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The Colonial Pearl.’

A SKETCH OF ENGLISH 'ARISTOCRACY.*

From * Ten Thousand a Year"—Dlackwood’'s Magazine.

THFE FAMILY MANSION,

The A'ubreys are a Yorkshire funily.  Their residence, Yatton,
is in the north-eastern part of the county, not above fifteen or twen-
ty miles from thesea. The hall is one of those old structures, the
sight of which throws you back nearly a couple of centuries in our
English bistory. It stands ina park, crowded with trees, many of
them of great age and size, and under which some two hundred
head of deer perform their capricious and graceful gambels.  You
strike off the great North road into a broad by-way; after going
down which for about a mile, you come to a staggling little village
called Yatton, at the further extremity of which stands an aged grey
church, with a very tall thin spire ; an immense yew-tree, with a
kind of {riendly gloom, overshadowing, in the little church vard,
nearly half the grives,
licuse, snug and sheltered by a line of fir-trees.  After walking on
about eighty yards, you come to the high park- gaivs, and see a
lodge just within, on the left hand side, sheltered by an el tree.
Vou then wend your way for about a thind of a mile along a gravel
walk, amongst the thickening trees, till you come to a ponderous
old erumbling-looking gateway of the time of Ilenry VI, with
one or two deeply-sct stone windows in the turrets,and mouldering
stouc-capped battlemnents peeping through high-climbing ivy.
‘T'here is an old eseutclicon immediately over the point of theareh;
and as you pass underneath, if you look up you can see the groove
of the old porteullis still remaining.
castellated remnant, you enter a kind of court, formed by a high

Having passed under this

wall éomipletely covered with ivy, running along in a line from the
right-hand turret of the gateway till it joins the house.  Along its
course are & number of yew-trees.  In the centre of the open space
is a quaintly disposed grass plot, dotted about with stunted box,
aud in the centre stands a weather-beaten stone sundial. ‘The house
itsell s a large irregulor pile of dull red Irickwork, with great
stacks of chimmneys in the rear; the body of the building had evi-
dently been erected at different times. Some part is evidently in
the style of Queen Elizabeth's reign, another in that of Queen Anne:
and it is plain that on the site of the present structure has former-
1y swad o castle. There are tracts of the old moat still visible round
the rest of the house,  One of the ancient towers, with its small
deep stone windows, still remains, giving its venerable support to
the right hand extremity of the building.,  The long frontage of the
house consists of two hugs masses of dusky-red brickwork, (you
can hardly call them wings,) connected together by a lower build-
g in the centre, which eontains the hall.  There are three or four
rows of long thin deep windows, with heavy-looking wooden sash-
¢s. The high pitehed roof is of slute, and has deep projecting caves,
-forming, in fact, a bold: wooden cornice running zlong the whole
length of'the building, which is some two or three stories high. At

the Teft extremity stands a clump of ancient cedarsof Lebanon, fea-

thering in evergreen beauty down to the ground. The all is large
and lofty : the floor is of polished oak, almost the whole of which
is covered with thick matting; it is wainscoted all round with black
oak ; some seven or eight full length pictures, evidently of conside-
rable antiquity, being let iuto the pancls.  Qaint figures these are
to besure 3 and if they vesewbled the ancestors of the Aubrey fa-
mily, these ancestors must have been singular and startling per-
saus! The faces are quite white and sturing—all as it in wonder;
aud they have suel long legs, ending in sharp pointed shoes—just
such as were wornt in the reign of Edward 111, or even Richard 11
Oun each side of the ample firepluce stands a figure in full armour;
aud there are also ranged along the wall old swords and lances, the
very idea of wielding and handling which makes your arms ache,
while you exclaim, “they wust have been giants in those days!"
O one side of this hall a door opens into the drawing room, beyond
which is the library ; on the other side a door leads you iuto a no-
hle room, now eatled the drawing room, where stands a very finc or-
Out of both the dining room and drawing room, you pass

up a stairease contained -in an old square tower, two sides of cach of

g;m.

them vpening on the old quadrangle, and into which all the bed-

rovins open. But I need not go into further detail.

OLD MRS, AUBREY.

Altogether it is truly a fine old mansion.  Tts only constant ac-
cupant is Mrs. Aubrey, the mother of Mr. Aubrey, in whose li-
Lrary we are now seated.  She isa widow, having survived her
Lusband, who twice was one of the county members for fificen
Mr. Aubrey is her first-born ehild, Miss Aubrey her last ;

four intervening children she has followed to the grave,—the grief

yuais,

and suffering consequent upon which have shaken her constitution,
and made her, both in actual health and in appearance, at Jeast ten
years older than she really is—for shie has, in point of fact, not long
since entered lier sixtieth vear,  What a blessed life she leads at
Yatton! Her serene and cheerful temper makes every one happy
about hier; and her charity is unbounded, but dispensed with a most
just diserimination.  One way or ansther, almost a fourth of the
village are direet pensioners ontier bounty.  You have only to men-
tion the name of Madame Aubrey, the lady of Yatton, to witness
invohuutary homage paid to her virwues,  1Jer word is law; and
well indeed it may e, While Mr. Aubrey, her husband, was to

* Continued from p. 123.

A little behind the chureh is the vicarage |

the last stern in his temper, and reserved in his habits, bearing
withal a spotless and Jofty character, she was always what she still
is, meek, gentle, accessible, charitable, and pious. On his death she
withdrew from the world, and has ever since resided in - Yatton—
never having quitted it for a single day. There are in the vicinity
one or two stately families, with ancient name, sounding title, and
great possessions; hut for ten miles round Yatton, Madame Au-
brey, the Squire’s mother, is the name that is enshrined in people’s
kindliest and most gratetul feelings, and receives their readiest ho-
mage, "I'is perhaps a very small matter to mention, but there is
at the hall a great white old mare, Peggy, that fur these twenty
vears, in all weathers, hath been the bearer of Madame’s bounty.
A thousand thmes hath she carried Jacob Jones, (now a pensioned
strvant, whose hair Is as white as Peggry’s) all over the estate, and
also beyond it, with comfortable matters for the sick and poor.
Most commonly there are a couple of stone bottles, filled with cow-
slip, currant, ginger, or elderberry wine, slung hefore old Jones
over the well-worn saddle—to the carrying of which Pegay has got
s0 accustomed, thatshe does nut go comfurtably without them. She
has so fallen into the habits of old Jones,' who is an inveterate gos-
sip, (Madame having helped to make him such by the numerous
enquiries slie makes of him every morning as to every one in the
village, and on the estate, and which enquiriés he must bave the
means of answering, ) that slow as she jogs along, if ever she meets
or is overtaken by any oue, she stops of her own accord, as if to
hear what they and her rider have to say to one another.  She
is a great favourite with all, and gets a mouthful of grass or hay at
every place she stops, cither from the children or the old people.
When old Pegay comes to die, she will be missed by all the folk
round Yatton, DMadam Aubrey, growing, I am sorry to say, very
feeble, cannot go about as much as she used, and betakes Lerself of-
tener and oftener to the old family coach ; and when she is going to
drive about the neighbourhood, you may always sce it stop at the
vicarage for old Dr. Tatham, who gencrally accompanies her. On
these oceasions she always has a bag containing Testaments and
prayer-books, which are distributed as rewards to those whom the
parson can recommend as deserving them.  Yor these five-and-
twenty years she has never missed giving a copy of each to every
clild in the viliage and on the estate, on its being confirmed ; and
the old lady looks round very keenly every Sunday from her pew,
to sec that these Bibles and prayer-books are reverently used. In
mauner she is very ealm, and quict, and dignified. She looks all
that you ceuld expect from what T have told you  The briskness
of youth, the sedate firmness of middle age, have years since given
place, as you willsee with some pain, to the feebleness produced by
ill health and mental suffering—for she mourned after her ehildren
witha fond and bereaved mother's love.  Oh| how she rdoats upon
her surviving son and.daughter! And are they not worthy of such
a mother? DMr. Aubrey is in his lhirty-si.\"th yexr; and inhcrits
the mental qualities of both his parents—the demeanour and per-
son of his father. Ile has arescrve that is not cynical, but only
diffident, yetit gives him, at least at first sight, an air of hauteur,
if not austerity, which is very far from his real nature, for within
Ie has the soft
heurt and benignant temper of Lis mother, joined with the mascu-

is, indeed, the rieh “milk of human kindness.*
line firmness of character which belonged to his father.  Sensitive
he is, perhaps to a fault. There is a tone of melancholy or pen-
siveness in his composition, which has inereased upon him from his
severe studies, ever sinee his youth.  He is & man of superior intcl-
leet, though not perhaps of the highest or most brilliant order; and
is w most capital scholar. At Oxford he plucked the prize from a
lost of strong competitors, and has since justified the expectations
which were entertained of him.  Ile has made some really valuable
contributions to historic literature—indeed, I think he is even now
engaged upon some researches caleulated to throw light upon the
obscure origin of several of our political institutions. e has en—
tered upon politics with uncommon ardour—perhaps with an ex—
cossive ardour. I think he is likely to make a considerable figure
in Parliament ; for heis a man of very clear head, very patient, of
business-like habits, and, moreover, has a very impressive delivery
as a public speaker.  Ile is generous and charitable as his admira-
Iile mother, and carcless, even to a fault, of his pecuniary interests.
11¢ is a man of perfect simplicity and purity of character.  Above
all, his virtues are the virtues which have been sublimed by Chris~
tianity—the cold embers of morality warmed into religion. Ile
has looked for light from above, and has heard a voice saying—
“This is the way, walk thouinit.” Ilis happiness is the real
source of that happy consistent dignity, and firmness, which have
earned him the respeet of all who knew him, and will bear him
through whatever may befull him. He who standeth upon thisrock
cannot be moved, perhaps not even touched, by the surges of world-
ly circumstances of difficulty and distress. In manner Mr. Aubrey
is calin and gentlemanlike; in person he is rather above the mid-
dle beigit, ard of slight make—too slight, perhaps, to be elegant.
1lis eountenance, though not to be called handsome, has a serene
manliness about it when in repose, and an acutencss and vivacity
when animated. which are delightful to behold : it often beams
with energy and intellect.  Ilis bair is black as jet, and his fore-

bead awple and marked.
(To be continued.)

He who thinks his place below i should prove that he is
above his place.

FEMALE COURAGE.

AN EXCITING INCIDENT,

A striking trait of courage in a lady forms thre subject of conver-
sation at present of the French metropolis. Madhme Aubry lives
in a solitary chateau, not far from the town of . 'The family
consisted only of 3. Aubry, his wife, a child about a year old, and
one maid servant. In the little town, every light is out by ten
o'clock, and of course the most perfect solitude reigns at that hour
in their houses, which lies off the road, and is completely hidden by

trecs.  One night last winter, Madame Aubry was sitting alone,
reading.  Her husband had left her in the morning to visita friend

some six or cight miles off; and, as he expected to vring home a
considerable sum of money, he had taken the usual precaution of
About six o'clock the lady
Iler apartment was

arming himself with a pair of pistols.
went up to her room to put her child to bed.
a large room on the first floor, filled up on one side by an old-fash-
ioned clhimney, and on the other by a decp and spacious aleove,
near which stood her infant's eradle. The night was a gloomy one,
cold and dark, and every now and then a dash of rain beat against
the gothic windows. The trees in the garden bowed to the wind,
and their branches came sweeping against the casement; in short,
it was a night in which the solitude of the mansion was more com-
plete and melancholy than usual. Madame Aunbry sat down on a
low chair near the fire, which by its sudden flashes, cast an uncer-
tain light over the vast apartment, throwing its antique mouldings
and carvings into brighter relief or decper shade. Sbe had her
cliild on her lap, and had just finished preparing it for the cradle.
She cast hér cyes towards the alcove, to sce if the cradle was ready
to recetve its little occupant, whose eyes were already closed. Just
then, the fire flushed up brightly, and threw a strong light oa the
aleove, by which the lady distinguished a pair of feet, cased in hea-
vy nailed snoes, peeping out under the curtain in front of the bed
A thousand thoughts passed through her mind in an instant. The
person hidden there was a thief, perhaps an assassin—that was elear.
She had no protection, no aid at band.  Her husband was not to
return till cight at soonest, and it was now only half past six. What
was to be done 2 She did not utter a single ery, nor even start on
her seat.  The servant girl prooably would not have had such pre-
sence of mind. The robber probably meant to remain quiet where
lie was till midnight, and then seize the money her husband was to
bring with him ; but if he should find he was discovered, and that
there was no one in the house but two women, he would not failto
leave his hiding place, and secure their silence by murdering them.
Besides, might not the girl be the robber’s accompliice 2. Several

slight causes of suspicion occurred to her at onee, dnd all these re-

flections passed through her mind in less time than we take to write
them. She decided at once what she would do, which svas, to'send
the gir) out of the room:  ~ ' L

“You know that dish my husband likes,” said she, without be-
traying her alarm by the least change in the tones of her voice, * ¥
ought to have remembered to have got it ready fur his supper.  Go-
down stairs, and see about it at once.””

“ Does not adame require my help here, as she generally
does 2"

% No, no, I will attend to every thing myself.
band would not be pleased, if he was to come homeafter his ride, in
such bad weather, and not find a good supper ready.”

After some delays, which increased in the lady’s mind, that sus-
‘I'he noise

I know my hus-

picion she was forced to conceal, the girl left the room.
of her steps on the stairs, died away gradually, and Madame Au-
brey was left alone with her child, with those two feet motionless at
their post, still peeping out under the curtain.  She kept by the
fire, with her child on her lap, continuing to earcss it and sing toit’
almost mechanically. ‘The child cried: it wanted to be put to bed,
but its cradle was near the alcove—near those drezdful feet, how
could she find courage to go near them! At last, she made a vio-
lent effort.  Come, my child,” said she, and got up. Hardly
able to stand creet, she walked towards the alcove, elose to the rob-
ber. She put the child in the cradle, singing it to sleep as usual.
We may imagine how much inclination she had to sing. When
the child fell asleep, she left it, and resumed her seat” by the fire.
She did not dare to feave the room; it would arouse thesuspicions
of the robber, and of the girl, probably his accomplice.  Besides,
she could not bear the thought of leaving her cbild, even if it was
to purchase her own safety,  The clock pointed to seven. An bour
yet, a whole hour, before her husband would come ! [ler eyes were
fixed on thase feet, which threatened her with death atany moment

with a sort of fascinztion. 'The deepest silence reigned in the room.’
"The infant slept quietly.  We do not know"whether even an Ama-
zon, in her place, would have been bold enough to try a struggle
with the robber. Madame d’Aubry had no arms; besides, she
made no claims to valour, but only to that passive coura.gc; founded
on reflection, which is far the rarer of the two. Lvery few minutes
she would hear a noise in the garden.  In that noise, a ray of bope
shone on her fur an instant—it was her husband, it was deliverance!?
But no—it was only the wind and rain, or the shutters cracking.
What an age every minute seemed to be.  Ob, heavens! the feet
moved! Does the thief mean to leave Lis hiding place 2# No. It
was only a slight, probably involuntary movement, to ease himself
by clmnghg his position. The clock strikes—only once, it is the
half hour only—and the clock is too fast, besides! IHow muchan-
guish, hosr many silent prayers, in these trying minutes! She tock
up a book of devotion and tried to read, but her eyes would wandes



