.

OH! yeimmortal Gods !—ye are still immor-
tal, although no longer ye hover oer Olympus.
The Crescent glitters on your mountain’s base,
and Crosses spring from out its toppling crags.
But in vain the Mufti, and the Patriarch, and
the Pope, flout at your past traditions. They
dre married to man’s memory by the sweetest
chain that ever Fancy wove for Love. The
poet is a priest, who does not doubt the mspf-
ration of his oracles; and your shrines are still .
served by a faithful band, who love the beauti-
ful, and adGre the glorious !{’ In vait:, iri vain,. -
they tell us your divinity is 2 dream. From

‘the cradle to the grave, our th‘oughts ,and feel-
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ings take their colour from, you. Oh! AEgio-
chus, the bgch has often proved thou art sti}l
a thinderer ; and, ,although thy twanging bow
murmur no longer thmugh the, avenging dir,
many an apple twig still indicates thy SutPaged
dignity, pulcl;er ZApollo! o

Oh! ye immostal Gods! nothing so difficult
as to begin a chapter, and thercfore have I
flown to you. In literature, as in life, it is the
first’ step—you know the rest. After a pam-
gcaph or so, our blood is up, and even my
jaded hnckncys' scud~ along, and warm up
into friskness. .

The Duke awoke: another day of his event-
ful life is now to run its course. Hetound that
the Bird of Paradise had not returned from an
excursxon to a neighbodting Park: he left a

*note for her, apprising her«of his departure to
London, and he despatched a very affectionate
letter to Lady Ap’irodite, which was the least
that he wuld do, considering that he perhaps
qqltted Brlghton the day of her arrival. And’
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having done all this, he ordered his horses, and
before noon was on his first stage. {

It was his bxrthd’ay He had corapletetl his
twenty-thn'd year. T‘}ns was sufficient, even if
he hel Yo other inducement, to fnake him in-
dulge in some slight reflection. 'Thesc annual
summings up are awkward things, evgn to the
prosperous and the happy, but to those who
are the peverse, who are discontented with
thomselves, and find that ym;th melting aWay,
which they believe can alone achieve any thing,
I think a bi‘rthday is about the most gloomy
four-and-twenty hours that cver flap their damp,
dull wings over melancholy man.
¢ Yet the Duke of St. James was rather
thoughtful than melancholy. His life had’
been too active of laté to allow him to indulée
much in that passive mood. ¢ I may never:
know what happiness is,” thought his Grace as
he leaned back in his whirlinf; britscha, « but r
think I know what happiness is not. It is fiot

' the career which I have hitherto pursued.  All
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this excitement which the‘y talk of so much,
wears out the mind, and, I begin to believe, even

®theebody,' for certainly 1y energies seem de-
serting me. But two’ years, ,two miserfble
years, four-and-twenty months, eight™andforty
times the héurs,, the few hotirs, that I have
been worse than, wasting hére, angd I am ship-
wrecked — fairly bulged. Yet I have done
every thing, tried cvery thing, and jny career
has» been an eminent career. Woe to #he
wretch who trusts to his pampered senses for
felicity! Woe to the wretch who flies from
the bright goddess Sympathy, .to sacrifice be-
fore the dark idol Self-love! Ah! I sec too
late, we were made for each other. Too late €

wdiscover the beautiful results of this great prin-
Yple of\g:reatién. Oh'! she blunders of an un-
.formed\character! Oh! the torture of an ill-
regulated mind !

“ Give me a li%. with no fierce alternations
of rapturé and apguish,—ne impossible hopes,—
no mad depressich. Free me frem the delusions®

ES
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which succeed each other like scentless roses,
that are ever bloomiﬁg. Save me from the ex-
citgement which briiigs exhaustion, .q.nd from
the' passion that procreates remorse. Give
me thg J.minous mind, where regognised and
paramount duty dispels the harassing, ascer-
tains the (%oubtful,‘ confirms_ the wavering,
sweetens the bitter. Give me content! Oh!
give me loye ! X

“Howisittoend? What is to becom~ of
me? Can nothing rescue me? Is there no
mode of relief, no place of sucuour, no quarter
of refuge, no hope of salvation? I cannot
right myself, and there is an end of it. Socie-
ty, society, society! I owe thée.much; and per-
haps in working in thy service, those feelings /
might be developed . which I am now cont
vinced are the only source of happiness—but
I am plunged too deep in the quag. I have no
impulse, no call. I know gst how it is,xbut
my energies, good and evil, s‘egm alike vanish-
ting. There stares that fellow'at my carriage !
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God ! willingly would I break the stones upon
the road for a4 year, to clear my mind of all
.theOpast! )

A carriage dashed by, and & lady bowed. ? It
was Mrs. Dallington Vere. ]

The Duke' had appointed his banker to dine
with him, as nof, 2 moment must be lost in pre-
paring for the reception of his Brighton drafts.
He was also to receive, this evening, 2 complete
report of all his affairs. The first thing tleat
struck his eye on his table was a packet from
Sir Carte Blanche. .He opene:i it cagerly,
stared, started, nearly shricked. It fell from
his hands. He was fortunatel.y alone. The
estimates for the completion of his works, and
khe purchase of the rest of the furniture, exact-
l} equalled the sum alfeady expended. Sir
Larte added, that the works might of course be
stopped, but that there was no possible way of
reducing them, with'any deference to the origi-
nal deslgn, scalo, and style; that he had al-
ready given mstructwns not to proceed with *
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the furniture until further notice, but regretted
to observe, that the orders were y)\ advance‘d.
that he feared it vas too late to “make "any’
sertsible reduction. It might, in some degree,
recortile"nis Grace to this report, when he con-
cluded by observing, that the advinced state of
the works could permit him tp guarantee that
the present estimates would not be exceeded.
The Dyke had sufficiently recovered before
the arrival of his confidential agefit not to ap-
pear agitated, only serious. The awful cata-
strophe at Brighton was announced, and his
report of affairs Was received. It was a very
gloomy one. Great agricultural distress pre-
vailed, and the rents could not be got in. Five
and twenty per cent. was the least that must be”
taken off his income, vand with no prospect of
being speedily added on. There was a project-,
ed rail-road which would entirely knock up his
canal, and even if crushedF must ’be e:é};;en-
sively opposed. Coals were falling also;“&nd
‘the duties in town in‘ereasing."' There was sad
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confusion ip the Irish estates. The mission-
aries, who were patromsed on the neighbouring
*langs of Axe of the City Compames, had been
exciting fatal confusmn Chapels were bufnt,
crops destroyed, stock butchered, and® reits all
in arrear. Mr. Dacre had contrived with great
prudence to repress the efforts ,of the new
reformation, and had succeeded in preventing
any great mischief. His plans for the pursual
of ltis ideas and .feclings upon this subject ad
been communicated to his late ward in an ur-
gent and important paper, which his Grace had
never scen,. but one day, unread, pushed into a
certain black cabinet, which perl.laps the reeder
may remember. His Grace’s miscellaneous
debts had also been ‘called in, and amounted to
u greater sum than theyshad anticipated, which
»debts alwdys do. One hundred and forty thou-
sand *pounds had crumbled away in the most
xmperceptﬂ)le maYner. A very great slice of
this was the portl(‘m of the jeweller. His shield

and his vases would at least be evidence to his®
» ’ " )
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posterity, of the splendour and the tust‘e of their
imprudent ancestor'; but he observed the other
items with less savsfaction. He’giscovered,
thet in the course of two Iyea.rs he had given
away orfe hundred and thirty-seven necklaces
and chains; and as' for rings, they must be
counted by the bushel. The result of this
gloomy interview was, that the Duke had not
only managed to get rid of the immortal half
million, but had incurred debts or engage-
ments to the amount of nearly cight hundred
thousand pounds, incumbrances which were to
be borne by a decieased, and perhaps decreas-
ing income. '
« His Grace was once more alone.

¢ Well ! my brain is not'turned ; —and yet, Is '
think, it has been pretty well worked these last
few days. It cannot be true: — it must all:be,
a dream. He never could have dmed?here,
and said all this. Have 1 indeed, been at
Bnghton? No, no, no,—I heve been sleepmg
after dinner. I havea good ‘mind to ring and
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ask whether he really was here. It must be
one great delusion. But no | —there are those
%ursed a.cc‘l‘hmts. Well! what does it signify ?
I was miserable b;fore,’and now I am omly
contemptibledn addition. How the wWorl b will
laugh! They werg made forsodth for my diver-
sion. Oh, idiot | you will be the bytt of every
one! Talk of Bagshot, indeed ! —Why, he will
scarcely speak to me!

“ Away with this! Let me turn these things
in my mind. Take it at one hundred and fifty
thousand. It is‘more—it must e more : but
we will take it at that. Now, suppose one
hundred thousand is allotted ever.y year to meet
my debts; I suppose, in nine or ten years I

*hall be free. Not that freedom will be worth
much then ; but still I am thinking of the glory
of the House I have betrayed. Well, then,
there is fifty thousand a-year left. Let me see :
twenty thousand Nave alwdiys been spent in
Ircland, and ten{ Pen Bronnock — and they
must not be cut down. The only thing I can '
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do now is, not to spare myself. Iam the cause,
and let me meet the consequences. Well, then,
perhaps twenty thoksand a-year rel!ﬁmn torkeep
Huuteville Clastle and Hauteville House; to
maimtairf-the splendour of the Duke of St.James.
Why, my hereditary charities alone amount to
a quarter of my income, to say nothing of inci-
dental charges: —1I too, who should and who
would wish to rebuild, at my own cost, every
bridge that is swept away, and every stéeple
that is burnt in my county.

« And now for the great point. Shall I pro-
ceed with my buildings? My own personal
convenience wlllispers—no ! But I have a strong
<onviction that the adviceis treasonable. What!
the young Duke’s folly, for every gazer in/’
town and country to¢sncer at! Oh! my fa-
thers, am I indeed your child, or am I bastard ?.
Never—never shall your shield be sullied while
I bear it! Never shall youlg proud banner veﬂ
whlle I am chieftain ! Theﬁshall be finished
— certainly, they shall be ﬁmshed if T die an



THE %OUNG DUKE. *39

exile! There can be no doubt about this: I
feél the deep propriety.

® « his gﬂl, too-T-sometf;ing must be done
for her. I must get Squib to yun down %o
Brighton for te: and Afy, — poor, dear Afy,
— I think she’ wills be sorr_;r when she hears it
all!

“ My head is weak: I want a counsellor.
This man cannot enter into my feelings. Then,
there” is my famil} lawyer. If I ask him for
advice, he will ask me for instructions. Be-
sides, this is not ‘a matter of poun.ds, shillings,
and pence ; it is an affair as 1.nuc}.1 of sentiment
as economy; it involves the honour of my
family—and I want one to unburthen myself to,
'\Vw can sympathize with the tortured feelings
of a Noble —of a Duke without a dukedom—

for it has come to that. But I will leave sneers

to the world.

¢ There is Annesley. Heis clever, but 50
cold-blooded. Hf has no ‘heart. There: ﬁ ‘:_
Squib. He is a good fellow, and has heart *
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enough ; and I suppose, if I wanted to pension
off a mistress, or compound with a few rascally
tradesmen, he would manage thet affaif to a
tiiracle. There is Darrell ; but he will be so
fusSy, “and confidential, and dfficial. Every
meeting will be a privy conncil, every discus-
sion a debatc, every ‘merrorandum a_ state
paper. There is Burlington : he is experienced,
and clever, and kind-hearted, and, I really think,
gikes me ;—but—no, no, it is too ridiculous.
We who have only met for enjoyment, whose
countenance was a smile, and whose conversa-
tion was bad'mage; we to meet, and meditate
on my broken fortunes! Impossible! Besides

© what right have I to compel a man, the study
of whose life is to banish care, to take all 1) _y-
anxieties on his back} or refuse the duty at the
cost of my acquaintance, and the trouble of his
conscience. Ah! I once had a friend, the bist,
the wisest—but no more( of that. What is
even the loss of fortune and\.sf consideration to
the loss of his——his daughter’s love !”
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His voice faltered, yet it was long before he
refired ; and he rose on the morrow only to
tedimte ostr his !)arassiné embarrassments.
As if the cup of his miséry wete not o’erflow-
ing, a new ineident occurred about tifis time,
which rendered his sense of thém even keener.
But this is impogtant enough to cqmmence a

new chapter.
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CHAPTER X.

» WiLLiaM HENRY, MARQUESS OF MARY-
LEBONE, completed his twenty-first year—an
event which created a jgreater sensation among
the aristocracy of England, even than the ma-
jority of George Augustus Frederick, Duke
cof St. James. The rent-roll of his Grace was
great; but that of his Lordship was incalclﬁ
lable. 'He had not fadeed so many castles as
our hero ; but then, in the metropolis, a whol'é
parish owned him as lord ; %\nd it was whxyer-
ed, that when a few miles of leases fell in, the
very Civil List must give hit the wall. Even
in the duration of his minority, he had the
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superiority over the young Duke, for the Mar-
quess was a posthumous son. .
® Layd Madylebone was a short, thick, swarthy
young gentleman, with wiry blick hair, a ndse
somewhat fla® sharp eyes, and tusky Thouth—
altogether notvery, unlike a terrier. His tastes
were unknown : hg had not travelled, nor done
any thing very particular, except with a few
congenial spirits, beat the Guards in 3 rowing-
match, —a prett_;’ diversion, and almost a8
conducive to a small, white hand, as almond
paste.

But his Lordship was now of age, and might
be seen cvery day at a certain hour rattling up
Bond Street with a long red van, in which he

‘«f‘ove four or five particular friends who lived
at Stevens’ hotel, and therefore, I suppose,
were the partners of his glory in his victory
over his Majesty’y household troops. Lord
Marylebone was the universal subject of con-
versation. Pursuif which would have devoted
a shabby Earl of ‘twelve or fifteen thousand a-
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year to universal reprobation, or, what is much
worse, to universal sneers, assumed quite a dif-
ferent character, vwhen they conitituted thi
cdarse of life of this fortunate youth. He was
a delightful young man. So unuffected! No
super-refinemenit, no false K delicacy. KEvery
one, every, sex, every thing, extended his, her,
or its hand to this cub, who, quite puzzled, but
too brutal to be confused, kept driving on the
ved van, and each day perpetrating some new
act of profligacy, some new instance of coarse
profusion, tasteless extravagance, and inele-
gant eccentricity.’
But, neve;theless, he was the hero of the
wtown. He was the great point of interest in
¢« The Universe,” and ¢ The New World” fp-
voured the old one vith weekly articles on ,ﬁs
character and conduct. The young Dukeﬁ%&s
quite forgotten, if really young he could be
longer called. Lord Marylebone was in the
mouth of every tradesman} vho guthentiéated

his own vile inventions by foisting them on his
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Lordship. * The most grotesque fashions sud-
degly inundated the metropo!is; and when the
Tuke .of St...lamc*, ventured go express his dis-"
approbation, he fouhd hjs empire was ovej.
“ They were gorry that it did not macet Jis
Grace’s taste ; sbut really what his Grace had
suggested was qulte gone by. Thxs was the
only hat, or cane, or coat, which nny civilized
being could be seen with. Lord Marylebone
wore, pr bore, no other.” i
In higher circles, it was much the same. Al-
though the dandies woulc.i not bate &n inch, and
certainly would not elect the young Marquess
for their leader, they found, to their disinay, that
the cmpire which they were meditating to defend, .
«had already slipped away from their grasp. A
ne¥w race of adventurous yquths appeared upon
the stage. Beards, and great-cqats even rougher,
bull-dogs instead of poodles, ‘clubs instcad of
canes, segars instead,of perfumes, were the
ordet of the day., f'here was no end to boat-
racing; Crockfords sneered at White’s; and
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there was even a talk of reviv*.iiig“ the ring.
Even the women “patronized the young Mar-
quess, and those who could not bp blind to his
real character, .were sure, that, if well managed,
he_yrould not turn out ill. .

Assuredly, our hero, though shelved, did not
envy his successful rival. Had he been, in-
stead of one for whom he felt a sovereign con-
tempt, a being even more accomplished than
himself, 'i)ity and not envy would have begn the
sentiment, he would have yielded to his ascend-
ant star. But, nevertheless, he could not be
insensible to the results of this incident; and
the advent of the youngr Marquess scemed like
.the sting in the epigram of his life. After all
his ruinous magnificence," after all the profuges
indulgence of his fanfastic tastes, he had so
times consoled himself, even in the bitterness
of satiety, by reminding himself, that he, at
least, commanded the adm{ratxon of his fellow.
creatures, although it had \ ¢en purchased at a
costly price. Not insensiblt to the power of
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his wealth, the magic of hjs station, he had,
hSwever, ventured to indulge in the sweet ba-
Qicf, othat shese qualities Were less concerned
in the triumphs of his ca;eer, thap his splendid,
person, his actomplished mind, his amlable™is-
position, and *his finished 'mam;er; his beauty,
his wit, his goodness, and his grace. KEven
from this delusion, too, was he to waken, and,
for the first time in his life, he gauged the
depth and streng.th of that popﬁlarity which .
had been so.dear to him, and w‘hich he now
found to be so shallow and so weak.

“ What will they think of me when they
know all! What they \..vill_: I care not. I
would sooner live in a cottage with May Dacre, *
\nd work for our dniiy bread, than be worship-
ped by all the beauty of this Babylon.”
= Gloomy, yet sedate, he returned home. His
letters announced& two extraordinary events.
M. de Whiskerburg' had galloped off with
Lady Aphroditeffind Count Frill had flown
away, with o Bird of Paradise.

VOL. IlI. 4 F
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CHAPTER ‘)'cr.

THE last piece of information was a relief;
but the announcement of the elopement cost
him a pang. Both surprised, and the first
shocked hin;. We arc unreasonable in love,
and do not like to'be anticipated even in neglect.
An hour ago, Lady Aphrodite Grafton was to

« him only an object of anxjety and a cause of
embarrassment. She was now a being to whor )
he was indebted for #ome of the most pleasing
hours of his existence, and who could no longer
contribute “to his felicity., Every body gp-
peared deserting him. -

He had neglected her, to\l‘,e sure; and they
must have parted, it was certain. Yet although



THE YOUNG DUKE. 99

tbe present event saved him from the most har-
rowmg of scenes, he could not refrain sheddmg
atedr. So good !, and sd beautiful !——and
was this her end ? He: who kaew all kflew
how bitter had been the lot of her hfe *
It is certain, tlhat when one of your vcrv vir-
tuous women veitures to be a little indiscreet,
I say itis certain, though I regret it, that sooner
or later there is an explosion. And #he reason
is this, that they are always in a hurry to make
up for lost time, and so love with them be-
comes a business instead of being a pleasure.
Nature had intended Lady Aphrodite Grafton
for a Psyche, so spiritual was her sonl, so pure
her blood!  Art,: that is, education, which af
Veast should be an art, though it is not,— art
had exquisitely sculptufed the precious gem
“that Nature had developed, and all that was
wanting was lowe to stamp an impression.
Lady Aphrodite Grafton n;ight have been as
perfect a charact# as was ever the heroine of a
novz-l:—:am(?J to whose account shall we place her'
F 2
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blighted fame and sullied lustre ? To that ani-
mal, who seems formed only to betray woman
Her husband was k& traitor in difguise. ¢ She
fodnd herself .betrayed ; but like a noble chief-
tair’f when her capital was lost, maintained her-
self among the ruins of hen ha[;piness, in the
citadel of her virtue. She rsurrendered, she
thought, on terms, and in yielding her heart to
the young Duke, though never for a moment
Hiind to her conduct, yet memory whispered
extenuation, and love added ——all that was
necessary. g

Our hero (I am for none of your perfect
heroes) did not behave much better than her
%iusband. The difference .between them was,
Sir Lucius Grafton’s character was formed, ang®
formed for evil ; whilt the Duke of St. James,
when he became acquainted with Lady Aphro®
dite, possessed none. QGallgitry was a habit,
in which he had been brought up. To protest
to woman what he did not be\gve, and to feign
what he did not feel, was, as h:': suppesed,
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parts in the character of an accomplished gen-
.tieman; and as hitherto }:.e had not found his
care®r prddhictive of any thisery, wé may per-
haps view his conduct with less severity. Hut,
at length, he appmaches,—not a mere woman
of the world, "whe tries to delude him into the
idea, that he is the first hero of a romance that
has been a hundred times repeated. He trem-
bles at the responpsibility which he has incurred
by :angaging the feelings of another. In tfle
conflict of his emotions, some yays of moral
light break upon his dirkened soul. Profligacy
brings its own punishment, and he feels keenly
that man is the subject of sympathy, and not
the slave of self-love. .
¢ This rcmorse protracts & connection, which
cach day is productive of more painful feelings ;
‘but the heart cannot be overstrung, and anxiety
ends in callousndks. Then, come neglect, re.
mpnstrance, explan'ations, protestations, and,
sooner or later, ’ ? catastrophe.
But lovs‘ is a dangerous habit, and when”
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once indulged, is not easily thrown off, unless
you become devout, which is, in a manner,
giving the passion a hew direction. #Th Cathiolic'
countries, it is surpnsmg how many adven-
turés end in a convent. A dame, ‘in her despe-
ration, flies to the gra;,te, which never re-opens:
but in Protestant regions, shethas time to cool,

and that’s the deuce; so, instead of taking the

veil, she takes a new lover.

"'Lady Aphrodite had worked up her mind,
and the young Duke, to a step, the very men-
tion of which, a year before, would have made
her shudder. What an enchanter is Passion !
No wonder, Ovid, who was a judge, made
fove so much connected with his Metamor-
phoses. 'With infinite difficulty, had she dared
to admit the idea of flying with his Grace: but
when the idea was once admitted; when she
really had, once or twice, cotstantly dwelt on
the idca of at length being free from her tyrant,
and perhaps about to indulge }1 those beautiful

affections for which she was formed, and. of
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which she had been rifled; when, I say, all
* this occurred, and her hero diplomatized, am.l,
®in short, &kgpt back—why, she had. advanced
one step, without l;nowjhgfit, ‘lo running ayay
with another*nian.

It was unfucky that D& Whiskerburg stept
in. An Englishpan would not have done. She
knew them well, and des;pised them all; but
he was new (dangerous novelty) with a cast of
feelings, which, "because they were strange, she
believed to be unhackneyed, and he was im-
passioned. I need nog go on. )

So this star has dropped *from out the hea-
ven; so this precious pearl no'longer gleams
among the jewels of socicty, and there shg

. breathes in a foreign land, among strange faces,
and stranger customs; and when she thinks of
.what is past, laughs at some present emptiness,
and tries to persiyade her withering heart, that
the mind is independent of country, and blood,
and opinion. And her father’s face no longer

shipes with its proud love, and her mother’y
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voice no longer 'wbhispers to her with sweet
anxiet}. Clouded is the brow of her bold bro-
tiler, and dimmed i the radiancy nf her bud-
ding sister’s bloom. ,

Poor ceeature! that is to sayy wicked wo-
man !—for I am not one of those who set myself
against the verdict of society, or ever omit to
expedite, by a gentle kick, a falling friend.
And yet, when I just remember beauty is
bgputy, and grace is grace,land kindness is
kindness, although the beautiful, the graceful,
and the amiai»le, do get. in a scrape, I don’t
know how it is, I confess it is a weakness, but
under these circumstances, I do not feel quite
inclined to sneer. But this is wrong. We
should not pity or pardon those who have,
yielded to great temptstion, or perchance great
provocation. Besides, it is right that our sym-
pathy should be kept for the jyjured.

To stand amid the cold ashes of your deso-
late hearth, with all your Pepates shivered at
your feet; to find no smiling face meet your
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return, no brow look gloomy, when you leave
Your door, to eat and sleep alone, to be bored
' with grumpling servants gnd with weekly bllls,
to have your children  %asking after ‘Mamyna ;
and no one®to nurse your gout, of curs the
influenza that rages in yotir hotisehold: —all this
is doubtless harg to digest, and wpuld ¢tell in
a novel, pérticularly if written by my friends
Mr. Ward or Mr. Bulwer. .

But is it true'."’ I hope not. I, who am the
loneliest of the sons of Adam, on whom no'fe-
malc ever will drop in, just for a quiet chat,
except the Muse, who will dot quite desert me,
I have some idea of trying the comforts and the
consolation of the blessed state; and, I confessy

.though of a mild and tolerant disposition—one.
in fact, who can bear anything—I say, I should
7ot exactly like—you understand me.

Therefore, I E¥g it to be most explicitly un-
derstood, that if ahy damsel, instead of going
out to India, ¢hoose to come out to me on
speculation,_(l promise to give her a fair trial,)

F 5
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I beg it, I say, to be most distinctly understood,
that she must behave herself. !
For Doctors’ Comgnons are a copaon hore, !
or shore, the c{ortca ma\cima of society, and, no
doulk¢, terltl greatly to the purity of our morals.
But then, in England; you haye tJ pay for vir-
tue, as well,as every thing elge; and I cannot
ensure the purity of my posterity at the cost of
the purse of the present generation.

«And so, Ma'm’selle, this is an understood
condition. For the rest of your qualifications,
fortune is no t;bject; by which I mean to be un-
derstood, that if gréce and beauty will not come,
backed by those sweet acres and consols ; why,
d 'must take the picture without a frame, and
wear the gem without its burnished bed. Love,
and cconomy will doubtless do wonders. For
your style of loveliness, although like all others,:
I may have my penchant ; neyertheless, blondg;
or brunette, T shall be satisfied. I only insist '
upon‘an exquisite taste in costyme. I hate an

Ul-dressed woman. In this accomplished age,
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it is unnecessary to say gny thing of accom-
“plishments; and provided you do not copy
prints, dnd will fa\"our ene with more of the
piano than of your guifar, we shall not quarrel.’
You must *hot be at all fantastic, but & most
obedient #nd quiet wife.” You must condescend
occasionally to turn a leaf of Jarrin or of Dolby;
but on the other hand, you may eat as little as
you like. Of ‘myself, I say nothipg, because
egdtism is not my forte; but if you wis¥to
make enquiries, I am ready with the most ve- ,
spectable references, requiring, as I do, the same.
and also, that all letters be post-paid.
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CHAPTER XII.

THE Duke had passed a stormy 1norn§ng
with his solicjtor, who wished him to sell
the Pen Bronnock properly, which, being par-
liamentary, woyld command a price infinitely
greater than might be expected from its rela-
tfve income. The very idea of stripping his
coronet of this brightest jewel, and thus sacri-
ficing for wealth the ¥ds of riches, greatly
disordered him, and he more and more felt
the want of a counsellor who dbuld sympathize
with his feelings, as well as arrange his for.
tunes. In this mood he suddenly seized a pen,

and wrote the following letter.
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¢ ———p House, Feb. 5,182—
““MY DEAR MR, mcnn' '

-

® «3 kEfNLY feel thnt 7ou are the last per-

son to whom I shoutd aﬁp]y for, the coungels
or the consolition of friendship. I Bave long
ago forfeited ‘all glaims to ydur regard, and
your estcem I ngver possessed. Yet, if only
because my career ought to end by my being
an unsuccessful suppliant to the jndividual
whomh both virtue and nature pointed out te
me as my best friend, and whose proffered and
parental support I have so wantonly, however
thoughtlessly, rcjected, I do not regret that
this is written. No feeling of false delicacy can
prevent me from applying to one to whom I haves
long ago incurred ix;calculable obligations, and
no fecling of false delicaty will, I hope, for a
tnoment, prevent you from refusing the applica-
tion of one who has acknowledged those obli-
gations only by mcu]culable _ingratitude.

% In a word, my affairs are, I fear, inextri-

cably involved. I will not dwell upon the mad-*
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ness of my life, suffice that its consequences
appal me. I have reallx -endeavoured to exa-~
mine into all detaxls,,md" anp prepaed to »neet’
the_ evil as beegzné! m% & but, indeed, my head
tures with the comp‘hcated intercsis which soli-
cit my consideration ; and I tremble lest, in the
distraction of my mind, I may adopt measures
which may baffle the very results I would attain.
For myself, I am very ready to pay the penalty
of my silly profligacy ; and if exile, or any other
personal infliction, can redecm the fortunes of
the House th\at I have betrayed, I shall cheer-
fully submit to my destiny. My career has
been productive of too little happiness to make
me regret its termination.

« But I want advice: I want the counsel of
onc who can sympathize with my distracted
feelings — who will look as much, or rather
more, to the honour of my ﬂ.rlnily than to the
convenience of myself. I cannot obtain tli,is
from what are called men of ‘business— and,
with a blush, Is confess I have no friend. ., In
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this situation, my thoughts recur to one on
“Whom, believe me§: they have often dwelt ; and
®althqugh o  have »QQ ngh{ to appeal to your
heart, for my father’s sake yéu will perhaps
pardon this ®address. Whatever yoR may. re-
solve, my déarest Sir, rést assured that you
and your family will always command the live-
liest gratitude of one who regrets he may not
subscribe himself
* “Your of)liged and devoted f;iend, .
“ St. JAMES.
1 beg that you will not answer this, if your
determination be what I anticipate and what I
deserve.” |
¢ Dacre Dacre, Fsq.”
&e. &e. &e.

« It was signed, sealed, and sent. He repented
its transmission, When it was gone. He almost
resolved to send a courier to stop the post. He
continued walking up and down his room for

the rest of the day : he could not eat, or reads
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or talk. He was plunged in a nervous reverie.
He passed the next day in the same staté,
Unable to leave his ouse, and unsge:: by wisit-'
ors. he retired to his 'bed, feverish and dispi-
rited. Tile morning came, and he woke from
his hot and broken sléep at an early hour; yet
he had not energy to rise. At last, the post
arrived, and his letters were brought up to him.
With a trembling hand and sinking breath he

read these lines :—

“ Castle Dacre, February 6, 182—

“ MY DEAR YOUNG FRIEND,

“ Not only for your father’s sake, but your
©Wn, are my services ever at your command. I
have long been sensible of your amiable dispo-
sition, and there are eircumstances which will
ever make me your debtor. '

“ The announcement of the 8mbarrassed state
of your affairs fills me with sorrow and anxiety
—yet I will hope the best. Young men, uncon-

Sciously, exaggerate adversity as well as pros-
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perity. If you are not an habitual gamester,
aud I hope you have not been even an occasional
%ne, unbounded extravagac.hce could scarcely,
in two years, have’ permanently.m.]ured ygur
resources. However, bring down with you all
papers, and bé careful to nfake no arrangement,
even of the slightest nature, until we meet.
“ We expect you hourly. May desires her
kindest regards, and begs me to express the
great pleasure which she will feel at again find,
ing you our guest. It is unnecessary for me to
repeat how very sincerely I am your friend.
“ I’ACRE DACRE.”

He read the letter three times, to be sure
he did not mistake the delightful import. Then
he rang the bell with a vivacity which had not
characterised him for many a month.

“ Luigi! prepdre to leave town to-morrow
morning for an indefinite period. I shall only
tal:{e you. I must dress immediately, and or-

der breakfast and my horses.”
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The Duke of St. James had communicated
the state of his affairs to Lord Fitz-pompey,
who was very shockud, offered his bert seryices,
and also asked him ‘to.dinner, to meet the Mar-
qu\ess of 'farylebone. The youug Duke had
also announced to his relatives, and to some of
his partlcular friends, that he intended to travel
for some time, and he Wcll knew that their
charitable cxperience would understand the
rest. They understood every thing. The Mar-
quess’s party daily increased, and ¢ The Uni-
verse” and “ The New World” announced, that
the young Duke was ¢ done up.”

There was one person to whom our hero

 would pay a farewell visit before he left Lon-
don. This was Lady Caroline St. Maurice.
He had called at Fijz-pompey House one or
two mornings in the hope of finding her aloney
and to-day he determined to h.: more successfili+
As he stopped his horse for the last time before
his uncle’s mansion, he could not help calling

to mind the first visit which he had paid after
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his arrival. But the door ogens,—he enters,—
he is announced,—and finds Lady Caroling
.alone;‘

Ten minutes passed awhy, as if the mornijng.
ride or evening ball were again to brl’ng them
together. The young Duke was still gay, and
still amusing. A% last he said with a smile— -

Do you know, Caroline, this is a farewell
visit, and to you ?”

She did not speak, but bent her head, as il
she were intent upon some work, and so seated
herself that her countertance was almost hid.

* You have heard from my. uncje,” continued
he, laughing; “and if you have not heard from
him, you have heard from somebody clse, of my o
little scrape. A fool and his money, you know,
Caroline, and a short réfign and a merry one.
When we get prudent, we are wondrous fond
of proverbs. My'reign has certainly been bricf
cnough: with regard to the merriment, that is
not quite so certain. I have little to regret

except your society, sweet coz !” 4
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¢ Dear George, how can you talk so of such
serious affairs! If _you knew how unhappy,
how miserable I amy when I hear the cold; cal-
lour world speak of such thlngs with indiffer-
ence, you would at least not nmtate their
heartlessness.” ‘

¢ Dear Caroline ! said he,seating himself at
her side.

I cavnot help thinking,” she continued,
“* that you have not sufficiently exerted }:our-
self about these embarrassments. You are, of
course, too harassed —too much annoyed—too
little accustomed to the energy and the detail
of business, to interfere with any effect; &t
ssurely, surely, a friend might. You will not
speak to my father, and perhaps you have your
reasons ; but is there'no one else? St. Mau-
rice, I know, has no head. Ah! George, Y
often fecl, that if your relations had been dif-
ferent people, your fate might have been dif-
ferent. We are the fault.”

" He kissed her hand.
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“ Among all your intimates,” she continued,
™ is there no one fit to be your counsellor — no
%ne worthy of your confiderjce " '

 None,” said the Dulse bitterly, “ none.—
none. I havemo friend among those hitimates :
there is not a man_of themd who cares to serve,
or is capable of serving me.” .

“ You have well considered 7 asked Lady
Caroline.

¢ ‘Well, dear, ‘well. I know them all by .
rote,—hcad and heart. Ah! my dear, dear
Carry, if you were a wman, what a nice little
friend you would be !” :

“ You will always laugh, George. But I —
I have no heart to laugh. This breaking up of ,
your affairs, this ex.ile, this losing you whom
we all love —love so dearly, makes me quite
miserable !”

He kissed her hand again.

“I dare say,” slie continued, ‘“ you have
thought me as heartless as the rest, because I

nevey spoke. But I knew—that is; I feared— »
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or, rather, hoped, that a great part of what I
heard was false; and so I thought notide
was unnecessary, ajd might be pairful. , Yet!
.i-Ieaven knows, there are few subjects that
have beén oftener in my thoughts, or cost
me more anxiety. Are you,sure you have no
friend ?”
¢ I have you, Caroline. ‘I did not say I had
no friends: I said, I had none among those
~“ntimates you talked of ; that there was no man
among them capable of the neccssary inter-
ference, even if he were.willing to undertake it.
But I am not friendless —not quite forlorn,
love! My fate has given me a friend, that I
» but little deserve; one whom if I had prized
better, I should not perha'ps have been obliged
to put his friendshipsto so severe a triul. To-
morrow, Carolinie, I depart for Castle Dacre ;
there is my friend. Alas!'how little have: I
deserved such a boon !” .

“Dacre ! exclaimed Lady Caroline, ¢ Mr.
" Dacre! Oh! you have made me so happy,
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George ! Mr. Dacre is the very, very person,—
that is, the very best person you could possibly
“have applitd to.” )

“ Good b’ye, Caroline,” said his, Grace, risifig.

She burst ilto tears.

Never, never had she looked so lovely :
never, never hac he loved her sc entirely !
Tears | —tears shed for him! Oh! what, what
is grief, when a iqvely woman remains to weep
over 'our misfortunes ! Could he be miserabl.
—could his career indeed be unfortunate, when
this was reserved for *him? He was on the
point of pledging his aﬂ"ecti.on,-,—but to leave
her under such circumstances was impossible :
to neglect Mr. Dacre was equally so. He de-
termined to arrange his affairs with all possible
promptitude, and then to-hasten up, and entreat
Lier to share his diminished fortunes. But he
would not go witlllout whispering hope — with-
out leaving some soft thought to lighten her
lonely hours. He caught her in his arms; he

covered her sweet, small mouth with kieses,’
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and whispered, in the midst of their pure

embrace —
. ¢
¢ Love !—Love ! I shall soon retdrn, #ud we

wi'l yet Pe hzppy.”

END OF THE FOURTH BOOK.
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CHAP. I

Miss DACRE, although she was prepared to
greet the Duke of St. James with cordiality,
did not a:nticipate with equal pleasure the ar-
rival of the pages a.nd' the jager. Infinite had
been the disturbances they had occasioned dur-
ing their first visit, and endless the complaints
of the steward and the housckeeper. The men-
servants were initiated in the mysteries of do-
minges, and the mz.aid'-servants in the tactics of
flirtation. Karlstein was the hero of the under-

butlers, and even the trusty gua.rd{an of the
L
’
G2
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cellar himself was. too often on the point of ob-
taining the German’s opinion of his master’s

. German wines. Geming, and drunkenners, and
lov.e, thle most prod'uctiv; of all the teeming
causes of human sorrow, had, il a week, sadly
disordered the'well-’reguluted household of Cas-
“tle Dacre; and nothing but, the impetuosity of
our hero would have saved his host’s establish-
ment from utter perdition. Miss Dacre was,
therefore, not less pleased than surprised, when
the britscha of the Duke of St. James dis-
charged, on a fine afternoon, its noble master,
attended only by the faithful Luigi, at the
terrace of the Castle.

A few country cousins, fresh from Cumber-
land, who knew nothing of the Duke of St.James,
except from a stray isumber of ¢ The Universe,”
which occasionally stole down to corrupt -<he
pure waters of their lakes, were the only guests.
Mr. Dacre grasped our hero’s hand with a
warmth and expression which were unusual to
him, bdt which conveyed, better than words,



THE {OUNG DUKE. - 125

the depth of his friendship;.and his daughter,
who looked more beautiful than ever, advanced.
with & bedming facc and joyous tone, whlch
quite reconciled the Duke?of St. James to bemg
a ruined man. '

The presence of.stranger.s limited their con-
versation to subjecgs of general interest. A=
dinner, the Duke took care to be most agrec-
able: he talked in a very unaffected.manner,
and particularly to the cousins, who were all’
delighted with him, and found him ¢ quite a
different person to what they had fancied.”
The evening passed over, a;xd even lightly,
without the aid of ecarté, romances, or gallops.
Mr. Dacre chatted with old Mr. Montingford,
and old Mrs. Montingford sat still admiring her
¢ girls,” who stood still atlmiring May Dacre
singing or tfllking, "and occasionally reconciled
us to their occasional silence, by a frequent
and ,extremely hearty laugh — that Cumberland
laugh, which never outlives a single season in
London. e
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And the Duke,of St. James — what did he
do? It must be confessed, that in some points
he greatly resembled the Misses Montingford),
f.'ot. he was hoth sileiit and admiring — but he
never la'ughed. Yet he was nof dull, and was
careful not to' show that he had cares, which is
~sulgar. JIf a man be gloomy, let him keep to
himself. No one has a right to go croaking about
society, gr, what is worse, looking as if he stifled
grief. These fellows should be put in the pound.
I like a good broken heart, or so, now and
then; but then we should retire to the Sierra
Morena mounta.ihs, and live upon locusts and
wild honey, not ¢ dinc out” with our cracked
cores, and while we are meditating suicide, the
Gazette, or the Chiltern hundreds, damn a vin-
tage, or eulogize an-enﬁfe.

And as for cares—what are cares when a man
is in love? Once more they had met, —once
more he gazed upon that sunny and sparkling
face, = once more he‘ listened to that sweet gnd
thrilling voice, which sounded like a bird-like
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burst of music- upon a summer morning. She
moved, and each attitude was fascination. She
swas still  and he regretl:ed that she moved.
Now her neck, now he» hair, now her ro.ufxd
arm, now hfr tapering waist, radished his
attention: now be is id ecstasies, witls her
twinkling foot; now he is dazzled with &er
glancing hand.

Once more he was at Dacre! How different
was this meeting‘to their first ! The;‘l, she wae ,
cold, almost cutting ; then she was disregard-
ful, almost contemptyous; but "then he had
hoped,—ah ! madman, hc hatl more than hoped.
Now she was warm, almost affectionate ; now
she listened to him with readiness, ay! almost,
courted his conversation. And now he could
only despair. As he stod alone before the fire,
chewing this bitter cud, she approacheﬂ him.

“ How good ygu were to come directly {” she
sald with a amlle, Whlch melted his heart. I
fear, howcver, you will not find us as merry as

before. But you can make any thing amusinge
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Come then, and sing to these damsels. Do you
know they are half afraid of you? and I can-
Jot persuade them that a terrible magiciay has ¢
not assumed, for the nence,’ the air and appears
ance of a Young gentleman of dist}iction.”

He smiled, but could not speak. Repartee
sadly desergs the lover; yet syliles, under those
circumstances, arc very eloquent; and the eye,
after all, speaks much more to the purpose,

»than the 'tongue. Forgetting every thing, ex-
cept the person who addressed him, he offered
her his harid, and advanced to the group, which

surrounded t~h9 pidno.
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CHAPTER II1.

THE next morning was passed by the Duke of
St. James in giving Mr. Dacre his rei)ort of the
state of his affairs. His banker’s accounts, his
architect’s estimates, his solicitor’s statements,
were all brought forward and discussed. A
ride generally with Miss Dacre ‘and one of her
young friends, dinner, and a short evening,
and eleven o'clock, sent them all to repose.
Thus glided on a fortnight. The mornings
continued to be passed in business. Affairs were
more complicated"than his Grace had imagined,
who had noidea of detail. He gave all the in-
formatior that He could, and made his fx:iend
master of his particular feelings. For the rest,s

¢S5
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Mr. Dacre was soon involved in much corre-
spondence and alth:)ugh the young Duke could
no longer assist him, he recommended, and
eamestly begged tha; he' would remam at,
Dacre ; fot he could perceive, better than his
Grace, that our. hero was labourmg under a
great deal of excitement, and that his health
was nnpalred A regular course of life was
therefore as tfecessary for his constitution, as it
vas desirable for all other reasons. .

Behold, then, our hero domesticated at Dacre

—Trising 4t nine, joining a family breakfast,

taking a qulet ride, or moderate stroll, some-

times looking into a book, but he was no great
reader ; sometimes fortunate enough in ‘achiev-
ing a stray game of billiards, usually with a
Miss Montingford, and retiring to rest about
the time that in London his most active ex-
istence generally began. Was he dull? was
- he wearied? He was never lighter hearted, or

more contented, in his life. "Happy he could
. hot allow himself to be styled, because the very

-
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cause which breathed thi§ calm over his exist-
ence seemed to portend a storm, which coyld
not be avoided. It was Yhe thought, the pre-
.sence, the smile, the veice of May Dacre, that
imparted thfs new interest to exisfence; that
being who nevey could be hist He shuddered
to think that all‘ this must end ; but althowigh
he never indulged again in the great hope, his
sanguine temper allowed him to thrust away
the future, and 'to participate in all the joys cf .
the flowing hour.

At the end of Fehruary, the Montingfords
departed, and now the Dukg was the only
guest at Dacre; nordid he hear that any others
were expected. He was alone with her again o
often was he alone with her, and never without
a strange feeling coming over his frame, which
anade him tremble. Mr. Dacre, a man of active
habits, always f(;und occupation in the various
interests of a large’ estate, and usually request-
ed, or rather required, the Duke of St. James to

be his companion. He was desirous that the
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Duke should not be alone, and ponder too
much over the past; nor did he conceal his
wxches from his daughter, who on all m.casxons,
as f'he Duke observed w.'th gratification, second-
ed the behevolent intentions of fher parent.
Nor did our hero indetd wish to be alone, or to
pander over, the past. He was quite contented
with the present; but he did‘ not want to ride .
with papa, and took every opportunity to shirk ;
a2l which Mr. Dacre set down to the irdo-
lence of exhaustion, and the inertness of a mind
without an object. .
“I am going tb ride over to Doncaster,
George,” said Mr. Dacre one morning at break-
Jfast. T think that you had better order your
horse too. A good ride will rouse you, and
you should show yourself there.”
“QOh! very well, Sir; but,—but I think,
that——" '
¢ But what ?” asked Mr. Dacre, smiling.
The Duke looked to May Dacre, who seemed
o take pity on his idleness.
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“ You make him ride too yauch, papa. Leave
him at home with me. I have a long round
‘to-dgy, ahd want an escort. I will take him
instead of my friend Tom Carter. You qn'lst
carry a baske! though,” said she, turning to the
Duke, ¢ and run for the doctor if he be wanted,
and, in short, do_any odd message.that titns
' .
So Mr. Dacre departed alone, and shortly
after *his daughte.r and the Duke of St. James

”

set out on their morning ramble. Many were
the cottages at which they called, — many the
old dames, after whose rheumatisms, and many
the young damsels after whose fortunes they
inquired. Old Dame Rawdon was worse or
better; worse last night, but better this morn-
ing. She was always better when Miss called.
Miss’s facc always did her good. And Fanny
was very comfortable at Squire Wentworth’s,
and the housekeeper was very kind to her,
thanks to Miss 'saying a word to the great
Lady. And old John Selby was quite about
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again. Miss’s stuff had done him a world of
good, to say nothing of Mr. Dacre’s generous
old wine.

.“.And is this your tecond son, Dame Rish-
worth 7 ¢

“ No; that bees our fourth,” said the good
weinan, meternally arranging the urchin’s thin,
thite, flat, straight_, unmanageable hair. ¢ We.
are thinking what to do with him, Miss. He
»wants to go out to sarvice. " Since Jem Bus-
tace got on so, I don’t know what the matter
is with the lads; but I think we shall have
none of them in the fields soon. He can clean
knives and shoes very well, Miss. - Mr. Brad-
ford, at the Castle, was saying t'other day,
that perhaps he might want a young hand.
You haven’t heard anything, I suppose,
Miss ?” ‘ -

¢ And what is your name, Sir?” asked Miss
Dacre. .

¢ Bobby Rishworth, Miss I”

“ Well, ’B?bby, 1 must consult Mr. Brad-

ford.”
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“ We be in great trouhle, Miss,” said the
next cottager. ‘ We be in great troublg.
Ton:, posr Tom, was out'. last night, and the
keepers will give him up. The ,good man Ras
done all he ¢n,—we have all done Al we can,
Miss, and you se¢ how it énds.* He is the first
of the family that ever went out. 1, hope #hat
will be considered, Miss. Seventy years, our
fathers before us, have we been on _th'e fState;
and nothing ever sworn agin us. 1 hope that
will be considered, Miss. I am sure if Tom
had been an underkeeper, as Mr. Roberts once
talked of, this would have revep happened. 1
hope that will be considered, Miss. We are in
great trouble surely. Tom, you see, was our
first, Miss.”

¢ I never interfere about poaching, you know,
Mrs. Jones. Mr. Dacre is the best judge of
such matters. But you can go to him, and
say that I sent you I am afraid, however,
that he has heard of Tom before.”

“ Only that night at Milwood,, Miss, and
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then, you see, he had been drinking with Squire
Ridge’s people. I hope that will be considered,
Miss.” )

“ Well, well, go upto the Castle.”

¢ Pray: be seated, Miss,” said! a very neat-
looking mistress'of a very neat, little farm-house.
‘ Pray, ba seated, Sir. Let me dust it first.
Dust will get everywhere, do what we can.
And how’s Pa, Miss? He has not given me a

*look-in for many a day,—not' since he wuas a-

hunting : bless me, if it ayn’t a fortnight. This
day fortnight he tasteds our ale, sure enough.
Will you take a glass, Sir ?”

“ You are very good. No, I thank you;
not to-day.”

¢ Yes, give him a glass, Nurse. He is very
unwell, and it will do him good.”

She brought the sparkling. amber fluid, ard
the Duke did justice by his draught. ®

«¢ ] shall have fine honey fo|r you, Miss, tlllis
year,” said the old Nurse. * Are you fond of
"honmey, Sir?* Our honey is well known about.
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I don’t know how it is, butswe do always con-
trive to manage the bees. How fond some
peopje ard of honey, good' TIord! Now, when
you were a httle girl (I tnew this young Lady,
Sir, before yuu did), you always used to be
fond of honey. % remember one day —let me
see—it must be—ay! truly, that it i»—eighfeen
.years ago next Martinmas. I was a-going
down the nursery stairs, just to my,poor mis-
tress’s room, and I had you in my arms (for I
knew this young Lady, Sir, before you did)—
Well! I was a-going down the stairs, as I just
said, to my poor dear Eis;ress’s room, with
you, who was then a little un indced (bless
your smiling face! you cost me many a weary
hour when you were weaned, Miss. That you
did! Some thought you would never get
through it ; but I glways said, while there is life,
there is hope; and so, you see, I were right)—
but, as I was saying, I was a-going down the stairs
to my poor dear mistress, and I had a gallipet in

my hand, a covered gallipot, with some leeches.
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And just as I had got to the bottom of the
stairs, and was a-going into my poor dear mis-
tress’s room, said you (I never shall Yorget it),
—spid you, « Honey, honey, Nurse’ She
thought it were honey, Sir. So,' you see, she
were always very fond of honey (for I knew
thi¥ young Lady long beforg, you did, Sir).”

¢ Are you quite sure of that, Nursc?™ said
Miss Dacre; ¢¢ I think this 'is an older friend
than you imagine. You remember the"little
Duke; do not you? This is the little Duke.
Do you think he has grown ?”

*Now! bless xr;y life ! is it so indeed ? Well,
be sure, he has grown I always thought he
would turn out well, Miss, though Dr. Prety-
man were always a-preaching, and talking his
prophecycations. I always thought he would
turn out well at last. Bless me! how he kas
grown, indeed! Perhaps he grows too fast,
and that makes him weak, Nothing better
than a glass of ale for weak people. I remem-
ber when Dr. Pretyman ordered it for my poor
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dear mistress. ¢ Give her ale,’ said the Doctor,
‘as strong as it can be brewed;’ and sure
engugh,*my poor dear n'za.ster had it brewed !
Have you done growing, Sir? + You was, ever
a troubleson& child. Often and often have I
called George, Ggorge, Georgy, Georgy Porgy,
and he never would come near me, though he
heard all the time as plainly as he does now.
Bless me! he has grown indeed I”

<“But I have .turned out well at last, Nurse,
ek ?” asked the Duke.

¢ Ay ! sure enough I always said so. Often
and often have I said, he wi],l tutn out well at
last. You be going, Miss? I thank you for
looking in. My duty to my master. 1 was
thinking of bringing up one of those cheeses he
likes so.”
~ ¢ Ay! do, Nuyse. He can eat no cheese but
yours.”

, As they wandered home, they talked of Lady
Caroline, to whom the Duke mentioned that he

must write. He had once’intended distinctly’
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to have explained his feelings to her in a letter
frem Dacre; but each day he postponed the
close of his destiny,, although witholit hqpe.
He lmgered and he lingered round May Dacre,
as a bird ﬁutters round the fruit'which is al-
ready grasped by a boy. Circumstances, which
we Shall relate, - had already, occurred, which
confirmed the suspicion he had long entertained,
that Arundel Dacre was his favoured rival.
“Impressed with the folly of again encouraging
hope, yet unable to harden his heart against
her continual fascination, the softness of his
manner indicated hi's passion, and his calm and
somewhat languid carriage also told her it was
hopeless. Perhaps, after all, there is no de-
meanour more calculated to melt obdurate wo-
man. The gratification he received from her
society was evident, yct he never indulged jn
that gallantry of which he was once so proud.
When she approached him, a mild. smile lit up
his pensive countenance; he adopted her sug-
‘gestions, but made none; he listened to her
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remarks with interest, but, no longer bandied
repartee. Delicately he impressed her with the
absolutes power which shé might exercise over
his mind.

“1 writetmyself to Caroline to-morrow,’
said Miss Dacre.,

“ Ah! Then I need not write. .I talked of
going up sooner. Have the kindness to explain
why I do not: — peremptory orders, from Mr.
Dacre—fresh ai;', and —"

¢ Arithmetic : I understand you get on most
admirably.”

** My follies,” said the Duke with a serious
air, “ have at least been productive of one
good end—they have amused you.”

“ Nay ! I have done too many foolish things
myself, any more to laugh at my necighbours:
As for yourself, you have only committed those

. which were 1nseparable from your situation ;
and few, like the Duke of St. James, would so
soon have opened their eyes to the truth of

their conduct.”
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1 .
¢“ A compliment, from you repays me for
alL”
“ Self-approbation‘does, which is rtuch bet-
ter t'han compliments from dny one. See! there

is Papa—-‘:md Arundel too: let u} run up !”
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CHAPTER III

THE Duke of. St. James had, on his arrival
at Dacre, soon observed, that a very constant
correspondence was maintained between Miss
Dacre and her cousin.» There was no attempt
to conceal the fact from any of the guests, and
as that young gentleman was now engaged in
an affair intcresting to all his friends, cvery let-
ter generally contained some paragraph almost
as interesting to the Montingfords as herself,
and which was u(icordingly read aloud. Mr.
Arundel Dacre was candidate for the vacant
reptesentatiou of a town in a distant county.
He had been disappuinted in his views on the
Borough, about which he had returned to Eng-



144 THE YOUTG DUKE

land, but had been nevertheless persuaded by
his cousin to remain in his native country.
Durlng this period, he had been a grett deal at
bastJe Dacre, and hadobecome much more inti-
mate and unreserved with hid uncle, who
observed with “the 'greatest, satisfaction this
chafige in ¢his character, and lost no opportu-
nity of deserving and increasing the confidence
for which, he had so long unavailingly yearn-
ed, and which was now 'so unexpeotedly
proffered.

The borough for which Arundel Dacre was
about to stand was in Sussex, a county in
which his fa;mily had no property, and very
slight connection. Yet at the place, the Ca-
tholic interest was strong, and on that, and the
usual Whig influence, he ventured. His de-
sire to be a memjper of the ].Jegislature, at:gll,
and from early times extreme, was now greatly.
heightened by the prospect of being prescr;t at
the impending Catholic debate. After an ab-
sence of three weeks, he had hurried to York-
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shire for four-and-twen'ty lours, to give a re-
port of the state of his canvass, and the proba-
bilify of *his success. In '.thqt success all were
greatly interested, but mone more so.than .l\lay
Dacre, whosd thoughts indeed seemed to dwell
on no other subjget, and who &xpressed herself
with a warmth which betr;.lyed her eecret™eel-
ings. Had the place only been in Yorkshire,
she was sure he must have sueceeded;, She was
the Best canvasser in the world, and every body
agreed that Harry Greystoke owed his election
merely to her insinuatimg tongue and unrival-
led powers of scampering, .by which she had
‘completel y baffled the tactics of Lady Amaran-
tha Germain, who ihought that a canvass was
only a long morning call, and might be achiev-
ed in a cachemere and a britscha.
« The young Duke, who had seen very little of
¢his second since the cventful day, greeted him
with warmth, and was welcomed with a frank-
ness which he had never before expericnced
from his friend. Excited by rapil travel and’
voL. 1Li H
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his present course of life, and not damped
by the unexpected presence of any strangers,
Arundel Dacre seemed quite a chafged man,
:m:i, talke.d intmensely? )

“ Come, May, I must have a &kiss! I have
been kissing as preity girls, as you. There
now : “yowe all said I never ghould be a popular
candidate. I get regularly huzzaed every day,
—so0 they, haver been obliged to hire a band of
butchers’ boys to pelt me. Whereupon I*com-
pare myself to Ceesar set upon in the Senate
House, and get immense cheering in  The
County Chronicle,’.’ which I have bribed. If you
knew the butts of wine, the Heidelburg tuns
of ale, that I have drunk during the last fort-
night, you would stare indeed. As much as
the Lake: but then I have to talk so much,
that the ardour of my elpquence, like the
hot flannels of the Humane Society, save mé
from the injurious effects of,all this liquid,”

“ But will you get in,—but will you get in ?”
exclaimed his cousin.



THE, You}e DUKE. 147

“’Tis not in mortals to *command success;
but—"

“JPooh ! pooh! you mxi,st command it !”

¢ Well, then, I have afl excellent dgmce ,.;nd
the only thing against me 15, that my commit-
tee arc quite sures But really ‘I think, that if
the Protestant overseers, whom, by the by,
May, I cannot persuade that I am a heretic (it
is very hard that a man is not believed when he
says fie shall be damned)—if they donot empty
the workhouse, we shall do. But let us go in,
for I have travelled all*night, and must be off
to-morrow morning.”

They entered the house, and the Duke quit-
ted the family group. About an hour after-
wards, he sauntcred to the music-room. As
he opened the door, his eyes lighted upon May
Dacre and her copsine  They were standing
before the fire, with their backs to the door.
His arm was wound carclessly round her waist,
and with his other hand he supported, with her,
a miniatuve, at which she was looking. The'

H 2
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Duke could not c'atch. her countenance, which
“was complctely hid; but her companion was
not gazing on the picture: his head, a little
tur=ed, indichted that there was a living coun-
tenance more interqsting to him than all the
skill of the mo;t cunning ariists. Part of his
cheek was alone perceptible, and that was burn-
ing red.

All this was the work of .a moment. The
Duke stared, turned pale, closed the door with-
out asound, and retired unperceived. When
he was sure that he could no Jonger be ob-
scrved, he gasped for breath, a cold dew cover-
ed his frame, his joints loosened, and his sink-
ing heart gave him that sickening sensation
when life appears utte;ly worthless, and our-
selves utterly contemptibl®. Yet what had he
witnessed? A confirmatior of what he had
never doubted. What was this woman to him ?
Alas! how supreme was the "powel" with which
she ruled his spirit! And this Dacre,—this
Arundel Dacre,—how he hated him! Oh!
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that they were hand to hand and sword to
sword, 112 some fair field,, and there decide it
He®must conquer; he felt that. Already his
weapon pierced that craven hea;'t, ad ribped
open that breast which wgs to be the pillow of
Hell! héll! He rushed to his room,

and began a lettef to Caroline St. Maurice ;

but he could not write; and after scribbling
over a quire of paper, he threw the’sheets to
the ﬂ.ames, and determined to ride up to town
to-morrow. .

The dinner bell soundedt Could he meet
them? Ay! meet them! Defy them! Insult
them ! He descended to the dining-room. He
heard her musical and liquid voice ; the scowl
upon his brow, melted away ; but, gloomy and
silent, he took his seat, and gloemy and silent
he remained.  Litfle he spoke, and that little
was scarcely courteous. But Arundel ~had
endugh to say. He was the hero of the party.
Well he might be. Story after story of old
maids and young widows, sturdy butchers
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and corrupt coal-merchants, sparkled away;
but a faint smile was all the tribute of the
Drke, and a trlbute that was seldom pmd

“ You are not well I” said Miss Dacre to him
in a low voice. .

“1 beheve I am, * answered he shortly.

« You “do not "seem quite so,” she replied
with an air of surprise. .

¢ 1 believe I have got a headache,” he retort-
ed with very little more cordiality. She did

not again speak, but she was evidently annoyed.
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CHAPTER IV.

THERE certainly is a dark delight in being
miserable — a_ sort of strange satisfaction in
being savage, which is uncommonly fascinatjng.
One of the greatest pe.sts of my philosophy is,
that I can no longer be sullen, and most sin-
cerely do I regret it.. To brood over misery —
to flatter yourself that there is not a single heing
who cares for your existence, and not a single
circumstance to make that existence desirable :
—Oh! there is %ild witchery in it, which I

"doubt whether: opium’ can reach, and am sure
that wine cannot!

And the Duke! He soon left the uncle and.

nephew to their miserable speculations about
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the state of the poﬂ and took his sullen way,
With the air of Ajax, to the terrace. Here he
stalked along in a fierce reyerie ; asked why he
had ‘een horn; why he did hat die; why he
should live, and so on. His wounded pride,
which had borne so, much, fuirly got the mas-
tery: and revenged itself for all insults on Love,
whom it ejected most scurvily. He blushed to
think howhe had humiliated himself before her.
She was the cause of that humiliation, and of
every disagreeable sensation that he was expe-
riencing ; he began therefore to imprecate ven-
geance, walked himself into a fair, cold-hearted
malicious passion, arid avowed most distinctly
that he hated her. As for him, most ardently
he hoped that, some day or other, they might
again meet at six o’clock in the morning in
Kensington Gardens, but inu dlﬁ'ereht relation
to each other.

It was dark when he entered the Castle. He
was about ascending to his own room, when he

determined not to be cowed, and resolved to
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show himself the regardfess witness of their
mutual loves so he repaired to the drawing-
rosm. At one end of this very spacious apart-
ment, Mr. Dacte and *Arundel’ wege walking
in deep cor;VCrse; at the other sat Miss Dacre
at a table reading. Theg Dui(e seized a chair
without looking a¢ her, dragged it along to the
fire-place, and there seating himself, with his
arms folded, his feet on the fendér, and his
chair tilting, he appeared to be lost in the
abstracting contemplation of the consuming
fuel. )

Some minutes had passed, when a slight
sound, like a fluttering bird, made him look.
up :—Miss Dacre was standing at his side.

“ 1s your head better ?” she asked him, in a
soft voice.
® ¢ Thank you,®it is quite well,” he replied,
" in a sullen one.

+ There was a‘moment’s pause, and then she
again spoke.

¢ I am sure you are not well.”

HS5

o
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¢ Perfectly, thank you.”

"« Bomething has happened then,” she said,
rather imploringly. -

¢ Whateshould have happened ?” he rejoined,
very pettishly.

“You are very strange, very unlike what
you alv;ayé are.”

“ What I always am, is of no consequence
to myself, "or to any one else;-and as for what
I am now, I cannot always command my feel--
ings, though I shall take care that they are not
again obscrved.”

¢¢ T have offended you ?”

¢ Then you have shown your discretion, for
you should always offend the forlorn.”

“1 did not think before, that you were
bitter.”

¢ That has made mg bittet, which has made
all others so.”

“ What ?”

¢ Disappointment.”

Another pause, yet she did not gn.
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“I will not quarrel, and so you need net
try. You are consigned. to my care, andgl Jdm
tosamuse you. What shall we do?”

€ Do what you like,” Miss Dacre‘ butospare,
oh! spnre rﬂe, your pity !”

“My Lord? you do, indecd surprise me.
Pity ! I was not thinking of pity ™ But you
are indeed serious, and I leave you.”

He turned ;<-he seized her hand. .

« Nay! do not go. Forgive me,” he said,
—¢ forgive me, for I am most miserable.”

“ Why, why are y(.)u e

“Oh! do not ask, you agonize me.”

¢ Shall I sing? shall 1 charm the evil
spirit #” )

“ Any thing.”

ing like the Spring,
filled the room with' its delight. He listened,
and each instant the chilly weight loosencd

She tripped to thg piano, and an air, burst-
Sax;d gay as a village feast,

from his heart. Her balmy voice now camc

upon his car, breathing joy and cheerfulnqss:
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content and love. Uould love be the savage
passign which lately subjugated his sou)l ? He
rose from his seat, he ,walked about the room;
eachr wminute, his heart' was lighter, his brow
more smooth. A thousand though';s, beautiful
and quivering like the twilight, glanced o’er
his mind, in indistinct but exquisite tumults
and hope, like the voice of an angel in a storm,
was heard above all. He lifted, a chair gently
from the ground, and stealing to the enchan-
tress, scated himself at her side. So softly he
reached her, that for a moment he was un-
perceived.  She turned her head, and her eyes
met his. Even the ineffable incident was for-
‘ gotten, as he marked the strange gush of lovely
light, that seemed to say——what to think of

was, after all, madness.
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CHAPTER V.

THE storm wag -past. He vowed that a dark
thought should not again cross his mind. It
was fated that she should not be his; but it
was somc miserable satisfagtion, that he was
only rejected in favour of an attachment which
fiad grown with her years, and had strengthen-
ed with her stature, and in deference to an en-
gagement hallowed by time as well as by affec-
tion. Tt was dcad’ybindeed to remember, that
Fate seemed to hawe dgstined him for that happy

“position, and that h% folly had rejected ghe
proffered draught of bliss. He blasphemed
against the Fitz-pompeys. However, he did
not leave Qacre at the same time .as Arundel,
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but lingered on. "His affairs were far from
‘being arranged. The Irish business gave great
trouble, and he determined therefore to remain.

Itswas ridiculous to talk of feeding a passion
which was not susceptible of increase. Her
society was Heaven : and he‘resolved to enjoy
it, altl:oﬁ‘gh he was to besexpelled. As for
his loss of fortune, it gave him not a moment’s
care. Without her, he felt he could not live
in Eljxgland, and, cven ruined, he would be a
match for an Italian prince.

So he continued- her companion, each day
rising with purer feclings and a more benevo-
lent heart; each day more convinced of the
falseness of his past existence, and of the pos-
sibility of happiness to a well-regélated mind ;
each day more conscious that duty is nething
more than self-knowledg¢, and the performance
of it consequently tht dcvelopement of feelings
which are the only true source of self-gratifica-
tion. e mourned over the opportunities
which..he had forfeited of conducing to the
happiness of others and himself. Sometimes



THE.YOUNG DUKE.' 159

he half resolved to rem:in i:: England and de-
vote hlmself to his tenantry ; but passion blind-
ed lim, and he felt that he had erred too far,
ever to regain the right ‘road.

The electidn for which Arundel Dacre was
a candidate camft on. Lach day the state of
the poll arrived. » It was nearly equal to the
last. Their agitation was terrible, but for-
gotten in the deep mortification which they ex-
perie.nced at the announcement of his defent
He talked to the pubhc very boldly of petmon-
ing, and his certainty of ultimate 'success; but
he let them know privately, that he had no in-
tention of the first, and no chance of the second.
Even Mr. Dacre could not conceal his deep
disappoiutment; but May was quite in despair.
Even if her father cofld find means of securing
him a seat anothe} ti} he, the presen. great op-
portunity was lost. ' .

* ¢« Surely we can make some arrangement
for next session,” caid the Duke, whispering
hope to her..

*“Oh! na,l;)o, no; jso much depended uporn.,
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this. It is not merely his taking a part in the

“aebate, but — but — Arundel i's so odd, and
every thing was staked upon this. I cannot
tell you what depended upon it. He will leave
England directly.”

She did not attemnt to conceal her agitation.
The Duke’ rose, and paced the room in a state
scarcely less moved. A thought had suddenly
flashed upon him. Their marriage doubtless
depended. upon this success. He knew some-
thing of Arundel Dacre, and had heard more.
He was convinced of the truth of his suspicion.
Either the nephew would not claim her hand,
until he had carved out his own fortunes, or
perhaps the uncle made his distinction the con-
ditien of his consent. Yet this was odd. It
was all odd. A thousandt things had occurred
which equally puzzled hi'n. *Yet he had seen

enough to weigh against & thousand thoughts.
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CHAPTER VL

ANOTHER fortnight glided away, and he was
still at the Castle, still the constant and almost
sole companion of May Dacre.

It is breakfast; the servaut is delivering the
letter-bag to Mr. Dacre. Interesting moment !
when you extend your hand for the billet of a
mistress, and receive your tailor’s bill! How
provokingly slow are most domestic chieft?ins
in this anxious operalion! They turn the let-
tefs over and overy : {l upside and down; ar-
“range, confuse, . m1s¢ e, and sort; pretend,
like Champollion,” to decypher illegible franks,
and deliver with a slight remark, .which is in-

tended as a friendly admonition, the documents
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of the unlucky wight who encourages unprivi-
leged correspondents.

A letter was delivared td;%l\{iss Dacre. She
started, evclaimed, blushed, and tore it open.

“ Only you, only you,” she said, extending
her hand to the young Duke,“* only you were
capable of this I” o .

It was a letter from Arundel Dacre, not only
written bat franked by him. -

It explained every thing that the Duke of
St. James might have told them before ; but he
preferred hearing all himself, from the delighted
and delightful lips of Miss Dacre, who read
to her father her cousin’s letter.

The Duke of St. James had returned him for
one of his Cornish boroughs. It appeared that
Lord St. Maurice was f1e previous member,
who had accepted the Chiltefns in his favour.

“ You were determintd to surprise, as well’
as delight us,” said Mr. Dacre.

“I am no admirer of mysteries,” said the
Duke; “ but the fact is,'in the present case,



THE YOUNG DUKE. 163

it was not in my power to give you any posi-
tive information, and I had no desire to pro-
vide you, after ydir lalé disappaintment, with
new sources of anxiety. The only pers.on I could
take the liberty with, at so short & notice, was St.
Maurice. He, y(;u kaow, s a young liberal;
but he cannot forget that he is the son of a Tory,
and has no very great ambition to take any
active part in affairs at present. I dﬁticipated
less difficulty with him -than with his father.
St. Maurice can command me again when it
suits him ; but, I confess td’ you, 1 have been
surprised at my uncle’s kindness in this affair.
I really have not done justice to his character
before, and regret it. He has behaved in the
most kind-hearted an'd?the most liberal man-
ner, and put me ur;?ier obligations which I
never shall forget. Ile scems as desirous of
serving my friend as myself; and I assure you,
Sirait would give you pleasure to know in what
terms of respect he speaks of youp family, and
particularly-of Arundet.”
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¢ Arundel says he shall take his seat the
morning of the debate. How-very ncar! how
adriirably managed!” Oh! F never shall reco-
ver my sirprise and (ielight! Eow good you
are!” . . .

“ He takes his séat, then, ‘to-morrow,” said
Mr. Dacre in a musing tone. “ My letters give
a rather nervous account of affairs. We are to
win it, theuy hope, but by two only. As for the
Lords, the majority against us will, it is said,
be somewhat smaller than usual. We shall
never triumph, George, till May is M.P. for
the County. Cannot you return her for Pen
Bronnock too ?”

They talked, as you may suppose, of no-
thing else. At last, Mr. Dacre remembered an
appointment with his bnfif’.iﬂ', and proposed to
the Duke to join him, whb ac:ceded.

« And I to be left alone this morning, then 1”
said Miss.Dacre. I am sure, as they sap of

. children, I can set to nothing.”

¢ Come and ride with us, then !™
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“ An excellent idea !¢ Lét us scamper over
to Hauteville! I am just in the humour for
a gallop %ip the avenue, and feel half emanci-
pated already with a Daore. in the'Ho‘xse. 911'
to-morrow, ho.;v nervous I shall be !”

* I will dispatch Barring't.on, then,” said Mr.
Dacre, *¢ and join you in ten minutes.”

“ How good you are!” said Miss Dacre to
the Duke. ¢ How can we thank you enough !
What*can we do f:)r you !”

*“ You have thanked me enough. What have
I done, after all? My op[:ortunity to serve
my friends is bricf. Is it wonderful that I seize
the opportunity ?”

 Brief! brief! Why do you always say
so! Why do you talk so of leaving us ?”

¢ My visit to you heus been already too long.
It must soon end, and 4 remain not in England
when it ceases.”

¢ Come and live a-t Hauteville, and be
near ‘tis 7"

He faintly smiled as he said, “ No, no; my
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doom is fixed. Hautc ville is the last place that
I should choose for my residence, even if I re-
mained in England.” But I hear the®horses.”

"The impoftant night at 'length arrived, or
rather the important messenger, who brought
down, express, a report of its proceedinés to
Castle Pacre. ,

Nothing is more singular than the various
success of men in the House of Commons. Fel-
lows who have been the oracles of coteries from
their birth, who have gone through the regular
process of gold medals, senior wranglerships,
and double foists, who have nightly sat down
amid tumultuous cheering in debating societies,
and can harangue with an unruffled forehead
and an unfaltering voice, from one end of a
dinner-table to the other, who, on all occasions,
have something to say, nd can speak with flu-
ency on what they knw nothing about — no
sooner rise in the House, than their spélls
desert them. All their effrontery vanishes.

Common-place ideas are rendered even more
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uninteresting by monclonous delivery; and
keenly alive as, even, boobies are in those sacred
walls to the ridiculous, no one appears more
thoroughly aware of his unexpected. and, as-
tounding deficjencies than the orator himself.
He regains his segt, hot a;x.d hard, sultry and
stiff, with a burningo cheek and an icy hand, re-
pressing his breath lest it should give evidence
of an existence o.f which he is ashamed, and
clenching his fist, that the pressure may secretly
convince him that he has not as completely anni-
hilated his stupid body 4s his false reputation.
On the other "hand, persons, whom the wo-
men have long deplored, and the men long
pitied, as having no  manner,” who blush
when you speak to them, and blunder when
they speak to you, suddenly jump up in the
House with a scl$confidence, which is only
equalled by their consymmate ability. And so
it was with Arundel Dacre. He rose the first
night that he took his seat, a great disadvantage,

of which no one was more sensibl€ than him.



168 *HE YOUNG DUKE.

self, and for two hours’and a half he harangued
the fullest House that had ever been assembled,
with the self-possession of an habitual debater.
I-fiq.clenqhing‘ argument, and his luminous de-
tail, might have been exp(;.cted. from one who
had the reputation of having been a student.
What was more wonderful was, the withering
sarcasm that blasted like the Simoom, the bril-
liant sallies of wit that flashed like a sabre, the
gushing eddies of humour that drowned all
opposition and overwhelmed those ponderous
and unwieldy arguments which the producers
announced as rocks, but which he proved to be
porpoises. Never was there such a triumphant
début; and a peroration of genuine eloquence,
because of genuine feeling, concluded amid the
long and renewed cheers of all parties.-

The truth is, Eloquence iu the child of Know-
ledge. When a mind i3 full, like a wholesome
river, it is also clear. Confusion and obscuxity
are much oftener the results of ignorance than

of inefficiency. Few are the men who cannot
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express their meaning, grheh the occasion de-
mands the energy; as the lowest will defend
their lives with acuteness,”and sometimes cven
with cloquence. They «are masters, of Eh.eir
subject. Kndwledge must be gained by our-
selves. Mankmd may supply us with facts;
but the results, even if they agree with pre-
vious ones, must be the work of our own mind.
To make others feel, we must feel ourselves;
and te feel oursel:'cs, we must be natural. This
we can never be, when we arc vomiting forth
the dogmas of the schools. Knowledge is not a
mere collection of words ; and it is a delusion to
suppose that thought can be obtaincd by the
aid of any other intellect than our own. What
is repetition, by a curious mystery, ceases to be
truth, even if it were truth, when it was first
hegrd ; as the shagdow in a mirror, thoughit
move and mlmlc all the actions of vitality, is
not life. When a.man s not speaking, or writ-
ing., from his own mind, he is as insipid com-
pany as a looking-glass.
VOL. 111,
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Before a man cart address a popular assembly
with command, he must know something of
mankind, and he can know nothing “f man-
kind with{put' he knows something of him-
self. Self-knowledge is the property of that
man whose passions' have the‘ir play, but who
ponders over their results. Such a man sym-
pathizes by inspiration with’ his kind. He has
a key to every heart. He can divine, in the
flash of a single thought, all that they re-
quire, all that they wish. Such a man speaks
to their very core. All.feel that a master-hand
tears off the veil of cant, with which, from ne-
cessity, they have enveloped their souls; for
cant is nothing more than the sophistry which
results from attempting to account for what is
unintelligible, or to defend what is improper.

Perhaps, although we use, the term, we neyer
have had oratory in England. There is an
essential difference between oratory and deba-
ting. Oratory seems an accomplishment c;n-
fined to the ancients, unless the French preach-
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ers may put in their ¢jaim}, and some of the
Irish lawyers. Mr. Shiel’s speech in Kent was
a fine orution; and the boobies who taunted
him for having got it by rote, were ot awa.re
that in domk. so he only wisely followed the
examples of Perxcles, Demosthenes, Lysias,
Isocrates, Hortensxus, Ulcero, Ceesar, and every
great orator of a.nthulty. Oratory is essen-
tially the accomplishment of antiquity: it was
their emost cfficient mode of communicating
thought ; it was their substitute for printing.
Ilike a good debates and, when a stripling,
used often to be stifled in the Gallery, or enjoy
the easier privileges of a member’s son. I like,
I say, a good debate, and have no objection to
a due mixture of bores, which are a relief. I
remember none of the giants of former days ;
bug I have heard Ganning. He was a consum-
Jmate rhetoriciap; but there seemed to me a
dash of‘commonplace 'in all that he said, and
frequent indications of the absence of an origi-
nal mind. To the last, he neveregot clear of
12
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¢ Good God, Sir!”-and all the other hackneyed
ejaculations of his youthful debating clubs.
The most commanding speaker that I ever
listened to is, I think, Sir Francis Burdett.
I never heard him in the House,—but at an
Election. He was full of music, grace, and
dig7nity, even amid all the vulé'ar tumult ; and,
unlike all mob orators, raised the taste of the
populace to him, instcad of lowering his own
to theirs. His colleague, Mr. Hobhouse, seem-
ed to me ill qualified for a demagogue, though
he spoke with power. Me is rather too elabo-
rate, and a little heavy, but fluent, and never
weak. His thoughtful and highly cultivated
mind maintains him under all circumstances;
and his breeding never deserts him.  Sound
sense comes recommended from his lips by the
language of a scholar and the urbanity of a
gentleman.

Mr. Brougham, at present, reigns paramount
in the House of Commons. I think the lawyer
has spoiled the statesman. Ie is said to have

very great powers of sarcasm. From what I
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have observed there, l'sho.uld think very little
ones WO'I’lld be quite sufficient. Many a sncer
withers in those walls, yhich would scargely,
I think, blight a currint—bush.ouv of shem;
and I have sén the House convulsed with rail-
lery, which, intother society,.would infallibly
settle the rallier tg be a bore beyond all tole-
rance. KEven an idiot can raise a smile. They
are so good-natured, or find it so dull. Mr.
Cam.xing"s badinage was the most successful,
though I confess I have listened to few things
more calculated to make aaman gloomy. But
the Housc always ran riot, taking every thing
for granted, and cracked their universal sides
before he opened his mouth. The fault of
Mr. Brougham is, that he holds no intellect at
present in great dread, and, consequently, al-
10ws himself on all occasions to run wild. Few
men hazard more ungphilosophical observations ;
but he is safe, because there is no one to notice
them. On all great occasions, Mr. Brougham
has come up to the mark, — an infallible test of

]
a man of genjus.
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I hear that Mr. ]iabiﬂgton Macauley is to be
returned. If he speak half as well as he writes,
the House will be in fashion again. I fear that
he is one of those who, like the individual
whom he has most studied, will “ give up to
party what was Vmea[\t for mankind.”

At any rate, he must get, rid of his rabidity.
He writes now on all subjects, asif he certainly
intended to be a renegade, and was determined
to make the contrast complete. )

Mr. Peel is the model of a minister, and im-
proves as a speaker; though, like most of the
rest, he is fluent without the least style. He
should not get so often in a passion either, or,
if he do, should not get out of one so easily.
His sweet apologies are cloying. His candour
——he will do well to get rid of that. He
can make a present of it 'to Mr. Huskisson.

Mr. Huskisson is a memorable instance of
the value of knowledge, which maintains a
man under all circumstances and all disadvan-
tages, and will. T am not sure now, if I were
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king, which, thank God! I am not, because I
should then be prevented from being the most
dutiful of subjects, wh:ch thank God! I am.—
I am not sure, I say, i I were' higymost, grap
cious MaJesty, and the present cabinet could
not go on, I am pot sure t-}.xa.t I should not send
for Mr. I-Iuskissoni
¢ Huskisson !” I should say, ¢ the Duke,
can whip it on no longer. If you like to tr},
you‘may. But, hark ye! no more coalitions,
and no more explanations. I have no idea of
the first estate of the fealm having again to do
the duty of the two others. If you have a
party strong enough, you shall have a fair trial.
You need not speak at present. Luncheon is in
the next room. When you have taken a bottle
of hock, we shall get a little truth out of you.”
* In the Lords, ¥ udﬂ";ire the Duke. The rea-
diness with which he has adopted the air of a
debater, shows the man of genius. There is a
gruff, husky sort of a downright Montaignish
naiveté about him, which is quaint, unusual,”
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and tells. You plainly. perceive that he is de-
termined to be a civilian; and he is as offended
if you drop a hint that he occasionally wears an
uriform, ag a scrvant cn a holiday if you men-
tion the word livery.

Lord Grey speaks with feelipg, and is better
to hear than to read, though ever strong and
impressive. Lord Holland’s speeches are like
a refaccimento of all the suppressed passages in
Clarendon, and the notes in the new edition of
Bishop Burnet’s Memoirs: but taste throws a
delicate hue over the curious medley, and the
candour of a philosophic mind shows, that in
the library of Holland House he can sometimes
cease to be a partisan.

Lord Goderich speaks too oftcn, and not
sufficiently to the purpose; but he is a man of
talents. These Canningites sadly want a leader,
and arc scattered about in a very loose style in-
deed. I think I must come over. It would
take a month though, I should think, to knock

‘up the present administration, provided it were
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February, and not Beap-year. But then I
must be consistent, and not compromise my
pnnclples, which will neyer do m England —
more than once a-year.® Let me see: what are
they? AmeI a Whig or a Tory? I forget.
As for the Tories, I admige a;ltiquity, particu-
larly a ruin ; cven, the relics of the Temple of
Intolerance have a charm. I think I am a Tory.
But then the Whigs give such good dinners,
and “arc the most amusing. I think I am a
Whig ; but then thé Tories are so moral, and
morality is my forte: I myst bea Tory. But
the Whigs dress so much better; and an ill-
dressed party, like an ill-dressed man, must be
wrong. Yes! I am a decided Whig.  And
yet I feel like Garrick between Tragedy
and Comedy. I think I will be a Whig and
Tory alternate nfghts, and then both will be

.pleased : or I have no objection, according to

the fashion of tlie day, to take a place under a

Tory ministry, provided I may vote against

" them.

15
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One thing is qufte clear,— that a man may
speak very well in the House of Commons, and
fail very completely in the House of Lords.
The:re are tivo distinct styles requisi'te: I intend,
in the course of my career, if I Lave time, to
give a specimen of bpth. In the lower House,
Don Juan may perhaps be pur model; in the
upper House, Paradise Lost.
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CHAPTER VII.

NotHING was talked of in Yorkshire but
Mr. Arundel Dacre’s speech. All the world
flocked to Castle Dacre, to compliment and to
congratulate ; and an.universal hope was ex-
pressed, that he might come in for the county,
if indeed the success of his eloquence did not
enable his uncle to pre-occupy that honour.
Even the calm Mr. Dacre shared the general
elation, and told the Duke of St. James regu-
1drly every day, that it was all owing to him.
' May Dacre was enthysiastic; but her gratitude
to him was synox;ymous with her love for Arun-
del, and valued accordingly. The Duke, how-
ever, felt that he had acted at o;\ce magnani-
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mously, generously, and"wisely. The conscious-
ness of a noble action is itself enncbling. His
spirit expanded with the exciting effects which
his conduct had produced ; and he felt conso-
lation under all his misery, from the conviction
that he had now claims to be remembered, and
perhaps regarded, when he was no more among
thewm.

The Bill went swimmingly through the Com-
mons, the majority of two gradually swelling
into eleven; and the important night in the
Lords was at hand. .

¢ Lord Faulconcourt writes,” said Mr.
Dacre, ¢ that they expect only thirty-eight
against us.”

¢ Ah! that terrible House of Lords!™ said
May Dacre. ¢ Let us sce: when does it come
on—the day after to-morrow'?  Scarcely forfy-
eight hours and all will be over, and we shall
be just where we were.—You and your friends
manage very badly in your Housé;” she added,
addressing herself to the Duke.
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“1doall I can,” said his Grace, smiling:
« Burlington has my proxy. ”

« That is exactly what I complain of. On
such an occamon, theres should be go prp;ues
Personal attemdance would indicate a keener
interest in the result. Al'x.! if T were Duke of
St. James for one night !”

“Ah! that ym: would be Duchess of St.
James !” thought the Duke; but a despairing
lover" has no heart for jokes, and so he did not
give utterance to the wish. He felt a little agi-
tated, and caught May Dacre’s eye. She smiled,
and slightly blushed, as if she felt the awkward-
ness of her remark, though too late.

The Duke retired early, but not to sleep.
His mind was busied on a great deed. It was
past midnight before he could compose his
agitated feclings %o repose, and by fiv.: o’clock
he was again up. I;le dressed himself, and
then put on a rough .travelling coat, which,
with a shawl, effectually disguised his person;
and puttin.g‘ in onc pocket a shift, and in the



182 = THE YOUNG DUKE.

other a few articles fron: his dressing-case, the
Duke of St. James stole out of Castle Dacre,
leaving a note for his host, accounrting for
his spdder departure' by urgent business at
Hauteville, and prowmising a return in a day
or two. "

The fresh morn had fully broke. He took
his hurried way through the long dewy grass,
and, crossing the Park, gained the road, which
howaver, was not the high one. He had yet
another hour’s rapid walk, before he could
reach his point of destination; and when that
was accomplished, he found himself at a small
public house, bearing} for a sign his own arms,
and situated in the high road opposite his own
Park. He was confident that his person was
unknown to the host, or to any of the early
idlers who were lingering about the mail, then
breakfasting. .

‘¢ Any room, guard, to London ?”

* Room inside, Sir,—just going off.”

The door was opened, and the Duke of St



* THE YOUNG DUKY.. 183
[ ]

James took his seat in the F:dinburgh and York
Mail. He had two companions the first, be-
cause apparently the most 1mportant, was a
hard-featured, grey-headed gentlem.n, vqth a
somewhat superclllous look, and a mingled air
of acuteness and conceit ; .t}xe other was a hum-
ble-looking widow Jn her weeds, middle-aged,
and sad. These persons had recently roused
themselves from their nocturnal slumbers, and
now, after their welcome meal and hurried
toilette, looked as fresh as birds.

“ Well ! now we are’off,” said the gentleman.
“ Very neat, cleanly little house this, Ma’am,”
continued he to his companion. *¢ What i@ the
sign?”—<The Hautevillearms.”—¢Oh! Haute-
ville— that is — that is — let me see ! — the St.
James family. Ah! a pretty fool that young
man has made hithself, by all accounts—Eh!

» Sir ?”

£ T have reason'to believe so,” said the Duke.

¢ I suppose this is his Park —eh? Hem!
going to Lc:rtdon, Sir 27
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“T1 am.” t

“ Ah! hem! Hauteville Park, I suppose,
this. Fine ground wasted. What the use of
Parks is, I can’t say.” » ‘

“ The place seems well keptcup,” said the
widow. , ‘

“ 8o much the worse—1I wish it were in
ruins.”

“ Well, for my part,” continued the widow
in a low voice, I think a Park nearly the most
beautiful thing we have. Foreigners, you know,
Sir: ”

“ Ah! I know what you are going to say,”

obsqgved the gentleman in a curt, gruffish voice.
“ It is all nonscnse. Foreigners arc fools.
Don’t talk to me of beauty —a mere word.
What is the use of all this? It produces
about as much benefit to soviety, as its owner
does.” )

““ And do you think his existence, then, per-
fectly useless ?” asked the Duke.

“To be sure, Ido. So the world will, some
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day or other. We are oper;ing our cyes fast.
Men begin to ask themselves what the use of
an arist(x.:racy is? That i.f the te.st, Sir.” .

¢ I think it not very difficult to desnonsjrate
the use of an. aristocracy,” mildly obscrved the
Duke. ‘ ) '

“ Pooh ! nonsense, Sir! I know what you
are going to say; but we have got beyond all
that. Have you read this, Sir? This article
on the aristocracy in ¢The Screw and Lever
Review ?*”

« I have not, Sir.”

“ Then I advise you to make yourself master
of it, and you will talk no more of the aristo-
cracy. A few more articles like this, and a few
more noblemen like the man who has got this
Park, and people will open their eyes at last.”

“ J should think®” said his Grace, * that the
&follies of the man who has got this Park have
been productive of ev.il only to himself. In
fact, Sir, according to your own system, a pro-

digal noble sgcms to be a very desirable mem-
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ber of the commonw-:alth, and a complete
leveller.”

“ We shall get nd of them all soon, Sir,”
said  his crmpanion, with a mallgnant smile.

“I have heard that he is very young, Sir,”
remarked the widow.

“ What is that to you or me?”

““ Ah! youth is a very trying time. Let us
hope the best! He may turn out well yet,
poor soul I”

* T hope not. Don’t talk to me of poor souls.
There is a poor soul,” said the utilitarian, point-
ing to an old man breaking stones on the high-
way. "4 That is what I call & poor soul, not a
young prodigal, whose life has been one long
career of infamous debauchery.”

“ You appear to have heard much of this
young nobleman,” said the Duke; * but it does
not follow, Sir, that you have heard truth.”

“ Very true, Sir,” said the widow. ¢ The
world is very foul-mouthed. Let us hope he is
not so very bad.”
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¢ T tell you what, myofrie;xds- you know no-
thing about what you are talking. I don’t
speak without foundatlon You have not the
least idea, Sir, how this i!llow has livad. Now
what I am going to tell you is a fact: I know
it to be a fact. A very intirpate friend of mine,
who is an intimate fr.iend of a friend, who knows
a person, who is a very intimate friend of an in-
timate friend of a,person, who knows the Duke
of St. James, told me himself, that one night
what do you thjnk,

ma’am P—Venison cutlets, gach served up in a

they had for supper

hundred pound note, and sovereign sauce.”
" ¢ Mercy ! exclaimed the widow. ‘»
‘“ And do you believe it ?” asked the Duke.
¢ Believe it! I know it !™
 He is very young,” said the widow.  Youth
is & very trying tinfe.” ¢
* ‘“Nothing to do with his youth. It’s the
system, — the mfernal system. If that man
had to work for his bread, like every body
else, do yo:x:think he would dife off bank
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notes? No! to be sure, he wouldn’t! It’s
the systcm.”

“ Young peop]e'are very wild r* said the
wi.dpw. . ) ’

_““ Pooh ! Ma’am, nonsense! Don’t talk
cant. If a man be properly educated, he is
as capable at one-and-twezlty of managing any
thing, as at any time in his life : more capable.
Look at thc men who write ¢ The Screw and
Lever'— the first men in the country. ~ Look
at them. "'Not one of age. Look at the
man who wrote this article on the aristo-
cracy — young Duncan Macmorrogh.  Look
at bim, I say, — the first man in the country
by far.”

*“I never heard his name before,” calmly
observed the Duke.

¢ Not heard his name?—*not heard of ydung
Duncan Macmorrogh-Tﬁrst. man of the days
by far, — not heard of him? Go and ask-the
Marquess of Sheepshead, what he thinks of
him. Go ‘a_nd ask Lord Two and Two, what
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he thinks of him. Duncan dines with Lord
Two and Two every Week ”

The Duke smiled, and *his companion pro-
ceeded.

“ Well agal'n., look at his friends. There is
young First Principles. What a head that
fellow has got! Here, this article on India is
by him. He’ll knock up their Charter. He is
a clerk in the India House. Up to the detail,
you sec. Let me read you this passage on
monopolies. Then there is young Tribonian
Quirk. By G—, what & mind that fellow hm
got! By G—, nothing but first principles will
go down with these fellows! They laugh at
any thing else. By G—, Sir, they look upon
the administration of the present day as a parcel
of sucking babes! When I was last in town,
Quirk told me, thag he would not give that for
all the public men that ever existed! He is
l.iceping his terms at Gtay’s Inn. This article
on a new Code is by him, Shows as plain as
light, that by sticking close to firs$ principles,
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the laws of the country might be carried in every
man’s wnistcoat-pocket.l”

The coach stopped, and a colloquy vnsued.

“* Any roow to'Seiby ?” .

¢ Qutside or in ?”

¢ Out, to be sure.”

¢ Room inside only.”

“ Well! in then.” _

The door opencd, and a singularly quaint-
looking personage presented himself. He was
very stiff and prim in his appearance; dressed
in a blue coat, and s-arlet waistcoat, with a
rich bandanz handkerchief tied very neatly
round his neck, and a very new hat, to which
his head scemed little habituated.

“ Sorry to disturb you, ladies and gentle-
men; not exactly the proper place for me.
Don’t be alarmed. I'm always respectful
wherever I. . My rule through life is to
be respectful.”

#¢ Well, now, in with youg?.said the guax:d.

“ Be respectful, my friend, and dont talk
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so to an old sold.ier who has served his king
and his country.” )

Off they went.

‘ Majesty’s service ?” atked the sl';.rangsr'of
the Duke. *

« I have not that honour.”

“ Hum! Lawyer, perhapsi” -

“ Not a lawyer.” *

“ Hum! A gentleman, I suppose ?”

The Duke was’ silent; and so the stranger
addressed himself to the anti-aristocrat, who
seemed vastly annoyed by the intrusion of so
low a personage. *

¢ Going to London, Sir?”

“T tell you what, my friend, at once. I
never answer impertinent questions.”

‘¢ No offence, I hope, Sir! Sorry to offend.
I'm always respefful. Madam! I hope 1]
don’t inconvenience you; I should be sorry to
do that. We sailors,*you know, are always
rea;iy to accommodate the ladies.”

¢ Sailor !” exclaimed the acute utilitarian,
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his curiosity stifling his hauteur. ¢ Why!
just now, I thought you were a soldicr.”

“ Well! soI am.”

““Well, thy fridnd, you are a conjuror
then.”

“ No, I aynt; 1’m a marine.”

“ A very useless person, then.”

“ What do you mean #”

“Imean to say, that if the sailors were
properly cducated, such an amphibious corps
would never have been formed, and some of
the most atrocious sinecures ever tolerated,
would consequentlsv not have existed.”

¢ Sinecures ! 1 never heard of him. I served
under Lord Combermere. Maybe you have
heard of him, Ma’am ? A nice maﬁ,—a
beautiful man. I have seen him stand in a
field like that, with the shot falling about himn
like bail, and caring no more for them than
peas.” T P

“1f that were for bravado,” said the utili-
tarian, #¢ L think it a very silly thing.”
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¢ Bravado! I never heard of him. It was
for his kmg and country.”

“ Was it in India ?” aeked the widow. |

“In a manner, Ma'um, saJd the Marine,
very courteously. ¢ At Bhurtpore, up by
Pershy, and thereabouts 45 the lake of Cash-
meve, where all the shawls come from. May-
be you have heard :)f Cashmere, Ma’am ?”

“ Who has npt heard of the lake of Cash-
mere !” hummed the Duke to himself.

¢ Ah! I thought so,” said the Marine; ¢ all
people know much the sgme; for some have
seen, and some have read. I can’t read, but I
have served my king and country for five-and-
twenty ycars, and have used my eyes.”

 Better than reading,” said the Duke,
humouring the character. '

< I'll tell you what,” said the Marine, with a
- knowing look. ¢ I suspect there is a d—d lot
of: lies in your books. 1 landed in England
last 7th of June, and went to see St. Paul’s.
¢ This is the greatest building in the world ¥

VOL. lll.
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says the man. Thinks 7, ¢ You lie” I did-not
tell him so, because I am always respectful. I
tell you what, Sir; n.)aybe you think St. Paul’s
the greate.t building ia the world, but I tell
you what, it’s a lie. I have seen one greater.
Maybe, Ma’am, you think I am telling you a
lie too ; but I am not. Go and ask Captain
Jones, of the 58th: I went with him: I give
you his name: go and ask Captain Jones of
the 58th, i I be telling you a lie. The
building 1 mean is the palace of the Sul-
tan Acber; for 1 have served my king and
country five-and-twenty years last seventh of
June, and have seen strange things—all built
of precious stones, Ma’am. What do you
think of that? All built of precious stones :
cornelian, of which you make your seals : as
sure as I’m a sinner saved. If I aynt speak-
ing the truth, I am not going to Selby. Maybe
you’d like to know .why I am going to Selby.
I'll tell vou what. Five-and-twenty yealls have
1 served my king and country last seventh of

June. Now I wik begin with the beginning.
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I ran away from home, when I was eighteen,
you see; and after the swge of Bhurtpore, 1
was sntmg on a bale of silk alone, and J said
to mysclf, I'll go and st-c my mothe®. ‘Sare as
I am going te Selby, that’s the whole. I land-
ed in England last sevegth of June, absent
five-and-twenty years, serving my king and
country. I sent them a letter last night. I
put it in the pgst myself. Maybe I shall be
there before my letter now.”

¢ To be sure you will,” said the utilitwrian :
¢ what made you do such & silly thing? Why,
your letter is in this coach.”

¢« Well! I shouldn’t wonder. I shall be
there before my letter now. All nonsense,
letters: my wife wrote it at Falmouth.”

‘¢ You are married, then ?” said the widow.

“¢AyntI, though ? —the sweetest cretur, Ma-~
dam, though I.say gt before you, that ever
lived.”

¢ Why did not you bring your wife with
you ?” asked the widow. ) ‘

L And woulan’t I be vety glad to? but she

K =
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wouldn’t come among strangers at once; and
so I have got a letter, which she wrote for me,
to put in the post, in case they are glald to see
me, apd then she will ’ccmc on.”

“ And you, I suppose, are not.sorry to have
a holiday ?” said the.Duke.

“ Aynt I, though? Aynt I as low about
leaving her, as ever I was in’ my life ; and so is
the poor cretur. She won’t eat a bit of victuals
till I come back, I'll be sworn,—not a bit, 1’1l
be bound to say that — and T myself, although
I am an old soldier,. and served my king and
country for five-and-twenty years, and so got
knocked about, and used to any thing, as it
were—I don’t know how it is, but I always feel
queer whencver I am away from her. I shant
make a hearty meal till I see her. Somehow
or other, when I am away from her, everything
feels dry in the throat.”

“ You are very fond of her, 1 see ?” said the
Duke. e
¢ And ought I not to be? Didn’t I-ask
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her three times before ehe said yes? Those are
the wivss for wear, Sir. .None of the fruit that
fall at a shaking for me! Hasnt she stuck by
me in every climate, #nd in every ®landd was
in? Not a fellow in the company had such
a wife. Wouldn’t I thyow myself off this
coach this moment, to give her a moment’s
peace? That I would though, — d-—n me if
I wouldn’t.”

“Hush! hush ™ said the widow ; ‘¢ never
swear.— I am afraid you talk too much o your
love,” she added with a %ajnt smile.

“ Ah! you don’t know my wife, Ma’am.—
Are you married, Sir?”

¢ I have not that happincss,” said the Duke.

¢« Well! there is nothing like it! but don’t
take the fruit that falls at a shake. But this, I
sdppose, is Sclby.® B

The Marine teok his departure, having stay-
ed long enough.to r;ise in the young Duke’s
mind curious feelings.

As he was plunged in reverle, and as the'
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widow was silent, conversation was not resumed
until the coach stopped for dinner.

“ We stop here half an hour, Gentllemen,”
said the guurd.  Mrs."Burnet,” he continued,
to the widow, “ let me hand you eut.”

They entered theparlour of the Inn. The
Duke, who was ignorant of the gtiquette of the
road, did not proceed to the discharge of his
duties, as the youngest guest, with all the
promptness desired by his fellow-travellers.

¢ Now, Sir,” said an outside, ¢ I will thank
you for a slice of that rutton,and will join you, if
you have no objection, in a bottle of Sherry.”

¢ What you please, Sir. May I have the
pleasure of helping you, Ma’am ¢”

After dinner, the Duke took advantage of a
vacant outside place.

Tom Rawlins was the model of a Guard.
Young, robust, and’ gay, he had a letter, a
word, or a wink for all he met. All segsons
were the same to him: night or day, he was

ever awake, and ever alive to all the interest
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of the road : now joining in conversation with
a passenger, shrewd, scnszble, and respectful ;
now exchangmg a little clegant badzuage with
the coachman; now bowmg to a [!‘etty.gnl
now quizzingea passer-by :—he was off and on
his seat in an instant; am:}, in the whiff of his
cigar, would lock a wheel, or unlock a passenger.
From him, the y:)ung Duke learned that his
fellow-inside was Mr. Duncan Macmorrogh,
senior, a writer at Edinburgh, and, of course, the
father of the first man of the day. Tom Raw-
lins could not tell his Grace as much about the
principal writer in “ The Screw and Lever Re-
view” as we can ; for Tom was no patron of our
periodical literature, farther than a police report
in the Publican’s Journal. Young Duncan Mac-
morrogh was a limb of the law, who had just
brought himself iflto notice by a scries of arti-
clesin “The Screw and Lever,” in which he had

-

. L)
subjected the Universe piecemeal to his critical
analysis. Duncan Macmorrogh cut up the
Creation, and got a name. Hif attack upon
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Mountains was most violent, and proved, by
its personality, that he had come from the Low-
lands. He demonstrated the mutlhty of all
elevat;on, and declaled that the Andes were the
aristocracy of the globe. Riversshe rather pa-
tronized ; but flowerg he quite pulled to picces,
and proved them to be the most useless of cxist-
ences. Duncan Macmorrogil informed us, that
we were quite wrong in supposing ourselves to
be the miracle of the creation. On the con-
trary, he avowed that already therc were va-
rious pieces of machinery of far more impor-
tance than man ; and he had no doubt, in time,
that a superior race would arise, got by a steam-
engine on a spinning-jenny.

The other ¢ inside” was the widow of a for-
mer curate of a Northumbrian village. Some
iriend had obtained for her énly child a clerk-
ship in a public office, and, for some time, this
idol of her heart had gone on prospering ; but
unfortunately, of late, Charles Burnet had got

‘into a bad set, was now involved ip a terrible
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scrape, and, as Tom Rawlins feared, must lose
his situa'tion and go to rui.n.
¢ She was half distract.ed when she heard it

first, poor creature ! I‘have known ther a]l my
life, Sir. Mamy the kind word and glass of ale -
I have had at her house, and that’s what makes
me feel for her, you see. I do what I ean to
make the journey easy to her, for it is a pull at
her years. God.bless her ! there is not a better
body in this world; that I will say for her:
When I was a boy, I used to be the playfellow
in a manner with Cha;'le)s Burnet, a gay lad, ,
Sir, as ever you’d wish to sece in a summer’s
day, — and the devil among the girls always,
and that’s been the ruin of him; and as open-
a-hearted fellow as cver lived. Damnme! I'd
walk to the land’s end to save him, if it were
orfly for his mother’s sake, — to say rothing of
himself.”

*¢« And can n;)thin.g be done ?” asked the
Duke.

“ Why, you see, he is back in' £. 5. d.; and,”
K5
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to make it up, the poorsbody must sell her all,
and he won’t let her do it, and wrote a letter
likc’ a prince,-‘—(No rbom, Sir,)—as ﬁn;e aletter
as ever yon read —-(I-’Iil'loa, there! What! are
~you asleep ?) — as ever you read on a summer’s
day. I didn’t see it, but my mother told me it
was as good as e’er a one of the old gentleman’s
sermons. ¢ Mother,” said hé, ¢ my sins be upon
my own head. I can bear disgrace,’—(How do,
Mr. Wilkins ?) —¢ but I cannot bear to see you
a beggar I'”
¢ Poor fellow ™
“ Ay! Sir, as good-a-hearted fellow as ever
you ’d wish to meet!”
“Is he involved to a great cxtent, think
you ?”
“Oh! along figure, Sir,—(I say, Betty, I've
" ot a letter for you from your sweetheart,)—=a
very long figure, Sir—(Here, take it!)—1 should
be sorry— (Don’t blush-—no message?)—I should
be sorry to take two hundred pounds to pay
it. No, I wouldn’t take two hundred pourids,

3



THE YOUNG DUKE. 203

that I wouldn’t ! — (I Bay, Jacob, stop at old
Bag Smith’s).”

Night came on, and the Duke resumeq his
inside place. Mr. Macmorrogh weit tossleep
over his son’$ article; and the Duke feior~?
slumber, though he was caly indulging in re-
verie. He opened his cyes, and a light, which
they passed, revealed the countenance of the
widow. ‘Tears were stcaling down her face.

¢ I have no mother—I have no one to weep
for me,” thought the Duke; ““and yet, if I had
been in this youth’s statien, my carcer proba- .
bly would have been as fatal. Let me assist
her. Alas! how I have misused my power,
when, even to do this slight deed, I am obliged
to hesitate, and consider whether it be prac-
ticable.” , -

The coach again stopped for a quarter of an
hour. The Duke had, in consideration of the
indefinite period of his visit, supplied himself
amply with money on repairing to Dacre. Be-
sides his parse, which was well ‘stored for the
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road, he had somewhat"more than three hun-
dred pounds in his note-book. He teok afl-
vantage of their tarryjng, to inclose it, and its
contents, id a sheet of p'aiper, with these lines—
“ ¢ An unknown friend requests’Mrs. Burnet
to acc!ept this token'of his sympathy with suf-
fering virtue.” ;
Determined to find some means to put. this
in her possession before their 'parting, he re-
sumed his place. The Scotchman now prepar-
ed for his night’s repose. He produced a pil-
. low for his back, a bag for his feet, and a cap
for his head. These, and a glass of brandy
and water, in time produced a due effect, and he
was soon fast asleep. Even to the widow, night
brought some solace. The Duke alone found
no rcpose. Unused to travelling in public con.
’:';ayances at night, and unprovided with any of
the ingenious expedients of a mail-coach adven-
turer, he felt all the inconveniences of an inex-
perienced traveller. The seat was unendurably

hard, his back ached, his head whirled, the
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confounded sherry, slight as was his portion,
had made him feverish,-and he felt at once ex-
cited and exhausted. _He was'sad, too,*-very
depressed. Alone, and no longer surrounded
with that splendour which had hithertc made
solitude precious, life seemed stripped of all its
ennobling spirit. His energy vanished. He
repented his rashness; and the impulse of the
previous night,'which had gathered fresh power
from the dewy moon, vanished. He felt alone,
and without a friend, and night passed with-
out a moment’s slumber, watching the driving
clouds. '

The last fifteen miles scemed longer than the
whole journcy. At St. Alban’s he got out, took
a cup of coffee with 'i‘om Rawlins, and, although
the morning was raw, again scated himself by
his side. Tn the first gloomy little suburb Mrs.
Burnet got out. The Duke sent Rawlins after
her with the parcel, with peremptory instruc-
tions to leave it. He watched the widow pro-

testing it was not her’s, his faithful emissary
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appealing to the direction, and, with delight, he
obscrved it left in her hands. They rattled into
London, stoppe& in Lombard Street, reached
Holborf, entered an archway the coachman
threw lhe whip and reins from his now careless
hands. The Duke balle farewell to Tom Raw-

lins, and was shown to a bed. :

-
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CHAPTER VIIL

THE return ef morning had in some degree
dissi})ated the gloom that had settled on the
young Duke during the night. Sountl and
light made him feel less forlorn, and for a mo-
ment his soul again responded to his high pur-
pose. But now he was to seck necossary re-
pose. In vain. His heated frame and anxious
mind were alike restless. He turned, he tossed
in his bed, but he could not banish from his.
eat the whirling s.ound of his late conveyance,
the snore of Mr; M:n.cmt;;'rogll, and the voice
of Tom Rawlins. He kept dwelling on every
petty incident of his journey, and repeating in
hisOmind gvery petty sayix-).g. Ejs dete.rmina-
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tion to slumber made 'him even less sleepy-
Conscious that reposc was absolutely nacessary
to the performance of his task, and dreading
that the boon was now unattamable, he became

" egttrJnoment more feverish and more nervous ;
a crowd of half-fornfed ideas and images flitted

_over his heated brain. Fajlure, misery, May
Dacre, Tom Rawlins, boiled beef, Mrs. Burnet,
the aristocracy, mountains and the marine, and
the tower of St. Alban’s cathedral, hurricd along
in infinite confusion. But there is nothing like
experience. In a state of distraction, he re-
membered the hopeless but refreshing sleep he
had gained after his fatal adventure at Brighton.
He jumped out of bed, and threw himself
on the floor, and in a few minutes, from the
_same cause, his excited senses subsided into
slumber.

He woke: the sun was shining through his
rough shutter. It was noon. He jumped up,
rané ‘the bell, and asked for abath. The cham-
bermaid did not seem exactly to' comprehend
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his meaning, but said,she would speak to the
waiter. He was the ﬁrst.gentleman who ever
had asked for a bath at the Dragon with Two
Tails. The waiter 1nfom1ed him that he gight
get a bath, he believed, at the Humm s
The Duke dressed, and tq, the Hummun& he
then took his way. As he was leaving the yard,
he was followed b}: an ostler, who, in a voice
musically hoarse, thus addressed him.

« {Iave you scen Mississ, Sir ?”

“ Do you mean me? No, I have not, seen
your Mississ;” and the Duke proceeded.

¢ Sir, Sir,” said the ostler, running after him,
¢ I think you said you had not seen Minsiss ?”

““You think right,” said the Duke, astonished ;
and again he walked on.

¢ Sir, Sir,” said the pursuing ostler; ¢ I don’t
think you have go.t any luggage ?” “

“ Oh! I beg ydur pardon,” said the Duke;
«“Isee it. Iamin your debt; but I meant to
return.”

“ No doubt on’t, Siy; but When gemmen *
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don’t have no luggage, they sees Mississ before
they go, Sir.” ' :

“ Well, what am I'in your debt ? I can pay
you here.™ L

.-, % Five shillings, Sir.”

¢ [Jere!” said the Duke; * and tell me when
a coach leaves this place to-morrow for York-
shire.” ‘

¢ Half-past six o’clock in the morning pre-
cisely,” said the ostler.

« Well, my good fellow, I depend upon your
securing me a place ; and that is for yourself,”
added his Grace, throwing him a sovereign.
“ Now, mind; I depend upon you.”

The man stared, as if he had been suddenly
taken into partnership with Mississ; at length,
he found his tongue. )

“ Your honour may depend upon me. Where
would you like to sit? In or out? Back-.to
your horses, or the front ? Get you the box, if
you like. Where's your great coat, Sir? I'll
brush itfor you.” .’
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'The bath and the bregkfast brought our hero
round a good deal, and at h.alf-past two he stole
toa solit;,ry part of St.J. ar.nes’s Park, to stretch
his legs and collect his senses. We fnustgnow
let our readersinto a secret, which perhaps thex
have already unravelled. Tlhe Duke had ru*lcd
up to London, with the determination, not only
of attending the deb;te, but of participating in
it. His Grace wgs no politician; but the ques-
tion at issue was one simple in its nature, and
so domestic in its spirit, that few men cpuld
have arrived at his perizmd of life without hav-
ing heard its merits, both too often and too
amply discussed. He was master ,of ali the
points of interest, and he had sufficient confi-
depce in himself to believe that he could do
them justice. He walked up and down, con-
ning over in his n.xind, not only the remarks”
swhich he intended to make, but the very lan-
guage in which he meant to offer them. A he
formed sentences, almost for the first time, his

courage. and his fancy alike warmed: his san.
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guine spirit sympathized with the nobility of
the imaginary scene, and inspirited the intona-
tions of his modulated voice. '

About four o'clock ke repaired to the House.

alking up one of the passages, his progress

(&thopped by the back of an individual bow-

ing with great servility to a };atronizing Peer,
and My-Lording him with painful repetition.
The noblemjan was Lord Fitz-pompey ; the bow-
ing gentleman, Mr. Duncan Macmorrogh, the
anti-aristocrat, and father of the first man of
the day. )

““George! isit possible!” exclaimed Lord Fitz-
pompey. ‘I will speak to you in the House,”
said the Duke, passing on, and bowing to Mr.
Donald Macmorrogh.

He recalled his proxy from the Duke of
Burlington, and accounted for his presence to
many astonished friends by being on his way to
the Continent: and, passing through London,
thought he might as well be present, particu.

larly as he was abort to reside for some time
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in Catholic countries. It was the last compli-
ment that he could pay his future hosts. ¢ Give
me a pmch of snuff.”

The dcbate began. Pon’t be alfrmed I
shall not desceibe it. Five or six Peers had
spoken, and one of the Ministers had just{sat
down when the Duke of St. James rose. He
was cextremely nervo;s, but he repeated tc him-
sclf the name of May Dacre for the nundredth
time, .and proceeded. He was nearly commen-
cing ¢ May Dacre,” instead of “ My Londs,”
but he cscaped- this blunders For the first five
or ten minutes, he spoke in almost as cold and
lifeless a style, as when he echocd the King’s
speech; but he was young, and seldom troubled
them, and was listened to therefore with indul-
gence. 'The Duke warmed, and a courteous
¢ htar, hear,” freq.uently sounded ; the Duke"
‘became totally free from embarrassment, and
spoke with equal eloquence and energy. ‘A cheer,
a stranger in the House of Lords, rewarded and

encouraged him. As an fsish landlord, his sin-
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cerity could not be disbclieved, when he ex-
pressed his con}'iction of the safety of emanci-
pation ; but it was as an English proprietor
and. Britfsh noble, th&t it was evident that his
Ggace felt most keenly upon -this important
meii.sure. He deseribed with power the pecu-
liar injusticc of the situation of the English
Catholics. He professed' to feel keenly upon’
this subject, because his native county had
made . him well acquainted with the temper
of this class; he painted in glowing terms,
the loyalty, the wenlth, the influence, the noble
virtues, of his Catholic neighbours; and he
closed a spcech of an hour’s duration, in which
he had shown, that a worn subject was suscep-
tible of novel treatment, and novel interest,
amid loud and general cheers. The Lords
gathered round him while he spoke, and many
personally congratulated him upon his distin-
guished success. The debate took its coifrse.
At three o'clock, the Pro-Catholics found them-
selves ina lriinority,“but a mincrity in which
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the pxlescient might hage well discovered the
herald of future justice. 'The address of the
Duke of St. James was the crack speech of the
night. )

The Duke ewalked into White’s. It was
crowded.  The first man gvho welcomed fhim
was Amnesley. He congratulated the Duke
with a warmth for Which the world did not
give him credit.

¢ I"assure you, my dear St. James, that I am
one of the few people whom this display, has
not surprised. I have fong observed that you
were formed for something better than merc
frivolity. And, between ourselves, I am sick
of it. Don't be surprised if you hear that 1 go
to Algicrs. Depend upon it, that I am on the
point of doing somcthing dreadful.”

“Sup with me, k. James,” said Lord Squib ; ©
¢ I will ask O’Connell to meet you.”

Lord Fitz-pom'pey “and Lord Darzell were
profuse in congratulations; but he broke away

from them, to welcome fhe man ‘Who now ad-
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vanced. He was onc gf whom he never thought
without a shudder, but whom, for all that, he
greatly liked. '

My «ear Duke of St. James,” said Arun-
del Dacre, ¢ how ashamed I am that this is
thefirst time I h;'zxe personally thanked you for
all your goodness !”

¢ My dear Dacre, I have to thank you for
proving for the first time to_the world, that I
was not without discrimination.”

¢ No, no,” said Dacre gaily and easily ; “ all
the congratulations,and all the compliments to-
night shall be for you. Believe me, my dear
friend, I share your triumph.”

They shook hands with earnestness.

“ May will read your speech with exulta-
tion,” said Arundel. ¢¢ I think we must thank
her for making you an orator.”

The Duke faintly smiled, and shook his
head. '

¢ And how are all our Yorkshire friends ?”

continucd Arundel. . ** I am disappointed again
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in getting down to them; but I hope, in the
course of the month, to pay them a visit.”
¢ I sHall see them in a day or twa,” m‘ibe

Duke. “I pay Mr. Dacre one more JVisit
before my depgrture from England v

¢ Are you then indecd ggojng ?” asked A‘un‘
del in a kind voice.

¢ For ever.”

“ Nay, nay, ever is a strong word.”

¢ It becomes then my feelings. However,
we will not talk of this. Can I bear any letter
for you ?”

¢ I have just written,” replied Arundel in a
gloomy voice, and with a changing counte-
nance, *“ and therefore will not trouble you.
And yet—"

¢ What P

“,And yet theletter is an important lettcr—
tome. The post, to be sure, never does miss.
— but if it were nét trbubling your Grace too
much, I almost would ask you to be its
bearer.”
voL. ur. °
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%It will be there gs soon',” said the Duke,
¢ for I shall be off in an hour.”

“ I will take it out of the box then,” said
Arupdel,oand he fetehed it. * Here is the
letter,” said he on his return: ¢ pardon me if
I iyapress upon you its importance. Excuse
this emotion,—but, indeed, this letter decides
my fate. My happiness Tor life is dependent
on its reception !” _ '

He spoke with an air and voice of agitation.

The Duke received the letter in a manner
scarcely less disturbed; and with a hope that
they might meet before his departure, faintly
murmured by one party, and scarcely respond-
ed to by the other, they parted.

¢ Well, now,” said the Duke, ¢ the farce is
complete : —and I have come to London to be
the bearer of his offered ‘heart! I like this,
now. Is there a more contemptible —a more
ludicrous — absolutely 1udicrous ass than my-
self? Fear not for its delivery: most reli-
giously shali it be ¢dnsigned to the hand of its
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owner. The fellow has paid a compliincnt to
my honour or my simplicity : I fear the last,—
and reflly I feel rather ﬁroud. But, away with
these feelings! Have not T seen her in higarms?
Pah, pah, pah! Thank God! I spoke. At least,
I die in a blaze. Kven An'n.esley does not;.think
me quite a fool. Oh, May Dacre, May Dacre!
—if you were but®mine, { should be thie hap-
piest fellow that ever breathed !”

Hee breakfast.ed, and then took his way to
the Dragon with Two Tails. The mqrning
was bright, and fresh; and b&utiful, even in,
London. Joy came upon his heart, in spite of
all his loneliness, and he was glad and sanguine.
He arrived just in time. The coach was about
to start. The faithful ostler was there with
his great-coat, and the Duke found that he had
three fellow-passéhgers. They were lawyers;
and talked for the first two hours of nothing
but the case respectirfg which they were going
down into the country. At Woburn, a despatch
arrived with the newspapers. All purchased
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one, and the Duke among the rest. He was
well reported, and could now sympathize with,
instead of smile at, the anxiety of Lord Darrell.

% The young Duke of St. James scems to
have distinguished himself very much,” said
the f?l'st lawyer. r .

¢ So I observe,” said the second one. ¢ The
leading article calls our atfention to his speech
as the most brilliant delivered.”

¢ T am surprised,” said the third ; ¢ I thought
he was quite a different sort of person.”

By nc means,” said the first: I have al-
ways had a very high opinion of him. I am
not one of those who think the worse of a young
man because he is a little wild.”

“ Nor 1,” said the second. * Young blood,
you know, is young blood.”

“ A very iptimate friend of mine, who knows
the Duke of St. James well, once told me,” re-
joined the first, * that T was quite mistaken about
him; that he was a person of no common talents,
well read, quite a map™of the world, and‘a godd
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deal of wit too; and lef me tell you that in these
days wit is no common thmg

¢ Certmnly not,” said the thigd. < We have
no wit now.”

“ And a vary kind-hearted, generous fellow,”
continued the first, * and nery unaﬂ'ected."'.

“ 1 can't bear an affected man,” said the
second, without * looking off his paper.
“ He scems to,have made a very fine spcech
indeed.” .

“ I should not wonder his turning out gome-
thing great,” said the third.

¢ I have no doubt of it,” said the second.

¢ Many of these wild fellows do.” .

¢ He is not so wild as we think,” said the first.

¢ But he is done up,” said the second.

 Is he indeed ?” said the third. ¢ Perhaps
by making a speecL, he wants a place " -

¢ People don’t make speeches for nothing,”
said the third. T

« I shouldn’t wonder if he is after a place in
the Household,” said thesecond.”
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¢ Depend upon it, he looks to something
more active,” said the first.

¢ Perhaps he would like to be head of the
Admiralty?” said the second.

¢ Or the Treasury ?” said the third.

¢[That is impossible !” said the first.  He
is too young.”

¢ He is as old as Pitt,” said the third.

“ T hope he will resemble him in nothing
but his age then,” said the first.

¢ I look upon Pitt as the first man that ever
lived,” snid the third.

““ What!” said the first.  The man who
worked up the National Debt to nearly eight
hundred millions!”

“ What of that?” said the third. 1 look
upon the National Debt as the source of all our
‘prosperity.”

¢ The source of all our taxes, you mean.”

 What is the harm of taxes ?”

“ The harm is, that you will soon have no

trade ; and when yop*have no trade, you will
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have no dutics ; ‘and when you have no dutics,
you will have no divid;nd% ; and when you have
no divitlends, you will have no l.aw ; and .then,
where is your source of prosperity 3° sa'id the
first. .

But here the coach ston};ed, and the Duke
got out for an hour. '

By midnight thdy had reached a town not
more than thirty miles from Dacre. The Duke
was quite exhu.usted, and determined to stop.
In half an hour he enjoyed that deep, dream-
less slumber, with which no luxury can.com-
pete.  One must have pus;cd vestless nights for
years, to be able to appreciate li.)e value of

sound sleep.
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CHAPTER IX.

HE rose early, and managed to reach Dacre
at the breakfast hour of the family. He dis-
charged his chaise at the Park gate, and entered
the house unseen. He took his way along a cor-
ridor lined with plants, which led to the small
and favourite room in which the morning meet-
ings of May and himself always took place when
they were alone. As helightly stepped along, he
heard a voice that he could not mistake, as it were
fu animated converse. Agitated by sounds which
ever created in him emotion, for a moment he
paused. He starts,—his eye sparkles with strange
delight,—a flush comes over his panting featur:cs;
half of modesty, half of triumph. He listens tothis
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own speech front the lips of the woman he loves.
She is reading to her father with melodious en-
ergy the passage in which he describes the high
qualities of his Catholic neighbours, T‘h'c in-
tonations of the voice indicate the deep sympa-
thy of the reader. She ceades. He hears the
admiring exclamation of his host. He rallies
his strength,—he edvances,—he stands before
them. She utters almost a shrick of delight-
ful surprise, and welcomes him with both her
hands.

How much there was to say '—how much to
ask ! —how much to answer ! Kven Mr. Dacre '

poured forth questions like a boy. But May

she could not speak, but leant forward in
her chair with an cager ear, and a look of con-
gratulation, that rewarded him for all his ex-
ertion. HKEvery thing was .to be told. Iow
he.went ;—whether he slept in the mail ; —whcre
he went ;—what he did ;—whom he saw ;—what
th'ey said ;—what they thought ;———all must
be answere&. Then fre.sh‘ cxclamations of won-
L5
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der, delight, and triumph. The Duke: forgot
every thing but his }ove, and for three hours
felt' the happiest of men. '

At length Mr. Dacre rose and looked at his
watch with a shaking head. I have a most
important appointment,” sald he, “ and I must
galldp to keep it. God bless you, my dear St.
James! 1 could stay talking with you for ever;
but you must be utterly wearied. Now, my
dear boy, go to bed.” ,

¢ To bed I" exclaimed the Duke. ¢ Why,
Tom ' Rawlins would laugh at you !”

¢ And who is Tom Rawlins #”

“Ah! I cannot tell you every thing; but
assuredly I am not going to bed.”

“ Well, May, I leave him to your care; but

do not let him talk any more.”
. “Oh! Sir,” said the Duke, “I really had
forgotten. I am the bearer to you, Sir, oi; a
letter from Mr. Arundel Dacre.” He gave it
him. '

As Mr. Dacre read .the communication, his
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countenance cl.l'anged, and the smile which be-
fore was on his face: vanished. But whether.
he were displeased, or only senous, it was im-
possible to ascertain, although the Duke watch-
ed him narrowly. At length he said, ¢ May!
here is a lett(;r from Arundél, in which you are
much interested.” !
¢ Give it me, thon, Papa !”

_“ No, my love; we must speak of this toge-
ther But I am pressed for time. When I
come home. Remember!” He quitted the
room. . _

They were alone: th.e Duke began again/
talking, and Miss Dacre put ler finger to
her moutl, with a smile. )

»”

¢ I assure you,” said he, ¢ I am not half so

wearied as the day after hunting. I slept at

y, and the 8nly thing I now want is
good walk. Let me be your companion this
morning !’

«“ I was thinking of paying Nurse a visit.
What say you?”
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“ Oh! I am ready; any where.”

She ran for her bdnn;et, and he kissed her
handkerchief, which she left behind, and, I be-
lieve,hevery thi‘ng else*in the room which bore
the slightest relation to her. And then the re-
collection of Arundel’s letter came over him,
and His joy fled. When she returned, he was
standing before the fire, glocmy and dull.

¢ T fear you are tired,” she said.

¢ Not in the least.” ’

“ I shall never forgive myself if all this
exertion make you ill.” ¢

¢ Why not ?” )

¢ Because, although I will not tell Papa,

I am sure my nonsense is the eause of your
having gone to London.”

-¢¢ It is probable; for you are the cause of all
that does not disgrace me.” ¥e advanced, and
was about to scize her hand ; but the accursed
miniaturc occurred to him; and he repressed his
feelings, almost with a groan. She, too, had
turned away hcr head, nnd was busily engaged

in tencing a flower.



THE YOUNG DUKE. 229

« Because s:]'xe has explicitly declared her
feelings to me, and, !sin'cere in that declara-
tion, hdnours me by a friendship' of which _alone
I am unworthy, am J to persecut: her with
my dishonoured overtures—the twice rejected ?
No, no!” He took up his hat, and offered
her his arm.

They took their way through the Park, and
he soon succeeded in re-assuming the tone that
befitted their situation. T'raits of the debatc, and
the dcbaters, which newspapers cannot convey,
and which he had not’ yet recounted, — anec-
dotes of Annesley and their friends, and other
gossip, were offered for her amuscment. But if
she were amused, she was not lively, but singu-
larly, unusually silent. There was only one
point on which she seemed interested, and that
was his speech, “When he; was cheered, and
who particularly cheered ; who gathered round
him, and what they faid after the debate: on
all these points she was most inquisitive.

They rambled on: nurse was quite for-
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gotten; and at length they found themselves in
the beautiful valley, sendered more lovely by
the rums of the abbey. It wasa place toat the
Duke _coul never forget, and which he ever
avoided. He had never renewed his visit since
he first gave vent, ‘among its reverend ruins, to
his o'ercharged and most tumultuous heart.
They stood in silence before the holy pile
with its vaulting arches and crumbling walls,
mellowe¢ by the mild lustre of the declining
sun. Not two years had fled since here he
first ‘sthggered after the breaking glimpses of
self-knowledge, and struggled to call order
from out the chaos of his mind. Not two
years, and yet what a change had come over
his existence! How diametrically opposite now
were all his thoughts and views, and feelings, to
those which then controlled Hls fatalsoul ! How
capable, as he firmly believed, was he now of
discharging his duty to' his Creator and his
fellow-men! and yet the boon that ought to
have been the teward for all this self-contest —
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the sweet seal that ought to have ratified this
new contract of existence was wanting.

¢“ AR !” he exclaimed-aloud, and in a voice
of anguish,—¢ ah! if I neer had left the “walls
of Dacre, how dlﬂerent might have been my
lot!”

A gentle but involuntary pressure Teminded
him of the comparion whom, for once in his
life, he had for a moment forgottcn.

« I feel it is madness,—]I feel it is worse than
madness ; but must I yield without a struggle,
and sce my dark fate cover me without an
cffort? Oh! yes, here, even here, where 1 ‘
have wept over your contcmpt,—cven here, al-
though I subject myself to renewed rejection,
let, let me tell you, before we part, how I
adore you !” .

She was silent ; @ strange courage canic ovew
his. spirit; and, with a reckless boldness, and

. rapid voice, a mmisty esight, and total uncon-
sci.ousness of all other cxistence, he resumed
the words which had b;o!(en out, ‘as if by in-

spiration. *
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I am not worthy of you. Who is ? T was
worthless. I did not know it. Have not T
struggled to be pure? ‘have not I sighed on my
nightly pillow for your blessing? Oh! could
you read my heart,—and sometimes, I think,
you can read it, for indeed, with all its faults, it
is without guile, I dare to hope, that you would
pity me. Since we first met, your image has
not quitted my conscience for a second. When
you thought me least worthy, — when , you
thought me vile, or mad, — oh! by all that is
sacre;l, I was the most miserable wretch that
ever breathed, and flew to dissipation, only for
distraction !

¢ Not, not for a moment have I ceased to
think you the best, the most beautiful, the
rost enchanting and endearing creature that
aver graced our earth. Kven when I first
dared to whisper my insolent affection, believe
me, cven then, your presence controlled my
spirit as no other woman had. I bent to you

then in pride.and poyer. The station that I
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could then oﬂ'er.you was not utterly unworthy
of your perfection. I'an? now a beggar, or,
worse, an insolvent noblé, and dare I, dare Ito
ask you to share the fogtuhes that are broken,
and the existence that is obscure ?”

She turncd: her arm fell over his shoulder ;

®
she buried her head in his breast.
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CHAPTER X.

MR. DACRE returned home with an excellent
appetite, and almost as keen a desire to renew
his conversation with his guest; but dinner and
the Duke were neither to be commanded. Miss
Dacre also could not be found. No informa-
tion could be obtained of them from any quar-
ter. It was nearly seven o’clock = the hour of

*dinner. That meal, somewhat to Mr. Dacre’s
regret, was postponed for half an hour, servants
were sent out, and the bell ‘was rung — but no
tidings. Mr. Dacre was a little annoyed and
more alarmed ; he was alco hungry, and-at half-
past seven he sat down to a solitary meal.

About a guarter pest eight, a figure rapped
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at the dining-room window : — it was the young
Duke. The fat butler seemed astonished, not
to say ;hocked, at this violation of etiqugtte ;
nevertheless, he slowly ope;)ed the witdowg

¢ Any thing the matter, George? Where is
May ?” . )

‘ Nothing. We lost our way. That is all.
May—Miss Dacre desired me to say, that she
would not join us at dinner.

“ I'am sure, something has happened.”

* I assure you, my dear Sir, nothing, nothing
at all the least unpleasanj—but we took the
wrong turning. All my fault.”

¢ Shall T send for the soup ?”

“ No. I am not hungry —I will take some
wine.” So saying, his Grace poured out a’
tumbler of Claret. .

< Shall I take ‘your Grace’s hat?" asked®
othe fat butler.

% Deat me! have Iy hat on #”

This was not the only evidence afforded by

our hero’s conduct that *hjs presence of mind
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had slightly deserted him. He was soon buried
in a deep reverie, and sat with a full plate but
idle knife and fork before him,—a perfeét puzzle
to the fat' butler, who had hitherto considered
his Grace the very pink of propriaty.

‘¢ George, you have eaten no dinner,” said
Mr. Dacre.

¢ Thank you, a very go;)d one indeed —a re-
markably good diuner. ive me some red wine,
if you please.”

At length they were left alone.

% I have some goad news for you, George.”

¢ Indeed !

¢ I think I have let Rosemount.”

¢ Sol”

“ And exactly to the kind of person that you
wanted,—a man who will take a pride, although
merely a tenant, in not permitting his poor
neighbours to feel the want of a landlord. You
will never guess,—Lord Mildhxay ”

¢ What did you say of Lord Mildmay,
Sir ‘ N
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% My dear felldw, your wits are wool-gather-
ing —1I say, I think T h.a.:vé let Rosemount.”

“Oh? I have changed my mind about let-
ting Rosemount.”

“ My dear l.)uke, there is no trouble which
I will grudge, to further y.o'ur interests ; but
really I must beg, in future, that you will} at
least, apprize me when you change your mind.
There is nothing, as we have both agreed, more
desirable than to find an eligible tenant for
Rosemount. You never can cxpect to have a
more beneficial one than® Lord Mildway ; :md
really, unless you have positively promised the
place to another person, which, excuse me for
saying, you wcre not authorized to d.o, I must
insist, after what has passed, upon his having
the preference.” .

“®My dear Sir, I dnly changed my mind tnis=
afternoon : I couldn't tell you before. I have
promised "it to no‘one$ but I think of living
there myself.”

“ Yourself! Oh! if that be the case, I shall
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be quite reconciled to the disappoi'ntment of
Lord Mildmay. But what, in the name of
goodness, my dear fellow, has produced this
wondarful revolution jn all your plans in the
course of a few hours? I thought you were
going to.mope away life in the Lake of Geneva,
or'dawdle it awayrin Florence or Rome.”

“ It is very odd, Sir. ' I can hardly believe
it myself : — and yet it must be true. I hear
her voice even at this moment. Oh ! my dear
Mr. Dacre, I am the happiest fellow that ever
breathed I”

“ What s all this?”

¢ Is it possible, my dear Sir, that you have
not long before detected the feelings I ventured
to entertain for your daughter ? In a word, she
requires only your sanction to my becing -the
most fortunate of men.” ° -

“ My dear friend, —my dear, déar boy !”
cried Mr. Dacre, rising from his chair and em-
bracing him, ¢ it is out of the power of man to

impart to me any evont which could afford me
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such exquisite pleasure! . Indeed, indeed, it is
to mé most surprising ! for I had been induced
to suspect, George, that some explanatiorr had
passed between you artl May, whicrl, while it
accounted forsyour mutual gsteem, gave little
llof)e of a stronger sentimen¢.” .

‘I believe, Sir,” said the young Duke with
a smile, ¢ I was obs.tinate.”

“ Well, this ¢ghanges all our plans. I have
intended, for this fortnight past, to speak to
you finally on your affairs. No better ¢ime
than the present: and, i.n #he first place——"

But, really, this interview is confidential.
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CHAPTER XI.

THEY come not: it is late. He is already
telling all ! She relapses into her sweet reverie.
Her thought fixes on no subject: her mind is
intent on no idea: her soul is melted into
dreamy delight : her only consciousness is per-
fect bliss! Sweet sounds still echo in her ear,
and still her pure pulse beats, from the first
embrace of passion.

" The door opens, and her father enters, lean-
‘ing upon the arm of her beloved. Yes— he
has told all! Mr. Dacre appgpachéd, and,
bending down, pressed the lips of his child.
It was the seal to their plighted faith, and* told,
without spee(;h, that ‘the blessing of a parent’
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mingled' with the vows of a lover! No other
intimation was at presenf necessary: but she,
the dafighter, thought now only.of her fgther,
that fricnd of her long kfe, whose lov® had ne'er
been wanting, — was she about to leave him?
She arose: she threw her np.ns around his neck
and wept. !
The young Duke®walked a;'ay, that his pre-
sence might not coutrol the full expression of
her hallowed soul. ¢ This jewel is mine,” was

his thought: ¢ what, what have I done tg be

so blessed !”

In a few minutes he again joined them, and
was scated by her side; and Mr. Dacre consi-
derately remembered that he wished to see his
steward, and they were left alone. Their eyes
meet, and their soft looks tell that they were
thigking of each other. His arm steals round

.the back of her chair, and with his other hand
he gently capturcs.her's.

First love, first love !~ how many a glowing
bacd has sung thy beadties! How many a

VOL. III. . M
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/
poor devil of a prosing novelist, like myself,

has cchoed all our 'superiors, the poets, teach
us! No doubt, thou rosy god of young De-
sire, thou' art a most bawitching little demon;
and yet, for my part, give me last love.

Ask a man, which turned out best,—the first
horse he bought, or the onc he now canters on ?
Ask—but, in short, theré is nothing in which
knowledge is more important, and experience
more vaiuable, than in love. When we first
love, we are cnamoured of our own imagina-
tions. Our thoughts are high, our feclings
rise from out the deepest caves of the tumultu-
ous tide of our full life. We look around for
one to share our exquisite existence, and sanc-
tify the beauties of our being.

But thosc beautics are only in our thoughts.

'We feel like heroes, when we are but Loys.
Yet our mistress must bear a rélation, not te
ourselves, but to our imagination. She must
be a real heroine, while our perfection is but

ideal. And the quick and dangerous fancy of
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our race will, af first, .rise to the pitch. She is
all—we can conceive. Mild and pure as youth-
ful pr’iests,. we bow down before our Jaltar.
But the idol to which we breath® oug warm
and gushing yows, and bend our cager knces—
all its power, docs it not cgc.ist only in our idea
—all its beauty, is it not the creation of our
own cxcited fancy / And then the sweetest of
superstitions ends.  The long delusion bursts,
and We are left like men upon a heath when
fairies vanish :—cold and dreary, gloomy, b.itter,
harsh, existence seems a Qlunder. o
But just when we are most miserable, and
curse the poets’ cunning and our own conceits,
there lights upon our path, just like a ray
fresh from the sun, some sparkling child of
light, that makes us think we are prematurc,
at Jeast, in our resolves. Yet we are determifi-
ed not to be taken in, and try her well in all the
points in which the ofhers failed. One by one,
her charms steal on our warming soul, as, one by
one, those of the other béanty sadly stole away,
M2 |
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and then we bless our stars, and fecl quite sure
“that we have found perfection in a petticoat.

What shalleI do then? \Vhy; Sir, if you
have rash’ enough, fnacry ; but if not, go to
Paris for a month—not Bath or Brighton—you
may find her there—and forget her.

I*‘or, believe me, who, being a bachclor, may
be allowed to put in a word in favour of a sys-
tem in which I am not interested, Love without
marriage is both cxpensive, immoral, and pro-
dﬁc;ivo of the most disagrecable consequences.
It tries the constitution, heart, and purse. Pro-
fligacy is almost an impossibility, and even dis-
sipation, as this work well proves, soon gets
a borc. 'What we call morality, is nothing
elsc but common sense, and® the experience of
our fellow-men codified for our common good.

And if, if marriage did not require such an
income (they say threc thousand now will scarcely
do, even for us younkers. What times we live
in !y=—1I have half a mind (I think we must come

down) really to look about me (one gets tired
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of wzmdczring), z;nd ng doubt there is great
pleasure in a well-regulat.e.d existence, particu-
larly if no children come in after dinner.

But our Duke—where a.rc we? HE had read
woman thoroughly, and consequently knew how
to value the virgin pages ongwhich his thoughts
now fixed. He and May Dacre wandcredl in
the woods, and nature seemcd to them more
beautiful from gheir beautiful loves. They
gazed upon the sky ; a brighter light fell oer
the luminous earth. Sweeter to them the fra-
grance of the sweetest Bowers, and a more
balmy breath brought on the universal promise
of the opening year. .

They wanderegyin the woods, and there they
breathed their mutual adoration. She to him
was all in all, and he to her was like a new dil
vinity. She pourc(i forth all that she long had
ofelt, and scarcely. could suppress. From the
moment he tore her from the imsulters arms,
his image fixed in her hcart, and the struggle

. . . 3
which she cxperienced to repel his renewed
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vows was great indeed When she heard of

* his misfortunes, she had wept; but it was the
strar.ge delight she expericnced, when his letter
arrived to her fath(;r, »that first convinced her
how irrevocably her mind was his.

."&nd now she does not ccase to blame her-
self for all her past obduracy—now she will not
for a moment yield that he could have been
ever any thing but all that was pure, and beau-

tiful, and good.
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CHAPTER XII.

Bur although we are in love, business must
not De utterly neglected, and Mr. Dacre insisted
that the young Duke should for one moi'ning
cease to wander in his payk, and listen to the re-
sult of his exertions during the last three month-.
His Grace listened. Rents had not risen, but
it was hoped that they had scen their worst;
the railroad had been successfully opposed ;
and coals had improved. The London mansifn
and the Alhambra had both been disposed bf.
and well : the first to the new French Amba--
sador ; and the :;ecoﬁd, to a grey-headed stock-
jobber, very rich, who, having no society, de-

termined to.make solitude amusing. The pro--
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ceeds of these sales, together with sundry sums
obtained by converting into cash the stud, the
furni?urc and ,the bijouterie, prod"uced'a most
respc_:crgablt fund which nearly paid off the
annoying miscellaneous debts. ,For the rest,
Mr. Dacre, while he agreed that it was on the
whoie advisable that the buildings should be
completed, determined that none of the estates
should be sold, or even mortgaged. His plan
was to procrastinate the termination of these
undertakings, and to allow each ycar itsclf to
'aﬂ'or(,l the necessary supplies. By annually
sctting aside one hundred thousand pounds, in
seven or eight years, he hoped to find every
thing completed and all debts cleared. He did
not think that the extravagance of the Duke
could justify any diminution in the sum which
had hitherto been apportioned for the mair-
tenance of the Irish establishments ; but he was
of opinion, that the decreased portion which
they, as well as the western estates, now afford-

'ed to the total incomes. ‘was a sufficicnt reason.
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Fourtce thousand a-year were conscquently
allotted to Ireland, and°®seven to Pen Bron-
nock. *There remained’ to tha Duke gbout
thirty thousand per anaum ; but tin aute-
ville was to be kept up with this. Mr. Dacre
proposed that the young }30.01)le should reside
at Rosemount, and that consequently they might
form their establishment from the Castle, with-
out reducing their Yorkshire appointments,
ond aVail themselves without gny obligation, or
even the opportunity of great expenses, of all
the advantages afforded by the nccessary ex-
penditure.  Finally, Mr. Dacre prescnted his
son with his town-mansion and furn.itm‘e; and
as the young Duke insisted that the settlements
upon her Grace should be prepared in full re-
ference to his inherited and future income, this®
gengrous father at ‘once made over to him thé
great bulk of his personal property, amounting
to ypwards of a hundréd thousand pounds, and
a little ready money, of which he now knew the

value. .
M5
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The Duke of St. James had du]yrinformed
his uncle, the Earl of Fitz-pompey, of the in-
tended change in his condition, and in answer
veccived tlie following letter : —

"‘ Frtiz-pompey Iall, May 18—.

"<« My DEAR GEORG E,

“ YouR letter did not give us so much sur-
prisc as you expected ; but, I assure you, it gave
us as much pleasure. You have shown your
wisgom and your taste in your choice; and I
am free to confess, that I am acquainted with
no onc more worthy of the station which the
Duchess of St.James must always fill in so-
ciety, and more calculated to maintain the
dignity of your famnily than the lady whom
lyou arc about to introduce to us as our
niece. Bclieve me, my dear George, that -the
notification of this agrecable event has occa-
sioned even additional ~ gratification both: to
your aunt and to myself, from the reflection

that you arc abort‘to ally yourself with a
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family ir\whoec .welfarg we must ever take an
especial mterest and whom we may in a man-
ner lovk upon as our own relatives. Fog, my
dear George, in answer to your fla®tering and
most pleasing, communicuti(.)n, it is my truly
agrceable duty to informy you (and, believe
me, you are the first person out of our’ im-
mediate family to Whom this intelligence is
made known) that our Caroline, in whose hap-
piness we are well assured you take a lively in-
terest, is about to be united to one who jnay
now be described as yon;r acar relative, namely,
Mr. Arundel Dacre.

“ It has been a long attachment,,though for
a considerable time, I confess, unknown to us:
and indced at first sight, with Caroline’s rank
and other .1dvamagcs, it may not appear, 1n .
mere worldly point of view, so desirable a con-
nexion as some pC.‘!‘hﬂl.)b might expect.  And to
bes quite confidential, both your aunt and my-
sclf were at first a little disinclined—(great as

0 -
our estcem and regard have ever_been for him)
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—a little disinclined, I spy, to the unifn. But
Dacre is certainly the most rising man of the
day. . In point of family, he is second to none ;
and his uficle has inde:d behaved in the most
truly liberal manner. T assure yoy, he considers
him as a son; apd gven if there were no other
indl;ccment, the mere fact of your connexion
with the family would alon® not only reconcile,
but, so to say, make us perfectly satisfied with
the arrangement. It is unnecessary to speak
to ypu of the antiquity of the Dacres. Arundel
will ultimatcly be one, of the richest commoners,
and I think it is not too bold to anticipate, taking
into consideration the family into which he
marries, and, above all, his connexion with you,
Iihat we may finally succeed in having hit%‘(;:all-
cd up to us. You are of course aware that
there was once a barony in the family. "
¢ Kvery body talks of your speech. I assure .

you, although I cver gave y.ou credit for vn-
common talents, I was astonished. So you are

to have the vacant rilvon! Why did you not
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tell me?V I learnt it to;day from LordeBobble-
shim. Butqwe must not.quarrel with men in
love for not communicating. . .

“ You ask me for news of all your®ld friends.
You of course saw the death of old Annersley.
The new lord took his seat y.e.sterday ; he was in-
troduced by Lord Bloomerly. T was not “sur-
prised to hear in th® evening that he was about
to be married to Lady Charlotte, though the
world affect to be astonished. I should not
forget to say that Lord A. asked most parti-
cularly after you. For ,him, quite warm, I
assurc you.

¢ The oddest thing has happened to your
friend, Lord Squib. Old Colonel Carlisle is dead,
and has left his whole fortune, some say half
a million, tothe oddest person,— merely because
she had the reput:;tion of being his daughter.
Quite an odd person — you understand me,—
Mus. Montfort. St. MAurice says, you know her;
but we must not talk of these things now. Well,
Squib is going to be matyjed to fer. He says
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that he knows all his old friends wiI{cut him
when they are married, and so he is determined
to give him au excuse. I understand she is a
very fize woman. He talks of living at Rome
and Florence for a year or two.

“Lord Darrell 'i,s about to marry Harriet
Wrekin; and between ourselves,—but don’t let
this go any farther at présent,—I have very
little doubt that young Pococurante will shortly
be united to Isabel. Connected as we arc with
the Shropshires, these excellent alliances arc
very gratifying.

“1see very little of Lucius Grafton. He
seems ill. I understand, for certain, that her
Ladyship opposes the divorce. On dit, she has
got hold of some letters, through the treachery
of her soubrette, whom he supposed quite his
creature, and that your friend is rather taken
in. But I should not think this true. Peo-
ple talk very loosely. 'There was a gay partyat
Mrs. Dallington’s the other night, who asked
very kindly after you. * )
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« 1 t}nk I haVe now written you a very long
]
letter. I once more confratulate you on your
admirable sclection, and with the united re-
L ]
membrance of our circlg—particulaidy Cv.aroline,

who will write perhaps by this post to Miss D.

. L]
believe me, dear George, your truly affec-
]
»

tionate uncle,
< J. P>

¢« . S.—Loygd Marylebone is very unpopular

—ql;ite a brute. We all miss you.”

It is not to be suppdsed that this lctter‘con-.
veyed the first intimation to the Duke of St.
James of the most interesting event of which it
spoke. On the contrary, he had ltmg‘ been aware
of the whole aflair; but I have been too much
engaged with his own conduct, to find time 2o -
leg the reader info the secret, which, like=all
secrets, it is to be hoped, was no secret. Next
tq gaining the affections of May Dacre, it was
impossible for any cvent to occur more de-

lightful to our hero than thc®present. His *

-
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heart had often misgiven him when/he had
thought of Caroline. *Now she was happy, and
not only happy, but connected with him for life,
just as he vished. Arupdel Dacre, too, of all
men he most wished to like, and indeed mo-t
liked. One feeling alone had pl"evented them
front being bosom fr'iends, and that fecling had
long triumphantly vauished,

May Dacre had been almost from the begin-
ning the coufidante of his cousin. In vain, how-
ever, had she beseeched him to entrust all to her
father. Although he no repented his past

'feelings, he would not work upon himself to
change; and not till he had entered Parliament
. and succecded and gained a name, which would
reflect honour on the family with which he
wished to identify himself, could he impart to
his uncle the sccret of his heart, and gain that
support without which his great object could
never have been achieved. The Duke of St.
James, by returning him to Parliament, had

been the uncorscious cruse of all his happiness,
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and ard&tly did he pray that his generous
friend might‘succecd in what he was well aware
was his secret aspiration, and thst his beloved
cousin might yield hers hand to thc®only man

wltom Arundel, Dacre considered worthy of her.
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CHAPTER XIII

ANOTHER week brought another letter from

the Earl of Fitz-pompey. '
4
THE EARL OF FITZ-PC2IPEY TO THE DUKE

OF ST. JAMES.
[Read this alone.]

¢“ MY DEAR GEORGE,

“J BEG you will not be alarmed by the above
memorandum, which I thought it but prudent
to prefix. A very disagree;lble affair has just
taken place, and to a degree exceedingly alarm-
ing; but it might have turned out much more
distressing, and, on the whole, we may all con.

gratulate ourselves af the result. Not to keep
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you in Mrful s.us}ense,z beg to recall your
recollection §to the rumour which I noticed in
my last, of she intention. of Ly Apheodite
Grafton to oppose tl® divorce. X few days
b;ck, her brother, Lord Warjston, with whom I
was previously unacquainted, called upon me
by appointment, having previously requested a
private interview. The objcct of his secing me
was no less than to submit to my inspection the
lettcr;, by aid of which it was anticipated that
the divorce might be successfully oppesed.
You will be astounded toshear that these con-
sist of a long series of correspondence of Mrs.
Dallington Vere’s, developing, I am shocked
to say, machinations of a very alarming nature,
the effect of which, my dear George, was no
less than very materially to control your for-
turtes in life, and those of that charming and
*truly admirable lady whom you have delighted
us ‘all so much by declaring to be our future
relative.
“ From the very delicate nature of the disclo- :



260 THE YOUNG DNUKE.

sures, Lord Wariston felt ‘the gre... impor-
tance of obtaining all necessary res'.lts without
makiig them public; and, actusted by these
feelings, he applied to iz, both as your ncarest
relative, and an acquaintance of Sir Lucius,
and, as he expressed it, and I may be permit-
ted to repcat, as onc whose experience in the
management of difficult and delicate negotia-
tions was not altogether unknown, in order that
I might be put in possession of the facts of the
case, advisc, and perhaps interfere for the com-
mon good. "

“ Under these circumstances, and taking into
considcration the extreme difficulty attendant
upon a satisfactory arrangement of the affair,
1 thought fit, in confidence, to apply to Arun-
del, whose talents I consider of the first order,
and only cqualled by his prudence and cs#lm
temper. As a relation, too, of moie than one
of the parties concerned, it was. perhaps only
proper that the correspondence should be sub-

mitted to him. .
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“I ar sorry 'tt sag, my dear George, that
Arundel be{xaved in a vlry odd manner, and
not at all with that discretiony which might
have been expected bgth*from on@of his re-
markably sober and staid disposition, and one
not a little experienced in .d.iplomatic life. He
cxhibited the most unequivocal signs of his dis-
pleasurc at the cor.luct of the parties princi-
pally concerned, and expressed himself in so
vindictive a manner against one of them, that
I very much regretted my application, and re-
quested him to be cuol ‘.

“ He scemed to yield to my solicitations, but,
I regret to say, his composure was only feigied,
and the next morning he and Sir Lucius Grafton
met. Sir Lucius fired first with effect, but Arun-
del’s aim was more fatal, and his ball was lodged
in, the thigh of his adversary. Sir Lucius nas
only been saved by amputation; and 1 need not
remark to you, that o such a man, life on such
conditions is scarcely desirasle. All idea of a di-

i
vorce is quite given over. The letter Ja question
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was stolen from his cal.inet 'Ly his valet, and
given to a soubrette of his wxfe, whon} Sir Lucius
considered in his interest, but who, as you see,
betrayed L'm. .

“For me rcmained the not very agreealie
office of seeing Mrs. Dallington Vere. I made
kno.n to her in a manner as little offensive as
possible, the object of my v'sit.  The scene, my
dear George, was very trying; and I think it
very hard, that the follies of a parcel of young
people should really place me in such a distress-

4 - . .
ing position. She fainted; &c. and wished the

letter to be given up; but Lord W would
not consent to this, though he promised to keep
their contents secret, provided she quitted the
country. She goes directly; and I am well
assured, which is not the least surprising part
of .his strange history, that her affairs are in a
state of great distraction. The relatives of her
late husband are about again to try the Will, and
with every prospec, of success. She has been

negociatir,, with tlem for some time through
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the agenc - of Sir i uci§; Grafton, and the late
exposé will not faveur her®interests.

“ If. any .ghing farther happgns, my dear
George, depend upon my wtiting; but Arundel
desires me to say, that on Saturday he will run
down to Dacre for a few duys., as he very much
wishes to sec you and all.. With our united
remembrance to Mr. and Miss Dacre,

¢ Ever, my dear George,
« Your very affectionate uncle,,

* F1T2-POMPEY.”

The young Duke turned with trembling and
disgust from these dark terminations of 1 n-
principled carcers, and their fatal cvidences of
the indu]genc‘e of unbridled passions. How
nearly too had he been shipwreckec in this
moyal whirlpool! With what gratitude aid
vhe not invoke the Leneficent Providence that
had not permitte(i the innate seeds of human
virtue to be blighted in his wild and neglected .
soul! With what admiratio1 did K. not gaze
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upon the pure and be:.utif“i being w~hose vir-
tue and whose loveliness wcre the causes of his
regencration, the sources of his oresent happi-
ness, ~nd .he guarantces of his future joy.

Four years have now elapsed since the young
Duke of St. James was united to May Dacre ;
anu it would not be too bold to declare, that
during that period, he ha. never for an instant
ceased to consider himself the happiest and the
most fortunate of men. His life is passed in the
agreeable discharge of all the important duties
of his exalted station, anu nis present career is
by far a better answer to the lucubrations of
veung Duncan Macmorogh, than all the abs-
tract argumencs that cver yet were offered in
favour of the existence of an Aristocracy.

Haut wville House and Hauteville Castle pro-
ceed in regular course—their magnificent dwell-
ings will never erase simple and. delightful
Rosemount from the grateful memory of the
Duchess of St. Ja nes. Parliament and in a
degree & .iety, in ite the Duke and Duchess
each jear to f1e metropolis, and Mr. Dacre
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is generall} their guost. ' Their most intimate
and beloved yfriends are Arundel and Lady
Carolines—anq as her I:adyship'. now haads
the establishment of C-stle Dacre, they are
seldom separated. But among their most
agreeable company is a young, gentleman styled
by courtesy Dacre, Marquess of Hauteville;
and his young sister, #ho has not yet escaped
from her beautiful mother’s arms, and who
bearcth’ the blooming title of the Lady May.:
Reader! our tale is told and the sweet
shades who for thrce long, weeks have stolen
from decay its consciousness, and lent life even
to languor, vanish into air. The syllables ar -
sailing on the wind, that are the Ysting of life.
Farewell! Oh ' word of woe! Oh! s und of
sorrow ! and yet the nccessary termina n of

all joy.

THE END.
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