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AUGUSTUS DRELINCOURT'S LUR-
PRISE.

FRrox ENGLISHWOMAN'S MAGAZINE.

JIEN Augustus Drelincourt camo out, he ereated
quile o sensation, Terhaps you havo never
heard of a man coming out (except ho came out strong
on somo striking emergencey), but 1 assuro you thero
is almost as much fnterest in bringing o man out as
thero is in bringing a woman out—I mean to himsclf,
e has tho unpleasaut conscicusncss upon him of
huving been recently a Loy; hois not at all certain
whetler tho shado of acadenic bowersis not still upon
him; o sometimes blundery in his grammar through
atoo accurate kuawledgo of the Englishlanguage, and
Lis  deportment,” Mko a newly-constructed engine,
does not work so easily as it will do when properly
rubled down and thoroughly lubricated with tho oil
of time. Well, when Augustus Drelinconrt camo out,
ho was exceedingly well received. 1o Liad tiot been
conspicuous in the University boat-raco; it was more
than kinted at *¢ Maudlin's that a fast * coach” haq
carried him ronnd the Oxford highiway, and saved him
from a full in tho ** ploughed” feld; but still there ho
Wwas—a presentablo young man, with a suspicion of
moustache on his upper lip, and in appearance, toilet-
\\-‘i.sf considered, sl that his valet and tailor could mako
of Lim. .

Aunimpressiblo young man was Drelincourt. o had
read Dyron and Shelley, and was unquestiovably
emotfonal. To him a woman was an idol to bo adored
—he was rcady to offer up his pulsativo heart on the
altar of 23 worship, In this innocent and exposed
condition, like a crab—if you will excuso tho allusion
~that has lately cast its shell and has not sense
cnough to Lide itself in the mud, A. Drelincourt,
Esq., came Iuto e world—a victim garlanded with
flowers.

And, mind you, the flotwwrs that garlanded Dreline
court rero flowers worth ylucking. They represented
ancient lincage, broad lands, and inexhaustiblo
wealth, To the fragrance of such floral growths
matchmakers are not insensible. That class of people
have, it must be confessed, a very keen scent. And
then asto appetite, do they not love tho stalled ox—
never mind the pungent nature of tho sause—bette~
than tho dioner of Lierbs? As far a3 my experience
cxtends, they do.

At the very beginning of the Londonseason Deeyln-
court was oserwhelmed with invitations.,

** Will youn como into m$ parlour?
Saysthospider to thoilys
'Tis the proettiest dittlo parlour

That everyou did spy.”
Of coarse ho went, looking for his ideal, the being to
whom hoshould teader worship. Did you cver go
into a missionary muscum? It is astonishing the
number of objeets there are f0 worship there, and X
havo often thought an untutorcd sarage would find it
diflicult to select his Tenates.  Drelincourt found it
hard, though his deitics Lielped him as far as they
could, and gave him much encouragement, as did also
their bigh-pricstesses or chiaperons.  But tho man was
not satisGied; e yearned for something higher, botter.
nobler, more poctical than May Fair had on sale. 1io

" was disquicted; howanted some oncto lore—somo

one who should love him and wreath his brow with
myrtle.

With so many Easy Ilclps and Short Cuts to connu-
bial felicity—X mean those crudite volumes on Love,
Courtsbip, and Aatrimony which beaevolent publishs
ersaro kind enough to issuc—it is somewhat atrango
that Mr. Drelincourt should not readily have found
tho woman for o wife. Ierhaps he was unaequainted
with tho amatory literature to which reference has
been made, At all cvents, ho was cither unsaccessful
in finding that for which lis hicart panted, or he was
Iancapacitated by the novelty of his position from
recognitng tho inostimable treasure when ho beheld
it. Hosaw around him beauty in all its varictics—
loveable beanty—but e did not love. Why not?

I reslly do not lovo Miss Fell,

Tho reason why X caonot tell;

Bat only this X know full well

X really do uot love Miss ¥ell,
I think tho samo sort of thing hias been said in an
cpigrammatic way about her papa the doctor.

It happened that young Drelincourt was invited
£0 * alitllo danco;’’ It was, as expressed in tho invita-
tion, a more carpet dance—nothing of o ball—which
meant, as cverybody knows, that it would bo 2n out-
and-out great spread and 2 crush onthe staircase, Mr

IDrcIincourt was not g0 young but that ho know this
very well indeed, but this knowledgo moved him not
to the claborato toilet which ho mado beforo advanc-
fng on Thilippi's plans. 1Io Lad heard that ahe
wotld Lo there—she, a charming little girl, with such
eyes, such halr, aud such an frresistiblo way of
shrugging hier beautiful shoulders. B3fargarct Srajth
Slinsby Warrender was her name.  Sho waa certainly
very beautiful, and it was rumonrcd that (he was a
wealthy heiress, Sho was tich, at all cvents, in tho
wealth of beauty.

Drelincourt’stoilet was claborate. Isawan ancedoto
the otlier day about D’Orsay and Maginn. It happen.
cd that tho doctor, so says the narrator of tha ance-
dote, hiad called in at Kensington Gore, and being
told that tho count was at'homo and had nearly
finished dressing, said ho would wait. An hour
elapsed,when daginn conducted to the inner chamber,
perceived Tho count putting tho last touches to his
toilet. ¢ Not finished yet, count?” said tho doctor.
“Why, you wera nearly dressed an hour ago. I never
take more than a quarter of an hour to dress myself.”

** Ay dear doctor,” replicd tho count, taking n sly
but minute survey of the great wit’s vostumo from top
to toc,and in a tone which Maginn said was unsurpass-
able for waggish severity and goodstempered con-
temptuousness at tho summary of his toilet—* iy
dear doctor, you might not.””

Well, Drelincourt did not complete his toilet in a
quarter of an hour I can teX you; very far from that,
It was 2 most scrious affair, and Bristles—that was my
genteman'sgentleman—exerted himself to tho utmost
to tend forth his knight armed cap-d-pie o the fmy.
Shall X describo the evening costume of a gentleman
of tie nincteenth century: Itis scarcely necessary;
you know tho compound—part tasemn iwaiter, part
mipister of tho gospel, part lincndraper's shopman,
part undertaker’s man, crush hat, and white kid
gloves. Itismot clegant, itis not casy, it is not pictu-
resque-=a Maori in his war paint would look far more
interesting. Never mind: tho Grundy world goes in
for black broadelotl and a wisp of snowy cambric.
Thus saith Grundy the Great, and Jet all the world
fall down and worship,

Alargarct Smith Slinsby Warrender was there, and
in all Ler glory—Dright, beautiful, gay—tho bloom
upon fruit, the down upon flowers not ligter or more
beautiful than she. Thero swere scores of beautiful
beings present—aphantasmagoria of female loveliness
and the loftiest achicvements of dressmaking and
millinery, .

Drelincourt was introduced to Miss Warrender.
DBehold bim inviting licr to bo his partoer in the mazy
circle—I mean tho waltz—and behiold her balf hesita.
ting, thoso Heshbon pools, lier cyes, twinkling and
rippling with merriment, he—all in a futter of excite-
ment~—rveaiting Lier response. Theroe Lesido her sits the
stern ‘guardian of innocenco and youth—the dragon
chaperon—and round about are fellows all of whom
aro ready to kncel at the shirine and becomo the devo-
tees of the pretty star of tho night, ahd are yet hypo-
critically professing indifference. 4

Indifference! who could be indifferent? Not the
youngest fiedgling nor tho oldest bird in tho yard.
She was nota queenly beauty, drawing her elaves at
her chariot-wheels, and flashing imperiously upon all
mankind; but she was very pretty, and so chicerful
and confiding, that to seo hier was to fall straizhtway
inlovewithher. Youcouldnothelpit. The Gorgon
hicad tarned those who gazed on it to stono—that is, I
tlink, tho story—but stones wero melted jato men
when they faced this charming being. Charmingisa
right proper expression. Is not o woman when shie
will an enchantresé—a charmer? doces not sho cast
over youalove spell, and by art of divination overs
whelmyou? For my part, I have no patience with the
Decembrii—tho chilly ones who won't be in love, and
will {alk about the sffections of tho hicart as they would
of so much corn or eattle. I saw aman who could not
be mesmerised once, 2nd he congratalated himself on
Lis spiritual impotency; but the mesmerist did not
compliment—ke was of opinjon that the higher facule
tics were wanting.

Drelincourt was ot wanting in the higher facaltics
that are capable of loving and of Lelng Leloved. Not
once, not twice, but four times did ho waltz with Miss
Farrender—ho was In & whirl. YWhen bio reached
home that night ho hastily dismissed bis yawning
valet, and opened the window and surveyed tho eky,
and looked cepecially at ono bright particalar star,
and thought—just as ho might bo expected to thiok.
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timo passes on; bills fall duo and quarter-days arrive,
and Azracl, at tho end of all, holding thie cbon door
ajar for our convenieuce. Alltho to-morrows mado
young Drelincourt moro inextricably bound up inthe
cords of lovo—chains of roses and myrtle, but stronger
than tho Atlantic cable. 1lc saw her often—at the
opera, at the play, at the concert, at the ball, at the
JSite champttre, at old Mrs, Knickerboker's conversa-
zione, whero y~u drank tea and talked literature and
fino arts frowm seven till cleven twico a month. She
did not,—I mean Miss Warrender,—it must beosened,
cncourago him, but she was very kind, and cvery
touch of her hand, and every tone of her voice,
increased bhis delirium. Wooing, and winning, sud
wedding,~—theso were the three ideas in his mind; he
was fluttcriug about tho golden circlet, and everybody
kuew it. Bristles kuew it for certain, and he did not
disguise it from Hannah Maria. Ho did not speak in
the most respectful terms, assuming rather the air of
a patron, the manners of a man who has seen lifo—
scen it through and through—aud was kindly leading
his young gentleman forward. And plenty of other
peoplo kuew it besides Bristles. It was tho quict-chit-
chat talk of tho ladics’ boudolr, and the men had
somcthing to say about it over their billiards,

Drelincourt made up his mind to put the final
question. 3o discusstd with hiinself the question
should ho say it, should he writo it, and resolved to
say. It is prettier to gut your answer from o woman's
lips. There was a splendid party at tho noble maunsion
of Sir Horace Fitz Ormond’s; it was tho most brilliant
affair of thescason, for Sir Horace, as is well known,
is o man of great taste and of immense resourcess-ho
has no compeer; so correct a judgment in all the
lighter elegancics of Jifo is not to bo found in the
baronetage. 1ho Morning Post devoted more than
threo colums of valuablo space to a record of the
gathering. Everybody was there—ceverybody who was
anybody—chicfly nobility, but & sprinkling of talent
to scason it; the naturalist, who had baked himself
black in the Great Saham; the artist, who had
astonishicd the world by his seren acres of smoke and
horse-flesh; 2he dashing novelist, who came arm-in-
arm with his illustrator, fed on ten lemon ices, and did
not say as many words.

3Mr. Drelincourt was there—sowas Miss Warrender,
Tuey danced togethier, but he could not help remark.
ing thatshowas very silent, much flurricd occasionally
and “ not at all herself,” as Mr. Bristles would have
said if hehad scem her. It was o pleasant relicf to
quit tho crowded rooms, and to steal quietly into tho
grounds—to fecl the cool breath of the evening fanning
the burning brow, and to licar the soothing splash of
tho fountain instead of the crash of Weippert's band.
Mr. Drelincourt found it very agreeable. It enchances
tho pleasare when 2 woman's arm rests on yours—so
it Is said—and when tho toncs of her voice fall like tho
cadenco of soft music. Tho cvening was delightful—
moon and starsin the deep-bluosky —cno bright star
—thostar of tho night—specially to be noted, Anda
star shono in her coronal, and shie was his star, who
made the night day by tho light of her ¢ycs. .

Not to makeashort story long, ho told her very
much of what e felt, and, I dare 2ay, blundencd over
it a good deal. Atall cvents, she stopped him—stop-
ped him in this singular way—~

“ Don't! don't! dou'ti—pleato—stopt” o

Sho put her hands beforo her face—not that it was
light cnough for him to se¢ her face—and wept.

1o begged forgiveness, denonnced himself as being
tho worst of mcen not to have respected her feclings,
and sbe stopped him again—just as sho had done be-
fore— <

* Don’t! don't! don't!—please—stop!”

When shoe quicted a little, she put ier hand in his,
and said—

“Deoar Mr, Drélincourt, plcase say no more; I
want you to bomy fricod—"’

He was about to swear moro than friendship, when
she checked him again—

* You must not!"”

Two days later Mr. Drelincourt—flutlercd and
amazed, and not knowing how to understand Aliss
Warrender—was presented by Bristles with & note. It
was from ker, and 1t called him her dear true friend;
it told him that sho was married, that sho bad marzicd
apoorgenticman~a tatorin a amily—thatshe bedno
moncy, and that o had no money cither, but hoped to
geta caracy, snd with kecping school shut tho wolf
outof their frontgarden. A very kind, honest letter,
prettily begging pardon for any jittie flirtation, which
she ** never, never, never’” meant,



