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FALCONRY.

Red banners steeam out from castle wall,

The cavaliers gather in lordly hall,

They are gay with plumes and apparel bright,
With gilded baldrick and doublet white,

Ever ready for tourney or border-{ray

For falegu-flight or stag «t bay.

Twas a erand old hall where pennoncelles wave
From asken cciling anid erypt and nave:

Where ancient statnes with lance and brand
Tnarmaor complete in niches stand.

Tripping lightly dwn from each spacious stair
Coue matrons graceful and maidens fair,

Fair damsels—a rosy and sparkling baud.
With enuntet and Jewell'd whip in band,

To tlowing riding-robes array’d

To fly the raleon in forest glade.

Sirloin awd venison-haunch on the board
Are deftly carv’d and the red wine pour'd.
Beakers of elaret, flagons of beer,

Arge quafl’d in response ta toast and cheer.
Then forth duwn the grauize steps they pass
To the courreyard esplanade of ur
Qstler and gronm frow meanger ang

9

Lead forth the theroughbred changers tall.
v

tiers quick to thelr saddles spring,
Varh dingle of spur and beidle-ring:

Faie mabdens sre rised with kuightly care
Lo their palfreys, eqnipt in honsings rare:
Then the rongh gasnckeeper and dainty page
Bring tvrth the fuleons from pereh nmd eage,
The stronz-wing's] merlins to sweep the wood,
Eauipt with jesses, and bell aud howd.

Then fortiy dowen the howery vale they ride

y mere or o river side,

@ terlges and tutted reed,

mb’d herons seelnded feed.
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A friend in Italy had kindly given me a letrer
to Lady Blessington, and with a strong curiosity
to see -thiz celebrated Jady, 1 ealled on the
second day sfter my arrival in London. It was
‘“deep 1’ ths afterucon,” but I had not yet
learred the faull meaning of “towa hours.”
*“ Her ladyship bad net come down to break-
fast.” I gave the letter and my address to the
powdered footman, and had scareely reached
home when a note arrived inviting me'to call the
same evening gt ten.

Iu along library lined alternately with splen-

'y bound booksund mirrors, and with a deep
windors of the breadth of the room, opening
upen Hvde Park, 1 found Lady Blessington
alone. The picture tomy eye as the door opensd
was a very lovely ome. A woman of remarkable
beauty, half boried in a fauteuil of vellow satin,
reading by a magoilicent lamp suspended from
the cenire of the arched ceiling ; sofas, couches,
ottoraans, and husts, arranged in rather a crowd-
ed sumptuousness through the room ; enamel
tahles, covered with expensive’ and elegant
trifies in every comner, and a delicate white
band relieved on the back of a book, to which
the eye was attracted by the blaze of its dizmond
rings. As the servant meutioned my name, she
rose and gave me her hand very cordially, and
a gentleman entering immediately after she pre-
sented me to her son-in-law, Connt D'Orsay, the
well-known Peilliam of London, and certninly
the most splendid specimen of 2 man, and a
well.dressed one, that 1 had ever seen. Tea was
brought in immediately, and conversation went
swimmingly Gn.

Her Yadyship’s inquirics were principally
about America, of which, from long absence, 1
kuew very little.  She was extremely carious to
know the degrees of reputation the present
popular authors of England enjoy among us,
particalarly Balwer, (Galt, and D'Israeli {the
author of *“ Vivian Grey ™). “ If you will come
to-morrow night,” she said, * you will see Bul.
wer. I am delighted that he 48 popular in
America, He is envied and abnsed by all the
literary men in London, for nothing, [ helieve,
except that he gets five hundred pounas for his
books and they fifty, and knowing this, he
chooses t0 assume a pride (some people call it
pouppyism) which is only the armor of a sensitive
mind afraid of a wound. He is to hia friends the
most frank and gay ereature in the world, and
open to boyishness with those who he thiuks
understand and value hini. He has a brother,
Henry, who is as clever as himself in a different
vein, and is now publishing a book on the present
state of France. Bulwer'swife, you know, is one
of the most beautiful woren in London, and his
house is the resort of hoth fashion and talent.
He is just now hard at work on a new book,
the sulij«ct of which is the Just days of Pompeii.
The hero is a Roman dandy, who wastes himself
in lnxury, til] this great catistrophe ronses him
and develops a character of the noblest capa-
bilities. Is Galt much liked 1"

I angwered to the best of my knowledge that
be was not. His life of Byron was & stab at the

dead body of the noble poet, which, for oue, 1
never could forgive, and his books wera ciever,
but vulgar. He was evidently not a gentleman
in his mind, This was the opinion I had formed
in Americs, and 1 had never hoard another.

1 am sorry for it,”" said Lady B., **for he is
the dearest and best old man in the world. T
know him well. e is just on the verge of the
grave, but comes to see me now anid then, nud if
you had koown how shockingly Byron treated
him you would only wonder at his sparing his
menory so much,”

* Nil mortuis nisi bonum,” 1 thought would
have been a better course. If he had reason to
dislike him, he had better uot have written
since he was dead,

- Perhaps—perhaps. Bat Gait has been all
his life miserably poor, and lived by his books.
That must be his apology. Do you kuow the
D’lsraelis in Anerica 17 .

I assured her ladyship that the ** Cariasities
of Literature,” by the father, and ¢ Vivian
Grey ” and ** Coutarini Fleming,” by the son,
were universally known,

“1 am pleased at that, tos, for 1 like them

both. Dlsracli the elder came here with his
son the other night. 1t would have delighted
you to see the old man's pride in him. Heis
very fond of him, and as he was goiug away, he
patted him on the head, and said to me: * Take
care of him, Lady Blessington, for my sake. He
is a clever lad, but ne wants bailast, 1 am glai
he has the honor to know you, for veu will check
him sometimes when | am away ! Vlsraeli
the elder lives in the ennntry, about twenty
miles from town, and seldom comes up to Lone
don. He is a very plain old man in his manners,
as plain as his son is the reverse.  isrueli the
yeunger is quite his own character of ** Vivian
Grey, " crowded with talent, but very soigné of
his carly, and a1 bit of a coxcomb. There is no
reserve about-him, however, and he is the only
jovous dandy Iever suw.”
- 1 asked if the acecunt I had ~wen in =ome
Awmerican paper of a literary eelebration at
Cunandaigua cud the engraving of her lady.
ship's name with sofe others upen a rock, was
not a quiz.

“Ob, by no means. 1 was equally flattered
and smused by the whole wtfuir. 1 have a areat
idea of taking a trip to America to s« it. Then
the letter, commencing ¢ Most charm#ny Coun-
tess—for charmiug you wust be + yon have
written the conversations of Lord Byvon’-—ob,
it was quite delightfui. | have shown it every-
bodsy. By the way, 1 receive a great many
letters from America, from people | uever heard
of, written in the most extranndivary style of
compliment, apparently in very good faitn. |
hardly kuow what to make of them.”

1 accounted for it by the parivet seclnsion in
which great umbersof cuitivated peaple live in
cur eountry, who, huving npeither intrigue, nor
fashion, wor twenty other thivgs to occapy
their minds as in Englaud, Jdepend entirely npon
books, and consider an author who has given
them pleasure as a friend.  America, 1 said, has
probably  more literary enthusiasts than any
country in the world ; and there are thonvands
of romantic minds in the interior of New Eng-
laud, who kuow perfectly every writer this side
the water, und hold them all in an affectionate
veneration, scarcely conceivable by n sophisti-
cated European, If it were not for such readers,
literatnre would be the most thankiess of
voeations. I, for one, woulll never write another
line,

‘“And do you think thess are the prople who
write tome: If | could think <o, I should te
exceedingly happy. Paople in England are re.
fired to such heartlessness—criticiswm, private
and publie, i3 sn interested and so cold, that it
is really delightfal to know there is a more
generous tribunal.  Iwdeed, 1 think all our
authors now are beginning to write for America.
We think already a great deal of your praise or
censure.”

I asked if her ladyship had koown many
Americans.

¢ Not in London, but a great many abroad.
I was with Lord Hlessington iu his yacht at
Naples, when the American fleet was Iying there,
eight or ten years ago, and we were constantly
on board your ships. I knew Commodore
Creighton and Captain Deacon exiremely well,
and liked them particularly. They were with
us, either on board the yacht or the [rigate, every
evening, and I remember very well the band
playing always ‘God save the King! as we
went up the side. Count D'Orsay here, who
spoke very little Fnglish at that time, had a
great passion for ¢ Yankee Duodle,” and it was
always played at his request.”

The count, who still speaks the language with
a very slight accent, but with a choice of words
which shows him to be a man of uncommon
tact and elegance of mind, inquired after several
of the officers, whom I have not the pleasure of
knowing. e scemed to remem¥er his visits to
the frigate with great pleasure. The conversa.
tion, after running upon a vuriety of topics,
which 1 could not with propriety put into u
letter for the public eye, turned very naturally
upon Byron. I had frequently seen the Countess
Guiccioli on the Continent, and 1 asked Lady
Bleussington if she knew her. -

“ No. We were at Pisa when they weré living
together, but, though Lord Blessington had the
greatest curinsity to see her, Byron would never

crmit it. *She has a red head of ber awn,’ said
g;, ‘and don’t like to show it." Byron trested
the poor creature dreadfully ill. ~ She feared
moro than she loved him.”

She had told me the same thing herself in

Italy.

It would be impossible, of course, to make a
full and fair record of a conversation of some
hours. 1 have ouly noted one or two topics
which 1 thought most likely to interest an
Ametican reader.  Duriug all this long visit,
however, my cyes were very busy in tinishing
for mmory & portrait of the celebrated aud bean.
tiful woman before me,

The portrait of Lady Blessington in the “Book
of Beanty " is not unlike her, but it is still an
unfavorable likeness, A picture by Sir Thomas
Lawrence hung apposite me, taken perhaps at
the age of vighteen, which is more like her, and
as eaptivating a representation of a just matured
woman, full of loveliness and love, the kind of
creature with whese divine sweetness the gazer's
lienrt aches, as ever was drawn in the painter's
most ingpired hour. The original is new (she
contesses it very frankly) forty. She looks sotne-
thing on the sunny side of thirty. Her person
is full, but preserves all the fiveness of an ad-
mirble shaps : herfoot is not erowded iu n satin
slipper for which a Cinderella might long be
looked foriw vain ; and her complexion (an un-
wsually fair skin with very dark hair and eye-
hrawst is of even & girlish delicaey nad freshuess.
Her dress of biue satin (if am deseribing her like
a milliner, it is hecause 1 have here and there
a reacder of the Mirrer in my eye who will be
amused by 12 was ent low and folded across her
tasom ina way to show 1o advautage the round
atd sculpture like vurve and whiteness of o pair
of exquisite shonlders, while her hair, dressed
close to her head, and parted simply on her fore.
head with rivh ferroniére of tirgsoise, cuveloped
ina cleat outitee a hend with which it would re
difiizult to find a fanit. Her feature ate regular,
and her mouth, the most expressive of them,
anc a rpe fulluess and freedom of play, peculiar
to the rish physiognomy, and expressive of the
mart unsnspicions good-humor.  Add to all this
o volve merry aned sad by turns, but always musi-
2al, and manuers of the wost unpretending cle-
ganee, Vet even more remarkable for their win.
ning kimluess, and you have the most promi.
nent traits of vie of the meost levely and fascin.
ating woanen 1 have ever seen. RHemembering
her talents anmd her rank, and the unenvying
admiration she reecives from the world of fashion
and geaius, 1t woalid beditheult 1o reconeils hee
et 1o the “doctrine of conrpensation,’”

BDILIIs AT THE oFERA.

Went ta the opera to hear Giulin tinisi, |
stoosd out the fisst act in the pit, amd 34w in-
stances of rudeness in ¢ Fop's-alley ™ which |
bad never seen approached in three years on the
Centinent.  The hich price of tickets, one
would think, and the necessity ol appeariug in
full dress, would keep the opera clear of low.
bred people ; but the couduet to whith I reter
secmed  to excite na surprise and passad off
swithiout noties, though, in Ameriea, tuere would
have been areple matter for at least four duels.
Grisi is yeung, very, pretty and an admirable
actre three great adeantages 1o a singer.
Her vo s under absalute command, and she
manages it beantifuliv, bat it wants the iniu-
sion of Malibron.  You werely frel that Grid
is an acrcomplished artisy, while Malibran medts
atl your eritinist into love aud wimiration., [
am easily moved Dby wmsde, but T eame away
without much exthusinsm for the present pas.
sion of Londoun.

The cpera house is very ditferent from those
on the Continvent. Tue stage only is lighted
abroad, the single lustre fram the ceiling just
throwing tlat clair-obscur over the boxes, so
fuvorahle te Italian ecowpl xious and moruls,
Here, the ddress vireles are lighted with bright
chandeli=rs, and the whole houss sitsin g hluze
of light as leaves no approach, even to a lady,
unseen.  The consequence is that people here
dress much quore, aud the opera, if less inte-
resting to the habitué, is & gaver thing to the
many.

I wept up to Lady Ilessingrou's bax for a
noment, and found Strangways, the traveller,
an several other distingaished men with her,
Her ladystip poiuted out tome Lord Rroughum,
flirting Jlesperately with a pretty worman on the
oppwsite side of the hou.e, his mouth going
with the convulsive twitch which so disfigures
him, sod his wmost unsightly of pug-noses iu the
st relief against the red Jning behind.
Thare never was a plainer man, The Hon.
Mrs. Norton, Sheridan’s  daughter, and a
poetess, sat nearer to us, looking like a queen,
certainly one of the most beautiful wownen )
ever looked upon ; and the gastronomic and
hump-backed Lord Sefton, smiﬁ to be the first
judge of cuokery in the world, saf in the ““lan-
dy’s munibus,” a large box on a level with the
stage, leaning forward with his chin on his
knuckies, and wanting with evident impatience
for the upprarance of Fanny Elssler in the bal-
let.  Beauty and all, the English opers house
surpasses anything [ have seen in the way of &
spretacle. .

WILLIS" CRITICIRM 0N ENGLISH SOCIETY,

An evening party at Bulwer's. Not yet per-
fretly initiated in Londoen haurs, 1 arrived, not
far from ¢l ven, and found Mrs, Bulwer alone
in her illuminated roomns, whiling away an ex-
pectant hour iu playing with a King Charles
spaniel, that sermed Ly his fonduess and de-
light to appreciate the excessive lovelinesy of
bis mistress,  As far off a8 America, [ may ex-
press, even in print, an admiration which is no
heresy in London.

The author of *‘ Pelham '’ is o younger son
and depends on his writings for a livelihood,
and truly, measaring works of fancy by what
they will bring (not an unfair standard perhaps),

.a glance arouud his luxurious and elegant reoms
is worth reams of pufl in the quarterlies. He
lives in the heart of the fashionable quarter of
London, where reuts are rainously extravagant,
cutertains o great denl, and is expensive in s}l
his habits, and for this pay Messrs, ¢ Clifford,""
¢ Pelham,” and ““Aram " -~ (it wonld seenn,
most exeellent good bankers,  As 1 Jooked ut
the beantiful woman seated on the costly oito-
man before me, waiting to receive the rank awl
fashion of Loudon, T thought that old close-
fisted Literature never had better reason for his
partinl largess. | shall forgave the miser for
starving » wilderness of poots,

One of the fiest persons who came was Lord
Byron's sister, a thin, plain, middle-aged wo-
man, of a very serivus countennnce, and with
very cordial and pleasing manners.  The rooms
soan filled, and two professed singers went in-
‘dustriously to work in their voeation st the
piano ; but, exeept one pale man, with staring
hair, whow 1 took tu be n poct, nobiedy pretend-
ed to listen,

Every second womwan has some strany claim
to beanty in Fogland, and the propoition o
those who just wmiss it, by a hais breadth ny it
wire — who sevmn really to have been meant for
beauties by nature, hut by a slip in the mould-
ing or peneilling are imperfect copies of the de-
sign — is really extraovdinary.  One after an-
other entered, us I stood near the door with my
old friend Dr. Bowring for u nenwnclator, and
the woerd **lovely ™ or “eharming ™ bad not
passed my lips before some chauge iu the atn
tuile or unguarded animation had exposed the
thaw, and the hasty homaze gor homage it s
and an i olatrons ane, tha we pay to the beauty
of womani wha coldly aud unsperingdv reteet.
ed. From u goddess upon carth 1o« slighted
and anattractive tap for matrimony is a long
step, but taken on so slight a defli ot sometimes,
as, were they marble, a sculptor would eteh
away with his nail.

I wax surprised tand 1 have been struck with
the sume thing at several parties | have atten:)-
el in London) at the veglect with which the
female part of the assemblage s treated. No
FOURY Mman ever seems to droam of speaking ta
a lady, except to ask her to dinee. There they
sit with their mwawmas, their hands Lung over
each other before them inthe received attitade ¢
and if there huppens to be b daneing (s
Bulwer's), looking ut « print, of eating an jee,
is for them the most enlivening eircamstance of
the evening.  As well as 1 rceollect, it i better
nmianaged in America, and certainly sociviy s

quite another thing in Franer and Judyv, Lute
in the evening a churming girl, who is the

reigning belle of Noples, cae ta with her ni-
ther froma the opers, awd I omade the remark o
hero ** Ddetest England for that very reason,”
she sated frankiy, It s the fashion 1o Londou
for the yeung men to prefer evervthing to the
socivty of wotaen, They have therr edubsy ther
horses, their rawiog mateles, their hunting and

betting, and every thing else i3 a bore ! How
ditffersnt ave the sams men at Naples ! They

can never got cuough of ot there b We ary

surrounsied and run after,

*Our pandie dog e quite adoged,
CGur =ayivgs ure oxtrenedy quatsd,

and really ope feels that one s a0 belle”” She
mentioned several of the beanx of lust winter
who had retarued to England, ** Here 1 have
beent in London a month, aed these very ey
that were dytog for me, at my side every day vn
the Strada Nuova, and all bul fghtisg to danee
three times with me of an eveuing, have eniy
tefe their cards’  Not beeanss they eare boes
abont me, hut beaause 1t s nat the fashion ™
it wonld be talked of at the chuly, i is * know.
ing ' to let us alane.”

There were only three men in the party, which
wita a very erowded one, who could come noder
the head of besux. Of the remaining  part,
there wias much that was distinguished, both
for rank and talent.  Sheil, the Irich crator, a
small, dark, deeeitful, but talented-looking
man, with & very disagreeatde squeaking vouwe,
stooid in a eoruer, very esthestly sngaged
conversation with the aristorratic old Earl of
Clarendon.  The cottrast beiween the styles of
the two wmen, the courtly and mild elegance of
the one, aud the uneasy and balf-bred lac
shrewd earnestness of the other, wis quite o
study.  Fonblanque, of the Examiver, with his
pale and disloated.dooking face, stood in the
door-way between the two roows, making the
amiable with a ghastly smile to Ludy Stepney.
The “ hilious Lord Duwrham,'” as the papers call
him, with his Bratus head, aud grave, severe
countenance, high-bred in his appearance, des.
pite the worat possible cont and trousers, stould
at the pedestal of « beantiful statue, talking pu-
litics with Bowriug, and near them, leaned over
a chair, the Prince Moscows, the sou of Marshal
Ney, a plain, - but determuued lovking young
man, with his coat buttoned up to his throar,
unconseious of everything but the presence of
the Hou, Mrs, Leicestor Stanhope, a very Jovely
wotnan, who was enlightening him, in tfm pret-
tiest English French, upon some point of wa.
tional differences. Tler husband, famons ag
Lord Byroen's companion in Greece, and a great
liberal in England, was jfutroduced to me soon
after by Balwer; and wo digscussed the bank
and the President, with a little assistance from
Bowring, who joined us with a puoan for the
old general :uu{ his measures, till it wag far into
the morning.

Rosenrr Bowwes, the popular Ametican Ex.
changer of London, is about to bid farewell te
that city and resuimne his residence in Boston,




