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THR AMMARANTH,

As he utiered these words, Sir Henry Cath-
cart (for such was the name of the last speak-
er,) stepped gracefully forward to a chair,
where reclined the person of alady apparently
about fifty, adorned in a style of profuse mag-
nificznce, barmomzing with her portiy an
massive figure. :

The dialogue which we have just been nar-
rating, took place between two individuals as
opposile in their characters as they were in
prrsonal appearance. Vivian De I’ Orme was
& young man of French extraction, about
twenty-two years of age, with a cast of coun-
tenance decidedly foreign, joined toaperson of
d.minutive stature; he had for a considerable
period been the most intimate friend of Sir
Henry, and although s man of very confined
intellect, vel nevertheless was endued with
that spurious sort of anderstanding denomina-
ted cunning, wiich is frequently found to be
of more use 1n an chstract sense to the posses*
sor, than those siores of oripinal ability and
crudition thet are so rarely to be encountered
in this every-day world. Sir Henry Catheart
was his jumor, having just attained his me-
jority ; and, by the death of both his parents
et a much earhier age, was now the sole in-
heritor of a handsome fortune and estate. His
figure ofiered a strange contrast to that of his
companion, being tall, majestic, and command-
ing, whilst ins character was frank, open, and
generous. In short he was what the world
wonld term a fine-looking young man, pos-
sessing all the sppcarance of an aristocratic
d t,p g all that absenceof haunteur
so pecubiarly the awribute of the true gentle-
man.

Lady Featherfiedd, the lzdy to whom he
was now advancing, must certainly haveonce
been beanuful, if beruty is ever consonant with
2 style of face which presents usfeztares upon
which we can dwell with pleasare, but no ¢ex-
presson on which the imagination can hang
with rapture, resembhng in a vemarkable de-
gree some splended siractore wherein fashion
is wont 10 dwdl), and which we acknowledge
10 be well formed 2nd accurately designed, but
notwithstanding 2il its cTaamental milars and
decoraure baleonies, insufficient 10 attract
more than o meore passing and unzadmiriag

h

“1 woald not ask my fnend De U Ormg”
commenced the yoang baronct, “1 would not
ask hin 10 present me w0 your ladyship, for
when T meavon my name 1 flatier mysall you
w3li not consder meia thelight of astranger—
Huary Catheott”?

The eyes of the gorgeous widow were turn-
ed for an instant upon the fine intellecteal
countenance of the speaker, as if reflecting
where they had beforemet. Suddenly sheap-
peared to recollect the features, and exclaimed,
Al Sir Henry, I'm delighted to see you.~
Why, what a height you have grown to; it is
near six years since I have seen you, that real-
1y 1 had nigh forgotten you. Dear me what
an alteration a few years does make at yous
age.” There wasadecided emphasis on your,
and emiling complacently as she bethough:
herself of the comeliness of her own persos,
awaited his reply.

* Pray, Lady Featherfield,” said Sir Henry
abrupdy, (impatient of farther delay,) did |
hear aright, that that beautiful young creaturg
vonder is your nicce T

“Yes; that is my sister’s child—she is ra-
ther pretty, certaunly. Not my style of bear
ty, though ; but stll she is attractive amongs:
some men!”  As she spoke she beckoned the
object of Sir Henry’s inquiries towards her,
and taking her hand, said, “ Thisis Sir Hen-
ry Catheart, my dear, who has been pleased
to pass some very flatiering encominms upon
you, and of whose approbation you ogaght to
be proud, for 1 hear that he is a coancisseur.—
Do vou admire tail or httle women most, Sir
Henry 7 added or intervogated the baroness
parenthetically 1o Cathcart.”

« 1 admire beth,” was the gellent and ready
answer ; for her ladyship was full five feet nine,
and Alatilda scarcely above the ordinavy size
of her sex. (A swme which, en pessant in the
present day 2ppears degencrating into lillipu-
tanism.)

“Bat which most?’ retoried her jadyship;
“for all men have thar tastes.”

“Tponmy honour, Lady Featherfield, wher-
ever bezuty is, I gaze and admire, whithost
<hinking on its pecaliar merits or order; if 1
may use an architeciural term,” replied Cath-
cart. “Who could say that St. Paul’s is not
cqual 1o “Westminster Abbey? Indeed T ac
knowledge it to be the grandest; but 1 prefer
the latter individually.”  Thusdextcronsly ob-
<iating the access:y of offending theaunt, and
delicately inuinuaung Wsntense admirationof
the aicce.  As 2 more than adeguate counier-
poise, Sir Henry applied himself 10 the pleas
ing task of eliciung the meatel poseess of Ma-
rtilda Saville by a not affected display of his
own accomphishments and scniiments. He
found her intellgene, amiable, and confiding,
bat slightiy imboed with a taste for the o

mantc and sentmenial.



