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IRELAND AN SHXE I8,
{AN IMITATIVE BALLAD.)

THE ENQUIRY.

Isshedying? willshedle? .
Tell me~—telt me, friend of bera! e
Bavewe pause 10 weep Oor sigh? :
Is the death glare {u hereso?
Can no human ald be nlgh?
Tell me of this ctxd of hers!

Must her pale cheek paler grow?
And the healthfni nir around?
Must herlife bicod cease to flow ?.
Is her life pulse beath g low . .
Uan sbe ind nd platelogoy -
‘Where some bhealing balm Is feuand ¢

Are her friends 50 cold and few,
That no helping hand 8 nigh?
Shall her lovergastana in view,
O'er her white brow hectlo dew®
Are they falss—or are they tiue?
Isthe dear one grand todie ?

Has consumptjon’s ghastly hand,
Laid its icy clutch on her?

Has some fever's burning brand,

By some breath of terror fann’d—

Or some spectre of tha' band
YTlaced a killing wouch on her?

Or, perchancothe alrischtil,
That 13 1aking life from her?
Tcll me—te.l meofineill!
What s it we snovuld fuifil 27—
And we'll do it with a will -
To erase this strife from her ?

Has her glorions beauty fled —

And will neer return for her 7
Are licr hopes aud feelings dead 2
Have ber joysand luvivgs spod
Are there nune her catse 10 wed ¢

Are there none who burn for her?

THE ANSWER.

She 1sdying—ah ! to e,

Sad It i~, tndeed, for her.
Thousands then would yleld a sigh—
Bat 100 late the bootless ery—

It would be a liviug lle—

And of little need to her!

It !z not consumption’s power,
Thut {8 fulling fn-1 on her!
1t is not the fever's hoar ;—
Darker tempoests seem to lower ;=
Fading slowly llke the flower,
Famine's breath has pass’don her!

Wouldst thou that she mightarlee,
From thut couch of death of hery?
Seek beneath the strang-r skies,
‘Where the wealth of mlillons lles,
Cease not {n yonr entet prise,
*Till you save this breath of hers!

Ask her rans on foreign stroned,—
Ask of them an aid for her!
Speak to them of natjve land,—
Benr to them her mild commund,—
Ab, your work 1s great and grand,—
Thousands shall be pald for Ler!

Tell them of the fertile vale,

Where they loved to roan with her,
Tell them haw the polson’d gule,
Swellsthe emivralton sall,
Bearingon a plerclug wail :

Tell them of thelr home with her!

Then her sons will rire in might,
Sons that still have love {or her s
Shewing inthe Natlou's sighy,
How in darkuess us u Hght—
They can hoid nffectiovs bright
Aided from Abuve for her!

JoSEPH K. FORAN.
Laval University. Quebee, January 22nd, 1850,

HENRIETTA TEMPLE

And she had bid him leave her. Leave
her! Henrietta Temple had bid him leave
her! Did he live? Was this the same worhl
in which a few hours back he breathed, and
blessed his God for breathing? What had
happened? What strange ¢vent, what mir-
acle had occurred, to work this awful, this
portentous change? \Why, if she had known
all, if she bad suddenly sbared that sharp nud
perpetual woe ever guawiny at his own secret
heart, even amid his joys ; if he bad revenled
to her, if anyone huad betrayed to her his dis-
tressing secrct, could she have said more?
Why! it was to shunthis, it was tospare him-
self this horrible catastrophe, that Le bad in-
volved himself in bis ngcnising, his inextri-
cable dificulties. Inextrivable they must be
now ; for where, now, was the in=piration that
before was to avimate him to such great ex-
ploits? How could he strugzgle any longer
with his fate ? ITow could he oow carve out
a destiny 7 All that remained for him now
was to die ; and, in the madness of his renru-
tions, death seemed to him the most desirable
consummation,

The temper of a lover is exquisitely sensi-
tive. Mortified and miserable, at any other
time Ferdinand, in n fit of harassed love,
might have inetantly gnitted the presence of
a mistress who had treated htm with euch un-
expected and such undeserved harshness.
But the thought of the morrow, the mournful
conviction that this was the lust opportunity
for their undisturbed communion, the recol-
lection that, at all crents, their temporary
soparaticn wae impending; allthese consider-
ations had checked his first impulse. Be-
sides, it must not be concealed that more than
once i{ cccurred to him that it was utterly im-
possible to permit Hunrietta to mect her fa-
ther in her present mood. With ker deter-
mined apirit and strong emotions, aud her
difliculty of concealing her feelings ; smarting,
too, under the consciousness of having parted
with Ferdinand in abnger, and of havivg
ireated him with injustice; and, therefore,
donbly anxinus to bLring affairs to a crisis, a
scens in all probability would instantly ensue,
and Ferdinand recoiled at present from the
consequences of any explanations.

Unhappy Ferdinand! Tt seemed to Lim
that he bad never known misery before. e
wrung his bands in despair; his mind scemed
to desert him. Suddeuly he stopped; he
looked at Henrietta; her face was still pale,
her oyes fixed upon the decaying embers of
the fire, her attitude unchanged. Kither she
wag unconscious of his prescace, or she did
not choose to recognise it. What were her
thoughts?

Still of her father? Derhaps she contrasted
that fond and faithful friend of her existence,
to whom she owed such an incalculable debt
of gratitude, with the acquaintance of the
Liour, to whom, in a inoment of insanity, sho
had pledged the love that could alone repay
it. Perhaps, in the spirit of self-torment, gho
conjured up against this too successful
stranger nll the menancing epectres of suspi-
cion, distrust, and. deceit ; recalled to her re-
collection the too just and too frequent tales
of man's impurity and ingratitude; and lor-
tured herself by her own apparition, ihe mer-
ited victim of his harshnoss, his noglect, or
his desertion. And when she had at the same
time both shotked and alormed her fancy Ly
thege distressful and degrading images ex:

hausted by these imaginary vexations, and

cager for consolation in her dark “despond-
cncy, she may have recurred to tho yet inne-
cent cause of her sorrow and apprehension,
and perhaps accused hiezself of cruelty and in-
justio®for visiting on his head tho merp con-
sequences of her own fitful and morbid tem-
per. - Bhe may ‘have recalled his unvarying
tenderness, his unceasing admiration; she
may havd recollected those impassioned ac-
cents that thriiled her heart, those glances of
rapturons affection that ixed her eye with fas-
cination. She may have conjared up that
form'over which, of late she had mused in a
trance of love, that form bright with so much
beauty, beaming with so'many graces, adorned
wiih. 80 much intelligence, and hallowed by
evory romantlc asscclation tbat could malt
the heart or mould the spiri5 of womsan ; she
may have conjured-up this form, that was the

8°d0fher fid-"ql_n;y, and rushed again to the
‘altar i an ecstasy of devoticn,

:|” ‘The shades of evening were fast descending,
..”] the curtains of the chamber were not closed,

the blase .of the fire- had dléd away. The

| fiickering light fell npon the.solemn coun-
- | tenance of Henrletta. Temple, now burled in

the shade, now translently illumined by the]
fitful flame. . s S

Oua a pudden he advanced, with a step too
light even to- be heard, knelt at her side, anl,
not venturing to touch her hand, pressed his
lips to her arm, and with streaming eyes, and
in a tone of plalntive tenderness, murmured,
¢ What bave I done?'.

. She turned, her eyes met his, a wild expres-
fion of fear, surprise, delight, played over her
countenance; tben, bursting into tears, she
threw her arms round his neck, and hid her
fice upon his breast.

He did not disturb this effusion of her sup-
pressed emmotions, His throbbing hear! re-
sponded to her tumultuous soul. At length,
when the strength of her passionate affections
had gomewhat decreased, when the convul-
sive sobs had subsided {ato gentle sighs, and
ever and anon he felt the pressure of her
sweet lips sealing her remorseful love and her
charmiug repentance unpon his bosom, he
dared to say,* Ohl my Hearietta, you did not
dou™t your Ferdinand ?’

¢ Dearest Ferdinand, you are too good, too
kind, too fuultless, and I am very wicked.'

Taking her hand acd covering it with
kisses, be said in & distinct, but very low
voice,  Now tell me, why wese yon un-
happy 2!

tPapn,’ sighed Henrietta, ¢ dearest papa,
that the day should come when I shouid
griove to moet him !’
¢ And why should my darling grieve =" raid
Ferdinand.
+1 know not; I ask myself, what have I
done ? what have Ito fear? 1t is no crime
to love; it may be a misfortune; God knows
that I have almost felt to-night that such it
was. But no, I never will believe it can be
either wrong or unhappy to love you.
¢ Bless you, for such sweet words,” replied
Ferdinand. +If roy heart can make you
happy, felicity shall be your lot.

«It is my lot. Iam happy, quite happy,
and grateful for my happiness.’

‘And your father, our father let me call
him (sbe pressed his band when he said this )
he will bo bappy too ?'

¢ S0 I would hope.’

¢1f the fulfilment of my duty can content
him,’ continued Ferdinand, ¢Mr. Temple
rhnll not repeai his son-in-law.

+On! donot call him Mr. Temple: call
him father. 1 love to hear you call him
father.

tThen what alarms my child

+I hardly know,; said Henrietta in a hesi-
tating tone. ¢I think, I thiok it is the sudden-
ness of all this. He has gone, he comes avain ;
he went, he returns; and all has happened.
So short a time, too, Ferdinand. 1t is life to
us; to him, I fenr) and she hid her face, ‘It
is only a fortnight.

tWeo have reen mnch of each other, and
known more of each other, in this fortnight,
than we inizht bave in an acquaintance which
had coutinued a life!

YThat's true, that's very true.  We feel this,
Ferdinand, lLecause wo konow it. But papa
will not tfeel like us ; wo cannot expect him
to feel like us. He does not know my Fer-
dinnud as T kgow him.  Papa, too, though the
dearest, kindest, fondest father that ever
lived, though he has no thought but for my
happiness aud lives only for Lis daughter,
papa naturally is not so young a3 we aie,
He {#, ton, what is called a men of the world,
He has seen a great deal; he has formed his
opiuions un man and life. We cannot expect
that he witl change them in your, I mean in
our fuvour. Men of the world nre of the
world, worldly. I do not think they are al-
ways right; 1 do not myself belicvo in thefr
infallibitity. There is no person more clever
and more judicious than papa. No person i3
more considorate. But there are charactersso
rure, that men of the world do not admit them
into their general calculations, and such is
yourg, Ferdinpand.’

Here Ferdinand seemed plunged in thought,
but he presised ber hand, though he said no-
thing.

¢He will think we have known each other
too short a time, continued Miss Femple.
¢ He will be mortitizd, perbaps alarmed, when
1 inform him I nm no longer his.’

tThen do not inform him,’ said Ferdinand.

Sho started.

¢ Let me inform him, continned Ferdinaod,
giving another turn to his mesning, and
watching hor countenance with an unfalier-
ing cyo.

tDearest Ferdinand, always prepared to
bear every burthen!” exclaimed BMiss Temple.
t How generous and good you are! No, it
would boe better for mie to speak first to my
father. My sou), I will never have n Eeecret
from you, and you, I am sure, will never have
one from your Honrietta. This is the truth;
I do not repont the past, I glory init; [am
yours,and I am proud to be yours. Were the
past to be again acted, I would not falter.
But [ cannot conceal from myself that, 8o far
us my father i8 concerned 1 have not con-
ducted mysclf towards him with frankness,
with respect, or with kindness, There is no
fault in Joving you. liven were he to regret,
lie could not blame such an occurrence ; but
he will vegret, he will Llame, he has o right
Lotli to regret and blnme, my doing more thun
love you; my engagement, without his ad-
vice, his sanction, his knowledge, or even lLis
suspicion !’

‘You takoe too refined a view of our sitna-
tion,' replicd IPerdinand, ¢ Why should you
not spare your {father the pain of such a cam-
munication, if painful it wouid be? What
has passed is between ourselves, and ought to
bo botween ourselves. If I request his per-
mission to offer you my hound, and he yields
his consent, is not that ceremony enough ?

tI have never concealed anything from
papa,’ said Henrietta, ‘but I will bo guided
by youn.

¢ Leave, then, all to me,’ said lerdinand;
¢ be guided but by the judgment of your own
Ferdinand, my Henrictta, and believe me all
will go right. T will break this intelligence
to your father. So we will settle it? he con-
tinued erquiringly.

+ It shall be so0.

t Then arises tho question,’ said 1"erdinand,
‘when it would be most advisable for me to

to make the communication. Now your
fathor, Henrietts, who is a man of the
world, will of course cxpect that,

when I do make it, T shall be prepared to
spenk definitely to Lim upon all matters of
business. 1lle will think, otherwise, thatI am
trifiing with Lim. To go and request of a
man liko your father, n shrowd, experienced
man of the world like Mr. Temple, permis.
sion to marry his daunghter, without showing
to Him that I am prep :red with the means of
maintaining & family, is little short of mad-
negs. Te would be offended with mc he
weuld be prejudiced against me. I must,
therefore, settle something first with Sir Rat-
cliffe. Much, you know, unfortunately, I can-
cot offer your father; Lut still, sweet love,
therc must at least be an appearance of pro-
vidence and management. We must not dis-
gust your tather with our union.’

*Oh! how can he be disgusted ?

‘him, under such circumstances ? exclaimed

*Dear mo; . This, then, is what I ;
that, as to-morTow we must compnutlﬁy be
8 I shonld take advantage of the.aext
few days, and get to Bath. and bring affairs to
‘some arrangement. Uatil my return I would
sdvise you to shy nathing to your father.'

- ‘tHow ¢an I live under the same roof with

Miss Templs; ¢ now can 1. meet his eye, how
can Iapeak to him with the consclousness of
A secret engugement, with the recollection
that, all the time he f lavishing his affection
upon me, my heart is yearning for another,
and that, while he is laying plans of future
companionship, I s meditating; perbaps, an
eternal separation I

tSweet Heunriotta, listen to me one moment.
Suppose I had quitted youlast night for Bath,
merely for this purpose, as indeed we had
once thought of, and that your father had ar-
rived at Ducle before I had returned to make
my communication; would you style your
silence, uadersuch circumstances, & secret en-
gagement? No, no, dear love; this is an
abuse of terms. It would Le a delicate con-
stderation for a parent's fuvelings.!

# 0 Fardinand! would we were nnited, and
no cares!

¢You would not consider our projected
union a Becret engagement, if, after passing
to-morrow with your father, you expected me
on the next day to commnnicate to you our
position. Is it any morea secret engagement
because tix or seven days are tu elapse before
this communication takes place, instead ot
oue? My Henrietta is indeed fightiLg with
shadows {’

tFerdiuand, I cannot reason like you ; but
I feol unhappy when 1 think of this.'

¢ Doarest Heuriettal feel only that you ave
loved. Think, darling, the day will come
when we shall smile at all these cares. All
will flow smoothly yet, and we shall all yet
live at Armine, Mr. Temple and all.

«Papa likes you so much, too, Ferdinand, I
should be miscrable if you offended him.*

i Which I certainly should do if I were not
to speak to Sir Ratcliffe first.

¢ Do you, indeed, think so 7'

¢Judeed I am certain.'

¢+ But cannot you write to Bir Ratcliffe, Fer-
dinand? Mast you really go? Must we, in-
deed, be sepnrated 7 I cannot believe it; it
ir inconceivable; it is impossible ; I cannot
endurait.’

«It is, indeed, terrible said Ferdinand.
tThis consideration alone reconciles mo to
the necessity ; I know my father well; hia
only answer to o communication ot this kiad
would bv an immediate summons to his side.
Now, is it not better that this meeting should
take place when we must necessarily be much
less together than before, than at o later
period, when we may, perbaps, e constant
compunions with the sanction of our
parents ?’

tO Ferdinand! you reason, I only feel!

Such an observation from one's mistress is
ratber n reproach than a compliment. It was
made, in the present instance, to a man whose
principal characteristic was, perhaps, a too
dangerous susceptibility © a man of profound
and violent passions, yet of a most sweet and
tender tempor; capapbls of deep reflection,
yet evor acting from the impulse of senti-
ment, and ready at all times to sacrifice every
consideration to his heart. The proapect of
separation from Henriettn, for however short
a period, was absolute agony to him; he
found difticulty in conceiving existenco with-
out the influence of her perpetual presence ;
their parting even for the night was felt by
him as an onecrpus deprivation. The only
process, indeed, that could at present prepare
and console him for the impending sorrow,
would have been the frank indulgence of the
feolings which Le called forth. Yet Lekold
him, bohold this unbappy victim oi circum-
stances, forced to deceive, even for happiness,
the being whom he idolised; compelled at |
this hourof anguish, to Lridie his heart, lost
he should loosc for a fatal instant his com-
mand over his head; and, while te was bhim-
solf conscious that not in the wide world,
perhaps, existed a man who was sacrificing
more for his mistress, obliged to endure, even
from her lips, o remark which seemed to im-
pute to him a deficiency of tecling.’

And yet it was too much ; he covered his
eyes with his hand, and said, in a low and
broken voice, ‘Alas my Henrietta, if you
knew all, you would not say this!’

¢«AMy Ferdinaud,’ she exclaimed, touched by
that tender and melancholy tone, ¢ why, what
is this ? you weep ! What havo I said, what
have I done? Dearest Ferdinand, do not do
this.” And she threw herself on her lnees
before him, and looked up into hia face with
scrutinising naffection.

He Lent down his head, and pressed hislips
to her forehead. ¢ O Henrietta!' he exclaimed,
¢we have been so bappy V

¢And shall be, my own. Doubt not my
word, all witl go right. I am so sorry, I am
80 miserable, that I made yon unbappy to-
night. I shall think of it when you are
gone. I shall remember how naughty I was.
It was so wicked, so very, very wicked; and
Lo was 50 good.!

¢ Cone! wiat a dreadful word! And shall
we not be together to-morrow, Henrietta?
Oh! what a morrow! Think of me, dearest.
Do not let me for a moment escape from your
memory.’

t Tell me exactly your road ; let me know
exactly wherec you will beat every hour;
write to me on the road; if it be only a line,
ouly a little word ; ounly Lis dear name; only
Ferdinand !

¢« And how shall T writo to you?
direct to you here?’

Henrietta looked perplexed. {Papa opens
the Lag every morning, nnd every moruing
you must write, or I shull die. Ferdinacd,
what is to be done 7'

¢I will direct to you at the post-officc.
You must send for your letters.’

+1 tremble. Believe me, it will be no-
ticed. It will look so, so, s0, 50 clandes-
tine.’

¢+ will direct them to your maid. She must
be vur coufidant

' Ferdinand ¥

¢+ "Tis only for a week.’

t0 Ferdinand! Love teaches us strange
things.!

« My darling, believe me, it is wise and well,
Think Low desolate we should be without
constant correspondence. As for myself, I
shall write to you overy hourand, unless I hear
from you as often, I shall believe only in
evill

¢Let it Lo as you wish. God Lknows my
hoart is pure. [ pretend no longer toregulateo
my destiny, 1 am yours, Ferdinand. Beyou
responsible for all that affects my honor or
my henrt.

t A precious trust, my Henrictia, and dearer
to me than all the glory of my ancestors.’

The clock sounded eleven. Miss Templs
roge.. ¢ It is s0late, and we in darkness here!
What will they think ? Ferdivand, swectest,
rouse the firo. Iring the bell. Lights will
come, ngd then——' Her volce faltered.

tAnd then——' echoed Fordinand.. Mo
took up bis guitar, but he could not commund
his voice. .

t"Iis your guitar,’ rald Henrietta; ‘I am
happy that it is left behind.’

Tho scrvant ontored with lights, drow the

Shall T

curtaing, renewed the fire, arranged tho room,
and withdrew. ‘ '
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1 Littlo knows he our misery,’ said Henrl-
eita. *It seomed strange, when'l folt my
mind, that there could be anything so calm
snd mechanical in tae world. :

-Ferdinand was alient. He felt that the
bour of departure had Indeed arrived, yet he
had uot ceurage to move. Henrletta, too, did
not speak. She reclined on the sofa, as it
were, exhaustod, and placed her bandkerchicf
over ber face. Ferdinand leant over the fire.
He was nearly tempted to glve up his project,
confess all to his father by letter, and await
his docision. Then he conjured upthedread-
ful scenes at Bath, and then he remembered
that, at all events, to-morrow he must not ap.
pear at Dacle. ¢ Henrivttal’ he ut length
aald.

¢ A minute, Ferdinand, yet a minute,’ ghe
exclaimed inan excited tone; ‘donut speak,
Iam preparing mysalf’

He remained in hig leaning posture ; and
in a few moments Miss Tumple rose and sald,
tNow, Ferdinand, I am ready.”” He looked
round. Her counienance was quits pale, but
fixed aud calm.

¢Let us embrace,’ she said, ¢ but let us say
oothing.’

He pressed her to his arms. She trembled.
He imprinted a thousand kisses on her cold
lips; she recelved them with no return.
‘Then she said in a low voice, t Let me loave
the room first; and, giving him one kiss
upon his forehead, Henrietta Templo disap-

eared.

When Ferdinand with a sinking heart and
a staggering step quitted Ducie, he found the
night s0 dark that it was with extreme diffi-
culty he traced, or rather groped, bis way
through the grove. The absolute necessity
of watchiog every step he took in some de-
gree diverted bis mind from his painful me-
ditatious. The stmosphereof the wood was
80 close, that he congratulated himse'f when
ho had galned its skirts ; but just as he was
about to emerge upon the common, and was
looking forward to the light of some cottage
as his guide in this gloomy wilderness, a flash
of lightning that seemed to cut the sky in
twalp, and to descend lihe a flight of fery
steps from the highest heavens to the lowest
earth, revealed to him for & moment the
whole bLroad bosom of the common, and
showed to him that nature to-night was as
disordered aud perturbed as his own heart.
A clap of thunder, that might bave been the
herald of Doomsday, wake the cattle from
their slumbers, which began to moan aund low
to the rising wiod, and cluster under the
trees, that sent forth with their wailing
branches sounds scarcely less dolorous and
wild. Avoiding the woods, and striking into
the most open part of the conantry, Ferdinand
watched the progress of the tempest,

For the wind bad now risen to such abeight
that the leaves and branches of the trees were
carried about in vast whirls and eddies, while
the waters of the lake where in serener hours
Ferdinand was accustomed to bathe, wure
lifted out of thuir bed, and inundated the
neighboring settlements.  Lights were now
seen moving in the cottages, and then the
forked lightuiag, pouring down at the same
time from oppposite quarters of the rky, ex-
posed with an awful distinctness, and a fear-
ful splendor, tho wide-spreading scene of dan-
ger and devastation.

Now descended the rain in such overwhelm-
ing torreats, that it was as ifa water-spout
had Lurst, and Ferdinand gasped for Lreath
beneath the oppressive power; while the
blaze of the variegated lightuning, the crivh of
tho thunder, and the roar of the wind, all si-
muitaneously in movement, indicated the ful-
ness of the storm. Succeeded then that
strange lull that occurs in the heart of a tewn-
pest, when the unruly and disordered ele-
wments pause, as it were, for breatl, aud seem
to concentrate thelr energies for an increased
and fizal exp’osion. It cumeat Jast; und the
very eart™ .ecmed to rock in the passage of

i thu hurricane,

Exposed to nll the awful chances of the
storm, one solitary being alone beheld them
without terror. The mind of Ferdinand Ar-
mine grew calm, as nature became more dis-
turbed. He moralised amid the whirlwind.
Ile contrasted tue present tumult and dis-
traction with tho sweet and beautiful serenity
which the same scene hnd presented when,
a short time bacly, he first beheld it. s
love, too, had commenced in stillness and in
sunshine; was it, also, to end in storm and in
destructicn ?

1t was nbout three weeks atter Fordinand
Arnmine quitted Doncie that Mr. Templo en-
tered the breaktast-room one morning, with
an open note in his hand, and told Ienrletty
to prepare for visitors, as her old friend, Lady
Bellair, had written to apprise him of Ler in-
tention to rest the night at Ducie, on her way.

«She brings with her also the most charm-
ing woman in the world,’ added Mr. Temple,
with a smile.

¢I have little doubt Lady Rellair decms
her companion so at present,’ said Miss Tem: -
ple, * whoever she may be ; but at auy rate, T
shall be glad to seo her ladyship, who is cer-
tainly ono of the most amusing women in the
world.

Thisannouncement of the speedy arrival of
Lady Dellair made some bustle in the honaze-
hold of Ducie Bower ; for her ladyship was i
every respect o memorable character, and the
butler who bhad remembered her visits to Mr.
Temple before his residence at Ducie, very
much interssted tho curiosity of his fellow-
servants by his intimations of her ladyship’s
eccentricities,

«You will have to take care cf the parrot,
Mary, said the batler ; ‘and yon, Susan, must
look after the page. We shall all be well
cross-examined as to the state of the establish-
ment ; and so I advise you to be prepared.
Her ladyship is & rum one, and that's the
truth.’

In the course of time, o handsome travel-
ling chariot, emblazoned with a viscount's
corcnet, aud carryinzg on tho seat behind a
portly man-servant and a Indy’s maid, arrived
at Ducie. They immediately desconded, and
assisted the assembled houichold of the
Bower to disembark the contents of the cha-
viot ; but My. Temple and bis daughter were
too well acquainted with Lady Delisir's chnr-
acter to appear at the critical moment, First
came forth a stately dame, of ample propor-
tions and exceedingly oaguoificent attire,
being dressed in the extromo of gorgeoas fa-
shion, and who, after being landed on the
marble stops, was for some moments nbsolbed
in the fluttering arrangement of her plumage ;
smoothing hor marcon pelisse, shukiog the
golden riband of hier emerald bonnet, and ad-
justing tho glittering pelerine of point device,
that shaded the full of her broad but well-
formed shoulders, In one hand the stately
dame lightly swuog a bag that was worthy of
holding the Great Seal itself)!so rich and so
elaborate were ity materinls and embroidery ;
and in the other she at length took a glass,
which was suspended from -her nock by &
chain.cable of gold, and glunced. with a flagh-
iug eye, a8 dark as her ebon curls and as bril-
lisut as her well-rouged cheek, at tho sur-
rounding scono. . ‘

The green parrot, in it3 sparkling cage, fol-
lowed next, and tben came forth the prettiest,
liveliest, smallest, best-dressed, and, strapnger
thunall, oldest little.lady in the world,. Lady
Bellair wag of child-like. nature, and  quito

erect, though many years of ago; the tasteful

simplicity of her costume, her lUttle plain
white silk bonnet, her gray’ sitk dress, her
apron, her grey mitlens, and her Clnderells
shoes, all admirably contiastod with the vast
and flauuting splendor of her companiou, not
loss than her ladyship's amall yet exquisitely
proportioned form, her highly-Snished ex-
trealttes,-and her keen sascastio grey eye.
The exprossion of het countenance now, how-
over, was somewhat serivns.  An arrival was
an important moment that required all her
practised etrcumspection ; there was 8o much
to arrange, so much to remember; and o
much to observe.

The portly serving-man had advanced, and,
taking his little mistress in Lie arme, ns he
would a child, had planted her on tho steps.
Aud then her ladyship's clear, ghrill, and uow
rather fretful voice wyshemd.

tHere! where's the butter? 1 don't want
you, stapld (addressing her own servant), bat
the butler of the hourc, Mixter's btudler;
what is tis name, Mc. Twoshoes' Lutler; 1
cannot remember names. Oh! you arsthere
are you? I don't want you. How ia your mas-
twr? How is your charming lady ? Where
is the parrot? 1 don't want it. Where's the
lady? Wby don’t youunswer? Why do you
sturs 0?7 Miss Temple! no! not Miss Tem-
ple! The lady, wy lady, my charming friend,
Mis. Floyd! To be sure so; why did uag
you ray s0 belore? But ehe has got two
names. Why don’t you ray buth bumes?
My dear, continued Lady Bellair, addresstog
her travelling companion, ¢ I den't knew your
name. Tellall these good people your numes ;
your two names! 1 like people with two
names. Tell them, my dear, tell them; tel)
tuem your name, Mra. Thingavob, or what.
evar it is, Mrs. Thiugabob Twostaes.

Mcs. Moutgomery Fioyd, though rather an-
voyed Ly this appeal, still contrived to com-
ply with the request in the most dignifled
manner : aud all the servants bowed to Mrs,
Mentgomery Floyd.

Ty the great satirfaction of this stately
dame, Lady Bellair, after scanning everything
and everybody with the utmaost scrutiny, in-
dicated some intention of entering, when sud-
denly she tarned round :

¢ slan, there’s something wanting. 1 had
three things to take charge of. The parrut
and my charming friend; that is only two.
Thlere is & third. What is it? You don’t
know! Here, you man, who are you? Mr,
Temple's servant, I knew your master when
be wus not a8 bigh as that cags. What do
you think of that 7' continued her ladyhsip,
with a triumphant smile. ¢What do you
lnugh at, sir?" Did you ever sec a woman
ninety years old before? That I wonld wager
you kave not. Whatdo I want? 1 waunt
something. Why do you tease me by not
remembering what I want? Now, I knew a
gentleman who made his fortuue by ouce e
membering what & very great man wanted.
But then the great man was a miuister ot
state, instead of an old woman ninety years of
ogy, you would contrive somehow or other to
find out what I wanted, Never mind, never
mind. Come, mv charing friend, let me
take your arm.  Now I will introduce you to
the prettiest. the dearest, the most innocent
and charming lady in the world.  She iz my
greatest favorite,  She isalwavs my tavorite
You are my favorite, tov; but vou ary only
my favorite for the moment. I always hawve
two favorites ; one for the moment, and one
that I never change, and that 1w my Hemi-
ctta Temple. You see I can remember bier
uvame, though I couldu’t vours,  But you are
a good creature, a dear good sonl, thoush you
live ina Lad set, iny dear i very bat st in-
deed ; vulgar people, my dear; they may he
tich, but they have noton. Thisis a fiae
place.  Stop, stop,” Lady Bellair exclaimed,
stamping her little footand shaking Ler little
arm, ¢ Dor't drive away ¢ [ remenaber what it
wus,  Gregory! rm, Gregory! It s the
page! There was no roum tor him behind,
and I told him to lic under the seat.  Pour
dear boy ! He must be rmothered. T hope
heis pot dead. Oh! there he iz, Has Miss
Temple got o page? Does her page wear s
feather? My pnge has not got a feather, but
he shall have oue, because le was not
smothered.  Here! woman, who are you?
The Jouscwaid. 1 thought so. I always
Lkuow a Lhouremaid  You shall take care of
my page. Take him at once, and give him
some milk aud water; and, page, bo very
good, aud never leave this good younir woman,
ualess I sond for you. And, woman, gowl
younyg woman, jerhaps you may find an eld
feather ot Miss Tewples page. Giveit to
this good little boy, because he was mot
smothered.

Tus Viscountess Dowager Bellair was the
last remaiving link between tho two cen-
turics. Herselt Lorn of a notle fumily, and
distingnished both fur ber beauty and her wit,
she liad reigned for a quarter of a century thoe
favorite .subject of Sir Joshua; had tlirted
with Lord Curlisle. and chatted with Dr
Jobnson. But the most remarkablle quality
of her ladyships destiny was her preservi-
tion. 'Time that had rolled on a century since
Lier birth, had spared alike her physical and
meuntal powers. She wns almost as active in
body, and quits as [ively in mind, as when
seveuty years before she skipped in Maryle-
bone Gardens, or puzzled the gentlemenof the
Tuesdny Night Club at Mrs. Cornely’s mns-
querades.  Those wonderful seventy years
indeed had passed to Ladvy Bellair like one
of those very masked balls in which sbe had
formerly sparkled; she had lived in a por-
petunl crowd of strange and brilliant charac-
ters. All that bad been [atnous for beauty,
ranl, fashiou, wit, wenius, had been gathered
round Ler throne: and at this very hour a
fresh and admirving gencration, distinguished
for these qualities, cheerfully acknowledged
Lier rupremacy, and paid to her their Pomage.
The heroes and heroines of her youth, her
middle lite, even her old age, had vanished;
biillinnt orators, profound statesmen, in-
rpired bards, ripe scholars illustribus warriors;
beauties whose dazzling charms had turned
the world mad ; choice spirits, whose ilying
words or whose fanciful manucrs made every
saloon smile or wouder, nll had disappearcd.
She had witnessed revolutions in every coun-
try in the world ; she remembered Brighton
n fishing-town, and Manchoster a village ; she
had shared the pomp of nabots ard the profu-
sion of loan-mongers; she had stimulated the
early ambition ot Charles Fox, and had sym.
pathised with tho last aspirations of George
Canning; sho had been the confident of the
loves alike of Byron and Alfieri; hnd wormn
mourning for General Wolfe, and given a fes-
tival to the Duke of Wollington ; laughed with
George Selwyn, and smiled at Lord Alvanley ;
had known the first mnaearoni and the lact
dandy ; remembered the Gunniogs, and intro-
duced the Sheridans ! Dut she herself was
unchnnged ; still restless for novelty, still
anxiously watching the entrance on the stage
of some new strenm of characters, and indofa~
tigable in attracting tho notico -ol everyone
whose falomts might contribute to her
entertainment, or whoss attention might
gratify her vanity.

And, really, when one recollected Lady Bel-
lair's long career, and witnessed at the same
time her diminutive form and her nnrivalled
vitality, he might almost be tempted to be-
lieve, that if not absolutely immortal, 1t was
at least hior strange deatiny not so much vul-
garly to die, as to-grow like the heroine of the

fairy tale, each yesr smaller nnd smaller,

-that T was very pretty,

* Fine hy degrees, and beautfully less.’

until her ladyship might at lungth subeide Iy
to alry nothingness,and o rather vanish thy,
re. .

expl

It was the fashion$o say that her ladyship
had 0o heart ; in most instances an unmeap.
ing phrase ; in her case certainly an unjust
one. Ninety years of sxperience had assuredly
not been throwa away on a mind of remark.
able acutenees; but Lady Bellit's feelingy
were still quick and warm, and could by sven
profound. - Her fancy was w0 lvely, that he;
attention was soon engaged; her taste so re.
fined, that her affection was not 80 easlly o).
talned. Honce she acquired o chamcter for
caprice, because she repented at loisure those
first fLpressions which with her were Irre.
lstible; for, in truth, Lady Bellair, though
she had nearly completed her cemtury, and
bad passed her whole life In the moat artis.
cial circles, was the vcry creature of impulse,
Her first homnge she always declared was
pald to talent, Ler second to beanty, her thirg
to blood. The fuvored individual who might
combine these thres splendid qualifications,
was, with Lady Bellair, a nymph or a demi.
god. As for mere wealth, she really deapised
it, though she liked her favorltes to be rich.

Her knowledge of human pature, which way
conkiderable, her acquainfance with humaun
weaknesses, which waz umivalled, were net
thrown away upon Lady Bellair. Her Iady-
ship's perception of character was fine and
quick, and nothing delighted her #0 much a3
muking a persen a tool. Capad'e, where her
heart was touched, of the finrat aympathy and
the most gencrous actionr, where hor ferlings
w re not engaged she experienced no com-
punction In turnirg ber companions to ac-
count, or, indeed, sometimes In hovoring
them with her intimacy for that purpose. But
if you had the ekill to detect her plots, and
the cournge to make her aware of your con-
aciousness of them, yon never displeased her,
and often gained her friendship. For Lady
Bellair had a fine taste for honor, and when
shie choge to be candid, au indulgence which
not rare with her, she counld dissect her own
character and conduct with equal splrit and
impartiality. Tn her own instance it cannot
be denied that she comprired the three great
quabificationg she so much prized; for she
was very witty; bad blood in her veins, to
use her own expression ; and waa the pret-
tiest woman in the world, for her years. For
the rest, though no person was more highly
bred, she could be very impertinent; but if
you treated her with secvility, she absotutely
loathed you,

Lady Bellair, after the London season, al-
ways fpent two or three menths at Bath, and
then proceeded to ber great grandsons the
present viscount’s, seat in the north, where
rhe remained until London wis again attract-
ive. Part of her domestic diplomacy was em-
ployed ench year, during her Bath visit, in dis-
covering some old friend, or making fome
new acqusintance, who would bear her in
safuty, and gave her harmlves fiom all expenses
und dangers of the road, to Northumberlund ;
and she displayed often in these arrange-
ments talents which Talleyrand might have
envied. During the present season. Mrs.
Montromery Floyd, the widow of a rich East
Indian, whore intention it was to proceed to
her estato in Scotland at the end of the
autumn, had been presented to Lady  Bellair
by a friend well acquainted with her lady-
ship's desired arrangements,  What an in-
valuable nequaintance at such a moment for
Lady Beilair! Mr=. Montgomery Floyd, very
rich and very anxicus to be fushionatle, was
intoxicated with the flattering condescension
aud anticipated companionship of Lady Bel-
Inir. At first Ludy Bellair had quietly sug-
wested that they should travel together to
Northumberlaud.  Mra. Montgomery ¥Floyd
was enchanted with the proposal. Then
Lady Bellair regretted that her gervant was
very ill, and that she must send her to town
immedintely in her own carringe; and then
Mre, Montgomery Floyd insisted, in spite of
the oflers of Lady Bellair, that her ladyship
should takea seat in her casringe, and would
not for an instant hear of Lady Bellair de-
fruying, under such circumstances, any por-
tivn of the expenre. Lady Bellair held out
to the duzzled vision of Mis, Montgomery
T'loyd a Urilliant perspective ot the noble
lords and wealthy #quires whose splendid
reats, under the auspices of Lady Dellair,
they were to make their resting-places during
their progress ; and in time Ludy Bellatr, who
bad a particular fancy for her own carriage,
proposed that ber servants should travel in
that of Mrs. Montgomery Floyd. Blrs.
YMontgomery Floyd smiled a too willing as-
sent. It ended by Mrs. Montgomery Floyd's
servants travelling to Lord Belluir's, where
their mistress was to mect them, in tbat lady's
own carriage, and Lady Bellair travelling in
her own chariot with her own seivants, and
Mrs, Montgomery Tloyd defraying the ex-
penditure of both expeditions,

Ly Drurate really loved Henrictia Tem-
ple. She was her prine and her permanent
fuvorite, and she was always lamenting that
Henrietta would not come nud stay with her
in London, and marry a duke. Lady Dellnir
was a great matchmaker, When, theredre,
she was welcomed by the fuir mistress of
Ducie Boswer, Lady Bollair was as genuing as
she was profuse in ler kind purases, <My
sweet, sweet yonng triend,’ she suld, as Hen-
rietta bowed her head and offered her lips to
the little old Indy, ¢it is something to have
such a friend as you. What old woman lhas
surh a sweet friend as 1 have! Now let me
look at yon. {t docs my heart good to scu
you. 1 fusl younger. You are handsomer
than cver, I declare you are. Why will you
not come and stay with me, and let me tind
you a husband? There is the Duke of Der-
andale, he is in lova with you alveady ; for 1
do notliog but talk of you. No, you shonld
not marry lim, he is not good enough. He
is vot good enough. Mo is not refined. 1
lovo a duke, but I love a duke that is refined
more. You shall marry lord Fitzwarrene.
Ho is my fuvorite ; he is worthy ofyou. You
langh; I love to zeeyou laugh. You areso
fresh and innocent! There i your worthy
father talking to my fricnd Mrs. Twoshoes ;
a very good creature, my lovon very worthy
soul, but no ton; I bate Freuch words, bnt
what other can 1 use ; and sho will wear gold
chains which I dotest. You never wear gold
chains I am sure. The Duke of——would not
have me, g0 I came to you,’ continued her
ladyship, returning the salutution of Mr.
Tomple. ¢Don't ask me if ITam tired; I am
pever tired, There is nothing [ hate so much
as being asked whetber T am well; I am al-
ways weoll.

There, I have brought yon a charming
friend ; give her your arm; noe you sball
give 1ne yours, said tbe old lady, smilig, to
Henriettn: ¢ We make o good contrast ; I like
o good contrast, but not an ugly ome. I can-
not boar anytbing that is ugly; unless itis
a very ugly man .indeed, who js & genius and
very. fashionable. . 1 liked “Wilkes, and I
liked Curren ; but they. wero famoug, the best
company in the. world. When 1 was a8
young as you, Lady Lavington.and I always
hunted in couples, because sho was tall, and
I was called the Queen of the Fairies, Not
but I was always with
protty women, and at last the men begau to-
think that 1 was pretty:too.!. . - .

. Continued on Third Page. .



