
THE MISER AND HIS SON.

4 Nonsense, Anthony ! you take up this matter
too seriously; women love flattery, and if we are
bound in honor to marry ail the women we compli-
ment, the law muât be abolished that forbids poly-
gamy."

" I know oune, who would not fait to take advan-
tage of such an act," said Anthony, laughing ;
"but these things are really too serious for a joke.
I hope poor Mary's liglht heart will neyer be ren-
dered heavy by your gallantry."

Again the colour flushed the cheek of Godfrey.
He looked down, slashed his boot with his riding
whip, endeavoured to hum a tune, and finally, telling
his cousin that ho was in no need of a Mentor,
whistled to a favourite spaniel, and, dashing his
spurs into his horse, was soon out of siglt.

Mary Mathews, the young girl who formed the
subject.of Ibis conversation, was a strange, eccen-
trie creature; more remarkable tor the beauty of
her person, and her masculine habits, than for any
good qualities she possessed. Her father rented a
smail farm, the property of Colonel Hurdlestorne.
Her mother died whilst she was yet a child, and ber
only brother ran away from following the plough,
and went to sea. Mathews was a rude, clownish,
matter-ef-fact man: he wanted some person to as-
sist him in looking afier the farm, and taking care of
the stock, and he brought up Mary to fill the place
of the son he had lost-early inuring ber to bear
the vicis:itudes of the weather, and to take an
active past in those manual labours wvhieh were pe-
culiar to his vocation. Mary was a man in every
thing but ber face and figure, which were exceed-
ingly soft and feminine, and if ber complexion had
net been a little injured by constant exposure to the
atmosphere, she would have been a perfect beauty,
and, in spite of these disadvantages, she was con-
sidered the belle of the village. Alas for Mary !
Her masculine empioyments, and constantly asso-
ciating with her father's work-people, had destroyed
the woman in ber heart. She thought like a man,
acted like a man, spoke like a man. The loud
voice, and louder laugh, grated harshly on the ear,
and appeared unnatural in the highest degree, when
issuing (rom coral lips, whose perfect symmetry
might have formed a model for the Venue. Mary
knew that she was handsome, and as long as ber
exterior elicited applause and admiration from the
rude clowns who surrounded ber, she cared not for
those minor graces of voice and manner, which
render beauty so truly captivating. li the harvest-
field she was always the foremost in the band of
reapers, dressed in ber tight green stuff boddice,
clean white apron, neatly blacked shoes; bier beau-
tiful features, shaded by her large coarse strav hat,
put knowingly to one side, more fully tu display the
luxuriant auburn tresses, which waved round lier
face and neck. In the hay-field you passed her
with the rake across her shoulders, and turned in

surprise to look at the fair creature who whistled tu
her dog, or hallooed to the men in the same breath.
In the evening you met her bringing home ber cows
from the marsles, mounted upon her father's grey
riding horse ; keeping lier seat with as much ease
and spirit, alithough destitute of a side-saddle, as
the most accomplished equestrian in' St. James'
Park. And when hie services were no longer re-
quired by our young Amazon, she rubbed down lier
steed, and turned him adrift with ber own hauds into
the paddock. But to see Mary Mathews to advan-
tage, when the womuan triumphed over the coarse
rude habits, to which ber peculiar education had
given birth, was when, surrounded by her weantiung
calves and cosset lambs, or working in her pretly
garden, which skirted the road. There, among her
flowers, with her light brown locks waving round
ber sunny brow, and singing, as Withe as any bird,
some rural ditty, or ballad of the days gone by, she
looked the simple, unaffected, lovely country girl.
The traveller paused at the gate to listen to ber
song, to watch ber at ber work, and to beg a flower
from ber hand. Even the proud, aristocratical coun.
try gentleman, as he rode past, doffed his hat, and
saluted courtcously the young Vlora, whose smiling
face floated before him during bis homeward ride.
Uncontrolled by the usages of the world, and to-
tally indifferent to its good or bad opinion, Mary
became a law to herself-a solitary, wayward being,
vho held littlie intercourse witb ber own sèx, whom

she looked upon as ber common enemies,--nor was
the lonely girl far wrong in ber conjectures. With
a mind capable of formning and executing the most
daring projects, she found no one to share her feel-
ings, or enter into ber pursuits, until the sudden re-
turn of her long lost brother gave an impetus to all
ber thoughts and influenced alil er actions. The
bold, audacious William Malhews, of whom she
felt so proud, and loved so fiercely, carried on the
double profession of a poacher on shore and a
smuggler at sea. Twice Mary had exposed ber
life to imminent danger to cave him from detection,
and so strongly ivas she attached to him, that there
was no danger that she would not have undertaken
for bis sake. Fear was a stranger to ber breast, for
she had often been known to ride at the dead hour
of night, through lonely cross roads, to a distant
parish, to bring home ber father from sole low
public bouse, in which she suspected him to be
vasting bis substance with a crew of worthless pro.

fligates. Twice.during the short period of ber life,
(for at this time she had barely completed ber
eighteenth year,) she had suffered from temporary
fits of insanity, and the neighbours, in speaking of
her exploils, always prefaced them with, " Ah, pour
thing ! There's somfething wrong about that girl.
There's no account to bc taken for ber deeds."

From a child, Mary had been an object of deep
interest to the young Iurdigtoncs. lesiding on


