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Master ortne Hounds:

——s
CHAITER NXVIIL

TCONTINUED.)

WL L T elar, exelaimned Mrs Waintor-
Y 1t m, as her doughter was I1d away,
*y uug Njuire Beauobamp is the hand- :
+ sty bost-tannered man 1 the room ;
1 4t y-u thiok so, Miss Douglas

* 11e i gonsiderod rathor good-looking,'
1 plic 1 Bintiche, with a slight blush, anl arch
« ypression towards her aunt.

* Rather good looking, tadeed—hoity,
t ity * hois dywnright handsome, mies, and
carring himselflike a lurd. I only wish he'd
t+ke n fancy to our Honoria ; and a bundred
t', usand pounds down ain’t tu be encered
at.’

* That's moro tuan I do," thought Blanohe,
u« sho rose to tako tho arm of Sir Lucius, to
whom sho was engaged for tho noxt quad.
rille.

*Well, ma‘am,’ continued Mre. WWintor-
Lattoin to Aunt Gordon, * that Sir Luecus
reoms & good sort of a Lody—looks and
cvunks Liko o gentlewnan, but by is a plain
treco of guulds, and won't do o ter the young
squire. Lady Gwyonoe would sound very
wull, no doubt, but then Honoria enys sue
wou ¢ marry any onoe sho don’t fall desperate-
Iy wa love with , and I shouldn't faney the
taronel myself, oven at my time of life.’

* Thou, asked Aunt Gordon, not a little
winused, * what do you thiok f Captain
Markham ? heis heir to a Dlardfietey, and
will guccoed to a beautsful place and large
f,rtuno on Sir Lionel's decoase.’

* Ho's tvoo mach of a fop to please me,
AMra. Gordon, although tolerably good-look-
1ug and goutleman-like ; but papa can't en.
lure dandics, and they would never agroee,
1 mgure. No,ma'am, f I haithe pick and
choose of tho room, tho young squire would
comae oul first ; and a8 you and he seem
great friends, can't you just give lnm a bt
that wo sha'n't be particular about a fow odd
thuusauds, if ho fancivs our Houona 2

‘ Yon may rest assured on one point,’ re-

whon you and Blancho are to be married, as
sinco tuo trial, when you took her up in your
urms and carried bor out of court, every one
snys it .8 a settled thing, the affair with
Hovknose ereated a suspicion, which yoar
other aol confirmed.’ °

¢+ Bvery ono is wrong, thon, Seliua, for it

_|is avt a soltled thing yot ; and I cen no more

toll you when wu are to bo marriod than
you can.’

¢« Ab, Mast r Will, it's no use attempting
to throw dust in wy eyes, for Blanche tolls
by her looks what sho will not confoss with
Ler Lips;, aund that little affair with Lord
Dauby eatisfied lum, a8 well as mysulf, that
you are the winner of tho prize.'

¢ Saould thst be thecase, S:hna, you will
not by kept in the dark ; but wo are now
talking of what never muy anl cannot bap-

.}mu for sume time, knowing the Haroourts’

ovo and estcom for your usuwmble servant.
But people say that yon and Conyers are
duwa on the list matrimonial—~vLat say
yov, guilty or not guilty

¢ I shall not plead at all, Wi, and keep
you in the dark, as you do me.’

¢ Well, Selina, cariosity is nol one of my
besctting sins ; so I can afford to wait, and
will ouly add, thut, were Ia woman, I should
prefer Bob Conyers to every other man in
tho conutv—but here ho cowmes—don't tell
him, however, what I say, and I will go and
hunt for Blanohe, to stand your viz-a-vis.'

Keauchamp soon returned with his fair
partner, now radiant wita smiles aud 1n lngh
soInts, leaning on bis arm 1o ail the confi-
dence of her deep and all-absorbing affec.
tion.

Now, deargirl,’ he whispered, ¢ you look
aga.n hike my own dear Blanche, as her
vyos met his with an expression of soft, un-
utterablo love ; * und don't ever doubt the
puwer of fascination yuu possess to hold me
for over to your side.’

¢ If you bogin to flatter wc, I shall begin
to doubt you Mr. Will.'

¢ Well, then, I will lecture you 1netead.’

¢ No, William, I will listen to no l.ctures
to-night.’

¢ Then I will advise you that Selina has
beeu trying to fish out ot me all about our
ongagement, on which 1 have given her no
iaforruation ; 80 be on your guard, althongh
she suspects bow tho oree stands.’

* But surely, Williars, you may now safe-
ly spoak to Mr. Harcourt ; e wiil not refuso
the heir presumptive to an earldom.’

plied Mrs, Gordon, * that Mr. Wilham Beau-
clamp will never marry for money, and any
allusion to your daugliter's large expectations
weuld be quite sufliciont to keep lam at a
detance from her.’

" UL, gusduess wie | then pray don t men- |
t: u the salyeet, my dear madam,’ said Mrs.
Winterbottoms, * fur here Lo comes wiath
Honora,!

At adldressing a fow words to the mam
tun - resiguing her daugbter, Beauchamp
-atdown by Mrs. Gorlun, saying, * You I
wust not tlusk we rude, dear aunt, f 1 do
s tremain very long with you, eince I have |
t o nact the part of master of the oeremonies !
t-uight, but I shall come for you aud
Llauche when supper 8 ready.

* William,’ whispered Mrs Gordon, *have |
3 u buen lectuting Blanchoagain 2 shio luvhs |
very gerious.’

No, dear aunt , but Ttuld her a sceret
waach 8lio is tu reveal to yourself ouly, acd
tlial which oado me feol very happy bhas,
tendered her 8ad, but now she is coming, )
aud will tell you hersolf —su I must be off.” |

As Blanche resumed bier soat, Mra, Ger-
donnguired 1n a low tone what bad caueca
L 'r euch nnxious looks, when speakiog with
Beauchamp.

* Somelbing whioh William lias been t-1i-
g we, dear auut , but you must not divalge
thi s ert. His father is vow next Liir to
ancarldom.’

Blanche,

*Good Heavons!
3 hing?

* No,aunt, indeed T am not,’ ard she,
th nreveated B-nucham's commun.cation. ;

* And b thw madoe youlook 8o serious |
to-night, you silly child ' oxclaimed Mrs.
Gordon.

* Yes, doar annt 3 1 fear ha may breome
a man of the world, and all 1wy dreaws of
happiaess with niw, as wy coustant {riend
aud companion, wounld then boat an end.’

* My dear Blanche, do uot worry yourself |
thus unuecessanly. Willisma  Beauchawmp
wili never chauge—why sbould he moro
tunn Charles ? yon don't hiko hun less bo- i
vauso ho 1a Lord Maleohn 2 or Counstaveo
ituer—pousonse, dear cluld, vou ought to,

you  are

* Mo e would refuse, were I lheir to a
dukcdom, und«r lns present lacerated feol-
1ngs, which must bave time to sabside ; but
we will consult Auat Gordun on the subject,
although my own impression is, that he will
aaost dectdedly refuse my proposals, and I

j fear, dear Blavche, that we musthave a hittle

more patience.’

* Fur mysel(, I do not care,’ she roplied ;
* but 1t vexes wme to soe you obliged to use
subterfuge and evasion, whichimply a doubt
of my true fechngs towards you, and pluce
you 10 such a humibhating position.’

* Talk not of Lumihation, dear Blanche ;
you bave made me one of the proudsst men
1 existence, and you alono can Lumble me;
for the rest, romember, ¢ the course of true
luve nover did ruu stooth,’ and I am con-
tent to suffer anytiog for you, so that I am
sure of your love.’

* Uf that you ouglt to be doubly assured,
since I bave the prospect of beconang Lady
Beauohamp. You are quito safe nuw, Wii-
liam, 1t not before—so don't feel joalous
again,’ sao replied with a laugh. * Now let

j us go and sit with Aunt Gordon until supper

tane, for 1 sball not dance agawmn ta1ll I have
Lad a glags of wine, and auuty says she shall
driok the Lealth of Lord aud Lady Beau
chbamp in a bumper.*

As Blanche and Beauchamp were ap-
proaching Mrs. Gordon, they observed tho
old squire and her in carnest conversation,
ovidently engrossed wath each other.

* Stay, Blanche,” whispered Beeuchamp ;
‘ my governor looks as if he were making
lovo to nunty ; let us turn aside elsewhere.’

* Oh, William, hew can you talk such
nonsense ?*

¢ My Qear girl, there is no nonsense in the
ca ¢, but just tho reverse ; the squire consid-
crs your aunt porfection, and there wo must
both concedo ho is not far out in Lis reckon-
ing. Well, then, what are they beth to  do,
whon Malcolm carrios off Constance from
Bamtou, and I run away with you from the
Priory ? which I propese doing on the very

first ithing opportunity, provided you don't

*Then you are fit ccmpany for that 1.y,
William.' i

* Very well, my dear, if such is your opinion
I will go and wase love to ber daughter
forthwith, as Aunt Gordon tells mo I am a
great favourite with the young lady.  \What
say you to that proposition ?'

* Ob, go, by all meaus, if you prefer her
socicty to wine,' replied Blanche, rather
tostily.

*Tha not bring exactly the case, you
naughty child, I sball keep your arm, and
torment you until the supper hour; never-
theless, I am not swipey, althoush intoxicat-
ed with doliglt at seeing Lady Beauchamp,
that is to be, in such buoyant spirits. That's
all, my dear; so now we will just tako a peep
into the dining-room, and sce how thingsare
arranged for the supper’ Where vo may
leave the company to the onjoyment of the
good things provided for them, and jump at
once to the conclusion ot tie ball, when tho
old Squire of Bampton. was juimng with Mrs,
Gordon in the last daneo of the night—* Sir
Roger de Coverley,” as it hias been generally
oalled, though by some oousidered a wisno-
mer.

CHAPTER XXIX.

— .

The month of May, with itshaliny breezcs,
had arrived, and Mrs. Gordon, with Blanche
and Constance, were preparing to change
their queit, rational, rural enjoyments for the
bustle and fover of London life, Malcolm
baving insisted on all three taking up their
abode with her, for the season, in her old
family mansion in Grosvenor Square. The
strests of London were not whoily unknown
to Blanche Douglas, who had spent the two
previous summers with Mrs. Harcourt, for
the benefit of the masters, to complete her
education ; bat the gaieties, festivities, and
Elaoes of amusement in the mighty Babylon

ad hitherto remained as a sealed pioture-
book, which was now to be opened to herox-
peotant view, and already excited imagina.
tion.

A first season in London, to young girls
generally, ig, like the ‘Open Sesame’ 1n the
Arabian Nights, looked forward to with as
much ourtous avidity as the opening of a
Pandorean box, which is to display to view
a perfeot fairy scene, for emjoyment cf the
most exalted description; aud it must be ad-
mitted that Blanche Douglas was not devoid
of pleasurable anticipations from a wisit to
the gay metropolie, that pleasure being
greatly enbanced by having her friend Con.
stanco as a participator 1n all her contem-
plated gaetios and amusemnts. There was
one great drawback, however, actiog as a
drag on the wheels of ber fancy, which other.
wise might bave run on without a oheck—
tue thought of leaving William Beauchamp
(who had now becoms her second self) alone
rTie country. Tuere was another unplea.

give me the slip in London, and run sway

i n1sn

sant reflection which would sometimes ob-
trude. Constanco hadinvited Miss Honoria,
at the ball, to stay a few days at Bampton ;
and that romantioc young person having

I'taken it into ber head or heact to fall desper

ately in love with ber brother (as a grateful
return, I suppose, for his sister's kindness),
bad let fall certain huuts in Ler confidenial
communications to Constanco, which reveal-
ed the nature of her feclings towards William
Beauchamp. Constance again, in joke, had
warned Blanaho of the danger to be appre-
hended from this formidable rival.

‘ Really, Blanche, she observed one day,
‘I don't like leaving William behind us, at
the meroy of wmother and daugbter ; for what
with bags ot money on one side, which aro
daily increasiog in nuwber, and such win-
ning smiles, on the othor, from the youu
lady, who bas evidenly made up her ming
to have the youug squirs, whether he will ox
g{). wo are in what I call rather a disugreea-

o fix,

* Don't talk so absurdly, Constance,” re-
plied Blancho; *as if William would m
a brewer's daughter, to be saddled with suc
a vulgar mother-in-law, for a bundred thou-
sand a year, wstead of as many thounsand
pounds,’

*I'm not afraid of Ins being tempted by
monoy bags, my dear Blauche, but by the
bewitching smiles of that sirene Honoria,
who, it must be confessed sings and plays
beautifully, and is much more highly accora-
plished thanI bad any conception of bofore

e m e e aman s g e o e e e

music of the Opers, which are, ot course, of
the very bighest order, I have nothing to
urge ; but thoe after-picce, or ballet, is an ex-
ubiton  from which every pure-minded
woman must turn with shame aud disgust ,
and I am quite sure that, if perforce obliged
to witness ono scene of this kind, you will
never be mduced to be present at auother.
Although I hops you may be safely trusted
to Maloolin's or Aunt Gordon'’s carz, who
will protect you from witnessing ull such
objectinnable exhibitions.'

* And yet, dear William, without you I
shall feel desulats aond lonely ; and you know,
but for your promise of jutning me 1a town,
I vould never unave accepted Lady Mal-
coln's ipvitation. Tell me, then, when I
mayg expect you there ; and if you love, do
not disappoint me.'

¢ Will tins day week, Blanche, satisfy you,
giviog time for & fow arrangements whica I
must make b.fore leaving Liowe 2’

*Y s, William, I will be content, if you
cannot name an earlier duy.’

* If possible, dear girl, I wall leave home
soonet ; but by this day week, if living and
well, yon ghall see me at this hour in Gros-
vernor Square.'

¢ Thank you, my own dcar William, for
your kind compliance with my wishes, which
has made ma quite happy ; although I now
gincerely wish I had never consented (o leave
the Priory, for I have no pleasure anywhere
without you.’

¢ For which pretty little complimentary
speech, my love, 1 must reward you in my
usual way. And now, recollect, I shell ex-
pect overy day a true and particular account
of all your thoughts and doings in London,
until you sre once more under my individ-
ual espionnage.’

The promise being given, terminated tho
interview betwsen the lovers ; aud Blanche
returned to the houseto complete herprepara-
tions for the morrow, Beauchamp having
agreed to dine and sleep at the Yriory that
night, and see them off on their journey
early the noxt morning.

rather melancholy turn of mind, was sitting
before dinneriu an easy clhair, with his face
buried in his bands, absorted in sad fore-
budiogs, a beavy eigh just having escaved
his lips, when & gentle hand was laid upon
his arwmn, and a swest voice whispered in his
oBr—

'hDoar VWilliam, what has caused that deep
sigh ?’

* The thought, my own precious ohild,’
said he, rising and clasping her to his lLeart,
¢ of the many miles by which I shall be
separated, this time to-morrow, from her I
love 80 deariy ; and the dread, which I oan-
not dispel. of that change which may be ef-
fected 1n your present pure teelings by dissi-
pation and worldly influences. Many an
innocent, chaste girl like yourself, hitherto
cheerful, happy, and contonted in her rural
howme, has, after a geason in town, returaed
thither an altered being—pesvish, fretfvl,
unbappy, and discontented—longing again
for the excitement of those scenes which
have rendered her dissatisfied and miserable
in domestic life.’

* Yoa think, thon, William, that T haveno
sell-control or strevgth ot mind, but hke a
child shall be led astray and taken captive
by the glittering allurements of the fashion-
able world ?’

¢ Heaven grant, dear girl, that you »niay
over continue, &5 now, a child in simriicity
of heart and thought ; yet how few of the
greatest and best of mankind, oven the most
favored children of the Almighty, have been
ablo to resist tomptation in their hour of
trial, or whose minds have not been affected
by those follies and vices to which all human
natare is 50 prone to yield ? Lady Malcolm
is, I fear, a votary offashion ; and when once
engaged in that vortex of dissipation, of balls,
routs, plays, operas, concerts, dinner-parties,
&c., vonr mind having beoome enervated or
overstreined by unnatural exciteruent, you
will find yourself imperceptibly gliding down-
that curront which has oarried thousands to
destruction. Flattery aleo, which none can
wholly withs!and, will lend her aid to be-
gulle and reconaile you to this mode of life.
Can you wonder, then, dear girl, that my
thoughts aro troubled at the risk you will
incur when entering so young and inexpori-
enced on these treacherous avd deceptive
scones 2 Weroyou to be changed from that
dear, artless, unaffected,girl I now hold in
wy arms, into a dirting, heartless woman of

fashion, tho now bright dawning of my

1
Beruobamp, being of a very reflective and

| Pianche sunk back on the cushion to conesl

| to have it beforo wo are married, and if 5

y disposed to turn restive, the Llow won't fal]

1 60 heavily upon me now a8 1t would later N
wheg we are coupled together.’ ’

* Yuu can do as you please with Constagce
whio is strong aud «ble to take caro of ler. I
self ; but I wust entreat, Malcolm, Blagehs
may not bo dragged here, there, and every.
where, for her constitution will not endure
much dissipation.’

¢ Well, Paauchamp, then come up and
take cara yourself of tho dear, precious il
soul. Why, Blanche, ho seows to think Fou
aro mado of barley-sugar. Wbat a lifevey
wuil lead when married to such & fusy,
prosy, particular old fellow. Take my adrice
chuld, and marry sowo dashing, high-spiri.
| ed young mun about town.’

* Who would try to kLill me with digips.
tion, Charlus, that ho might spend wy g
tune on bimselt-—that would bo a cannie
thing for a Scotchwoman. No, no, Churfis
dear ; I preter being my old man's daniing,
to any gay young man's slave.’

* Quite right, iny prudent little cousi:
and & precious darling yoa wili be, no deeh,
in his opinion, But now let us bn
dinner,’ ringing the bell; ¢ Aunty 1
Con are uncommonly late, and I can wi
no longer.’

Tho dinner-hour passed bhenvily awy,
Lord Maleolm making ineffectual cffortsts
enliven the party ; but nothing could rom
Beauchamp from bis abstraction, and ks
sorrowful looks, fixed alterzately on Bluds
and Mrs, Gordon, infocted them all,

¢ Contound your sour-orout visage, a
claimed Malcoln. ¢ Why, Beanchamp, m
are like a wet biavket in a frosty nigh-
enough to congeal one's blood. Rouse, rer
yourself, my lear tellow; and here, Blacds,
fill his glaes, to our next merry meetingst
tne Priory.’

¢ May that meeting find us all unchand
in hearts and feelings,’ exclaimed
champ, impressively, as ho placed his emy
glass on the table.

¢ And Will Beauchamp,' added Malodn,
gaily, ¢ ir & moere lively bumor. Aoduw,
aunty, with your leave, I will ring for &
other bottle of wine ; or, by Jove! wesh!
find bim suspenled by the neck from thedd
chestnut tree oz the lawn to-morrow mon:
ing—or stay —h's razors—egad ! aunt, W
and Blanche bad better take them awayal
hide them—no saying what ho may do, v
tbis blue fit is upon him.’

1 ..* Do leave William alone, Charles,’ repid
Mrs. Gordon.

¢ I dare not, aunty dear, until he hssml
lowed a bottle of which may keep him frm
cummitting felo-de s¢ until to-morrow eve
ing, when Miss Honoria Winterbottom ¥l
verhaps enliven hiwg with her innocentpl:tﬁlo
and swoet mueical strains, or her ms'sal
the old equire may, all four, get comtoristy
merry together,’ .

¢ Charles,” exolaimed Mrs. Gordos, it
ing 1o Yea e the room, * you are incorngitit
—but remember, we must reture early &
night.’ .

We wiil draw a veil over the pariy
scene beoween Blanche and Beauchamp t
followiag morning, after which he hlu(}d
her to the carrisge in silence, not daring
to tcust his voice in a last farewell; and

ner fast falling tears. When shakiog bals
with Mrs. Cordon, Cunstance, and Mqleolq.
the firm grasping of their hands in b
proved, more than words could tell, ybtt}u
teelings were, although atterance failed hiz
from emotion, which, anable longer to &3
trol, he turned quickly away, and rash
wards the stables for his horse.

¢ There goes,” said Malcolm, ‘8 m
whose decp feelings are almost, if not guit
a misery to himself ; und I fear Will Daz
champ 15 more to be pitied than envied
the possession of too sensitive a beart.”

¢ Ob, no, Charles,’ roplied Mrs. Gordox:
*it ig that very profound depth and deliest
of feeling which bas so endeared Lim b
since a boy, and mado ma love him a8 Bf
own 8on.’

¢ Ah, sunty dear, ho ig, I know, a.pmg’:
of perfection in your eyes; but notwu_bshb'
ing his heart is in the right place, heis Sﬁl
foundedly jealous and haughty too; aud,
snspect we shall have a scene or (w0 y
bim in town, if my sweet cousin thers
tracts many admirers.’ .

* 1 do. not wish to havo auy more s&m‘%
ors, Charles, replicd Blancho ; *and e
take caro never again to give William ¢
slightest causp for uveasipese on hat
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